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LONDON: 
WHITTAKER  AND  CO.,  AVE-MARIA  LANE. 

1885. 


Captain  Bluffe. — You  sec,  Mr.  Sharper,  after  all,  I 
am  content  to  retire,  and  live  a  private  person.  Scipio  and 
others  have  done  it. 

SnAUPER.—(.^5irfr.)— Impudent  rogue ! 

Sin  J.  WiTTOL. — Aye,  this  damned  Modesty  of'yours — 

Captaix  Bluffe. — Oh  fie  !  No,  Sir  Joseph,  you  know 
I  hate  this. 

Sir  J.  WiTTOL. — Look  you,  Mr.  Sharper,  I  tell  you, 
he  is  so  modest,  he'll  own  nothinf^. 

Captain  Bluffe. —Pray,  hold  your  tongue,  and  give 
mc  leave  to  tell  my  own  story. 

Old  Bachelor. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


INTRODUCTOEY  AND  APOLOGETIC. 

I  AM  the  most  unfortunate  of  men.  Some 
people  have  been  ruined  by  their  candour,  and 
some  by  their  cunning— this  man  by  his  parsi- 
mony, and  that  by  his  extravagance ;  but  I  am 
the  victim  of — Modesty  !  The  O'Blameys  of 
Connemara  (the  very  prefix  O  is  symbolical  of 
mauvaise  honte)  were  always  a  bashful  race ; 
would  that  they  had  degenerated  into  impudence 
in  my  person  !  But»  alas !  I  could  never  look 
a  bailiff  in  the  face  without  crimsoning  like  a 
peony;  nor  pass  a  sheriff^s  oiBBcer  without  in- 

vou  I.  B 


stinctively  avoting  my  h 
erideoce  tbat  there  is  a  cei 
climate  of  Erin  peculiar 
j^wth  of  modesty.  lo  a 
soniScation  of  a  Blush  ! 

The  censorious  reader- 
not — will  doubtless  attribu 
any  thing  rather  than  n 
will  say,  perhaps,  that  e 
throughout  an  illustratiui 
and  roguery ;  he,  howcTe 
philosophic  discemmait ; 
relations  between  cause  an 
trace  the  one  up  to  the  o 
various  ramiticadons  that 
at  once  that  every  calami 
my  tot  to  endure,  may,  din 
traced  up  to  its  first  great 

But  to  the  pdnt.  In 
biographical  sketch,  whicl 
is  the  mere  transcript  cd"  a 
that  I  have  tor  years  amuse 
I  have  held  it  as  the  firs 
religiously  to  truth.     So 
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been  in  this  respect,  that   I   have  not   even 
spared  myself ,  but  exposed  my  occasional  little 
irregularities  of  conduct    (for  who  among  the 
best  of  us  is  perfect  ?)  with  a  minuteness  and 
sincerity  which  I  trust  will  be  duly  appreciated. 
Of  my  enemies,  too,  and  of  the  frequent  un- 
pleasant incidents  to  which  their  machinations 
gave  rise,  I  have  every  where  spoken  with  a 
calmness  and  apathy  which  the  lapse  of  nearly 
fourteen  years  has  engendered  in  a  disposition 
once  more  sensitive  than  an  aspen-leaf.     Had 
I  chosen  to  resign  fact  for  fiction,  I  might 
easily  have  manufactured  a  more  acceptable 
work,  but  my  conscience  would  not  allow  of 
such  an  unworthy  compromise ;  hence  my  nar- 
rative contains  no  extraordinary  nor  pathetic 
adventures ;  it  has  neither  continuous  interest 
nor  artfully  elaborated  plot ;  but  abounds  in 
<*  passages  that  lead  to  nothing,'^  and  charac- 
ters, or  rather  shadows  of  character,  that  come 
and  go  without  a  why  or  wherefore,  like  the 
phantoms  that  flitted  before  the  eyes  of  Mac- 
beth in  the  cavern  of  Hecate.    But  thus  is  it 
with  human  nature.    To  few  is  granted  the 

b2 
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opportunity  of*  making  intimate  and  enduring 
coimexions ;  by  far  the  majority  of  us  are  like 
travellers  at  an  inn,  who,  before  they  have  had 
time  to  become  acquainted  with  eacli  other's 
habits,  manners,  modes  of  thought,  action,  and 
so  forth,  are  compelled  to  hurry  away  north, 
south,  east,  and  west,  never  perhaps  to  re- 
assemble. 


A    BASHFUL   IRISHMAN. 


CHAPTER  II. 

THE  YOUNG  IDEA  TAUGHT  HOW  TO  SHOOT. 

My  name  is  O^Blaraey.  I  was  born  beside 
a  hedge,  under  an  umbrella,  during  a  shower, 
about  a  stone^s  throw  from  my  fatlier^s  farm- 
house in  the  immediate  neighbourhood  of  Gal- 
way.  The  night  previous  to  my  introduction 
into  this  vale  of  tears  was  marked  by  a  sin- 
gular occurrence.  My  mother,  a  plump  phU 
larUhropist  of  forty,  dreamed  that  she  was 
brought  to  bed  of  a  rope — ^a  circumstance  which 
the  gossips  in  the  neighbourhood  one  and  all 
agreed  betokened  something  extraordinary  in 
my  career. 

My  father  was  a  middle-aged  farmer  in  the 
usual  indifferent  circumstances.  In  his  notions 
of  business  this  gentleman  was  a  staunch  advo- 
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cate  of  the  free-trade  system,  and  from  his 
vicinity  to  the  sea-coast  he  had  frequent  oppor- 
tunities of  reducing  his  favourite  theory  to 
practice.  He  was  not,  however,  one  of  your 
vulgar,  showy  tradesmen,  who  make  a  boast  of 
their  profits,  and  carry  on  business  as  if  from 
ostentation,  beneath  the  glaring  eye  of  day ; 
far  otherwise,  he  was  quiet,  diffident,  and  re- 
served in  his  nature,  shy  in  alluding  to  his 
gains,  and  allowed  night  only  to  be  the  witness 
of  his  more  important  occupations. 

8uch  being  the  two-fold  nature  of  his  voca- 
tion,  that  is  to  say,  being  a  fanner  by  day  and 
a  smuggler  by  night,  it  must  be  manifest  that 
he  bad  little  or  no  time  to  throw  away  on  my 
education,  who,  accordingly,  shot  up  from  in- 
fancy to  boyhood  as  wild  and  undisciplined  as 
a  Connemara  colt. 

The  history  of  all  childhood  is  pretty  nearly 

the  same;  I  shall,  therefore,  pass  it  by,  and 

come  at  once  to  the  period  when  I  attained  my 

year.    At  this  epoch  I  was  placed 

of  a  certain  village  doctor,  by  name 

a  waggish,   good-humoured   little 
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fellow,  who  was  famous  throughout  the  district 
for  the  iaventioD  of  divers  specifics,  by  the  help 
of  which  he  wrought  the  most  surprising  cures. 
As  the  doctor  in  his  personal  appearance  passed 
the  verge  of  the  extraordinary,  and  approached 
to  the  miraculous^  I  must  pause  to  give  a 
sketch  of  him.  He  had  the  head  of  a  giant 
fixed  upon  the  shoulders  of  a  dwarf.  His  eyes 
were  of  a  gooseberry  colour ;  his  nose  was  ga- 
thered up  in  a  bunch  in  the  middle,  just  as  if 
dame  Nature  in  a  frolicksome  mood  had  tied  it 
in  a  double-knot ;  his  teeth  were  tusks  in  shape 
and  size ;  he  had  a  split  in  his  upper-lip,  which 
enabled  him  to  give  a  full  and  perfect  develop- 
ment to  the  broadest  grin  that  ever  threw  a 
stranger  into  hysterics ;  his  mouth  was  not  so 
much  a  mouth,  as  a  huge  gash  scored  at  ran- 
dom across  his  face ;  and  he  had  two  big  red 
ears,  which  projected  from  either  side  his  head 
like  the  lamplights  of  a  mail-coach. 

Next  to  the  doctor,  the  greatest  curiosity  in 
the  county  was  the  doctor'^s  horse,  which,  having 
long  been  the  subject  of  its  master^s  experi- 
ments, had  been  physicked  into  a  most  pro- 
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father  was  clever,  and  even  learned  ;  possessed 
a  decent,  miscellaneous  library ;  taught  nie 
arithmetic,  together  with  a  smattering  of  Eng- 
lish, French,  and  Latin,  as  also  liow  to  manu- 
facture wliiskey-])uncli.  I  owe  to  this  worthy 
man  my  first  fit  of  inebriety.  The  debt  is  not 
considerable  certainly ;  but,  in  recapitulating  past 
civilities,  it  is  but  justice  to  acknowledge  it. 

Unlike  tlic  generality  of  Catholic  priests, 
Fatlicr  O'Flannaghan  had  seen  much  of  the 
world,  and,  as  is  usually  the  case  with  such  men, 
piqued  himself  not  a  little  on  his  discernment  of 
character.  He  carl 3^  prophesied  my  rise  in  life, 
from  havinff  marked  the  attention  with  which  I 
listened  to  his  remarks,  and  the  facility  with 
which  I  adapted  myself  to  his  habits.  The 
respect  of  youth  is  the  most  effective  compli- 
ment that  can  be  paid  to  age.  Worldly  natures 
are  peculiarly  alive  to  this  flattery.  They  ima- 
gine it  the  outpouring  of  artlessness  and  sin- 
cerity, which  experience  has  taught  them  it  is 
all  but  vain  to  expect  from  those  of  their  own 
age  and  standing.  Many  a  shrewd,  experienced 
veteran  have  I  seen,  whom  Slachiavel   himself 
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would  have  failed  to  hood-wink,  become  die 
dupe  of  unsuspected  boyhood. 

Father  O^FLumagfaan  felt  my  deference  to 
his  opinions  as  a  compliment  in  its  fullest  ac- 
ceptation, and  shewed  that  he  felt  it,  by  the  way 
in  whidi  he  repaid  me  with  exhortation.  ^^  Ever 
bear  in  mind,  Terence,^  he  was  often  in  the 
habit  of  saying,  **that  the  world  is  large  enough 
for  us  all,  and  that  in  order  to  succeed,  it  is  only 
neoess^oy  that  we  desire  it*  True,  society  is  a 
sea  full  of  rocks  and  breakers ;  still,  he  who 
trims  his  sails  aoocmling  to  wind  and  weather, 
will  be  pretty  sure  to  navigate  it  with  safety. 
Most  men,  however,  quit  port  in  the  ^  Shippe 
of  Fools^-— that  is  to  say,  start  on  their  voyage 
in,  what  they  call,  a  spirit  of  truth  and  indepen- 
dence. Now  these,  though  plausible,  are  silly 
terms,  and  mean  ndither  more  or  less  than  that 
they  are  resolved  to  set  up  their  own  judgment 
in  opposition  to  that  of  the  world.  You,  I 
should  hope,  will  be  guilty  of  no  such  pre- 
sumption. Clever  as  you  may  deem  yourself, 
the  world  is  cleverer  still ;  so  take  my  advice- 
yield  to  it— flatter  it — ^fall  in  with  its  humours. 
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and  adopt  its  prejudices,  till  you  have  made  it 
your  friend  for  life.  A  man  who  quarrels  with 
society,  oh,  Terence  !  is  like  a  school  boy,  who 
hopes  to  spite  his  master  by  going  without  his 
own  dinner. 

"  The  great  object  of  existence  is  the  acquisi- 
tion of  power.  Gain  this,  conscientiously  if  you 
can  ;  but,  at  all  events,  gain  it — for  the  world 
respects  you  solely  for  your  influence ;  it  has 
neither  leisure  nor  inclination  to  canvass  the 
means  by  whicli  you  gained  it.  Remember, 
also,  that  man  is  the  natural  prey  of  man,  and 
that,  if  you  refrain  from  turning  your  friend  to 
a  rational  and  profitable  account ;  you  will  do 
him  no  service,  but  yourself  much  injury,  for 
some  other  less  fastidious  individual  will  be  sure 
to  step  into  your  position.  But,  whatever  you 
do,  be  it  with  friend  or  foe,  always  do  it  in, 
what  Englislmien  call,  *a  business-like  fiishion,' 
for  the  word  'business'  has  a  talismanic  vir- 
tue, and,  like  charity,  covereth  a  multitude  of 
rogueries. 

"  Moreover,  in  your  intercourse  with  society, 
i)e  careful  to  reserve  your  smiles  for  those  above, 
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and  your  frowns  for  those  beneath  you.  If, 
however,  you  cannot  reconcile  it  to  your  innate 
sense  of  virtue,  to  be  perpetually  flattering  your 
superiors,  you  can  easily  make  up  matters  with 
your  conscience,  by  telling  truths  by  wholesale 
to  your  inferiors.  There  is  one  more  point 
which  I  cannot  too  strongly  impress  on  your 
attention.  Never  forget  that  you  were  bom 
and  bred  a  Catholic.  Without  religion,  oh, 
my  child  !  vain  are  the  hopes  of  man  !  Dion: 
I  have  done.*" 

Such,  with  few  or  no  variations,  was  the 
usual  substance  of  Father  O^Flannaghan^s  ad- 
monitions, which,  by  being  frequently  repeated 
in  terms  of  kindness  and  good-humour,  pro- 
duced a  strong,  but  imperceptible  impression  on 
my  mind — ^indeed,  I  may  almost  say,  moulded 
my  entire  habits  of  thought  and  action. 

I  continued  with  this  good  man  up  to  the 
period  of  my  twenty-first  birth-day,  when  he 
was  unexpectedly  summoned  to  take  his  seat  in 
paradise  beside  St.  Peter ;  and  I  returned  to  my 
father's  roof,  wiser  certainly,  more  self-confident, 
and  more  ambitious,  but  quite  as  poor  as  when  I 
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(luitted  it.  About  this  period,  too,  another  visita- 
tion betel  me  in  the  death  of  iny  mother,  who 
was  accidentally  killed  by  her  own  brother,  in  one 
of  those  pugnacious  moods  with  which  the  best 
of  Irishmen  are  at  times  afflicted.  It  is  soothing* 
to  reflect  that  the  wortliy  lady  died  in  excellent 
spirits,  and  that,  on  the  Sunday  following  her 
wake,  one  half  tlie  parish  appeared  at  chapel 
with  their  heads  bound  up. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

£A&LY  DEVELOPMENT  OF  CHARACTER. 

Passing  over  a  host  of  unimportant  inci- 
dents, I  approach  the  period  of  my  first  love. 
My  first  love!  What  a  world  of  ineptitude 
and  insanity  is  comprised  in  these  two  words ! 
How  many  wits  have  they  sent  a  wool- 
gathering !  How  many  qualified  for  Bedlam  ! 
The  object  of  my  attachment  was  the  only 
daughter  of  the  senechal  of  the  manor.  She  was 
a  graceful,  sprightly  young  creature,  a  piquant 
mixture  of  the  coquette  and  the  prude ;  with  an 
eye  blacker  than  a  Berkshire  sloe;  hair  soft  and 
dusky  as  twilight ;  a  mouth  small — flexible — 
expressive— «nd,  in  the  angles  of  which  an  arch 
smile  perpetually  nestled ;  a  bust  formed  on  the 
purest  classic  model ;  and  a  figure  tall,  slim,  yet 
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just  sufficiently  plump  and  rounded  to  convey 
the  idea  of  perfect  health  and  symmetry 

I  had  been  in  the  habit  of  encountering  Miss 
Mahoney  in  the  course  of  my  daily  strolls  about 
the  neighbourhood^  and,  though  I  cannot  take 
it  on  myself  to  assert  that  she  made  me  the  ob- 
ject of  any  very  marked  scrutiny,  yet  a  thousand 
casual  acts  of  attention  made  me  fancy  that  1 
was  not  altogether  indifferent  to  her. 

When  once  this  flattering  notion  had  fixed 
itself  in  my  thoughts,  it  is  astonishing  how, 
chameleon-like,  it  contrived  to  feed  and  thrive 
on  air.  There  is  nothing  like  idleness  to  nourish 
the  sentimentalities  and  conceits  of  youth.  Once 
or  twice  Miss  Mahoney  called  at  Father  O'Flan- 
naghan'^s  cottage— I  could  not  choose  but  re; '. 
member  the  visit,  for  my  revered  preceptor 
happened  to  be  seriously  indisposed  at  the  time 
—and,  on  these  occasions,  she  never  failed  to 
entreat  me  to  watch  over  her  father'^s  friend  and 
confessor,  for  her  sake.  Once,  too,  as  1  was  guid- 
ing a  remarkably  handsome  young  English  offi- 
cer towards  Galway,  wiiither  his  regiment  had 
been  lately  ordered,  Miss  Mahoney  passed  us  on 
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horseback)  when  I  instantly  detected  a  blush  on 
her  countenance.  These,  together  with  a  mul- 
titude of  other  trivial  circumstances,  which  I 
cannot  stop  to  explain  or  analyze,  brought  home 
to  my  mind  the  delightful  assurance  that  I  was 
not  unbeloved  by  the  finest  girl  in  all  the  West 
of  Ireland. 

We  moved,  to  be  sure,  in  different  circles; 
but  what  of  that?  love  is  an  arrant  leveller, 
whose  pride  it  is  to  overthrow  all  the  obstacles 
which  circumstance  and  situation  may  oppose 
to  his  progress. 

Irishmen  are  proverbially  sanguine,  and  from 
the  first  thaatetit  of  my  encounter  with  Miss 
Mahoney,  I  felt  persuaded  that  fate  had  des- 
tined us  for  each  other.  This  idea  haunted  me 
» 

incessantly.  I  became  shadowy  and  transpa- 
rent, affected  the  moonlight,  and  sought  for 
sympathy  in  the  stars.  If  I  went  out  for  a 
ramble,  it  was  to  steal  a  glance  at  Miss  Ma- 
hone  j.  If  I  smiled,  it  was  on  Miss  Mahoney. 
If  I  prayed,  it  was  for  Miss  Mahoney.  If  I 
rhymed,  it  was  on  Miss  Mahoney.    If  I  swore. 
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it  was  by  Miss  Mahoney.  If  I  dreamed,  it  was 
of  Miss  Mahoney. 

My  father  was  the  first  to  perceive  my  altered 
mood.  We  were  seated  together  one  raw  night 
beside  a  turf  fire,  when  roused  by  a  sigh  which 
involuntarily  escaped  me,  he  laid  down  his  jug, 
and  looking  towards  me,  with  a  serio-comic  air, 
said,  "  Terence,  jewel,  what  ails  you  'f'^ 

For  the  life  of  me  I  could  not  answer. 

"  By  the  holy,  the  boy's  bewitched  !^  re- 
joined my  father. 

«*  Right,  Sir,  I  am  bewitched.'' 

*^  Asy,  lad,  and  tell  me  all  about  it ;  sure, 
then,  it*s  myself  will  see  you  righted— at  least, 
so  there's  no  law  in  the  case.^' 

There  was  a  plausibility  about  this  that  at 
once  gained  my  attention ;  for  I  could  not  but 
remember  that  my  father  had  himself,  in  early 
life,  been  a  martyr  to  the  tender  passion,  as  he 
proved  to  demonstration  by  the  forcible  abduc* 
tioD  of  two  fanner's  daughters,  one  of  whom  was 
an  heiress.  For  these  sprightly  sallies  he  had 
fallen  under  the  serious  displeasure  of  the  law. 
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against  which  he  had  ever  since  entertained  a 
strong,  and,  under  the  drcumstances,  not,  I 
think,  an  ill-founded  prejudice.  From  such  a 
man,  therefore,  I  felt  I  had  every  right  to  look 
for  sympathy ;  so,  after  a  moment^s  hesitation, 
when  he  had  twice  repeated  his  question,  I  burst 
out  with,  **  Father,  Tm  in  love.** 

I  thought  he  would  have  gone  off  in  a  fit 
at  this  confession.  <<  Father,  I'*m  in  love,^  he 
said,  mimicking  the  touching  sadness  of  my 
voice  and  countenance ;  **  Ha !  Ha !  Ha !  was 
ever  such  a  thing  heard  of  ?  And  pray,  Terence, 
who  are  you  in  love  with  P"^ 

When  I  mentioned  the  lady'^s  name,  my  fa- 
therms  laughter  broke  out  with  more  violence 
than  ever.  ^*  Oh,  murder  I***  he  exclaimed,  dig- 
ging the  tears  out  of  his  eyes  with  his  knuckles, 
«<  this  lad^Uhe  the  death  of  me  V^ 

"  Then,  Sir,**  I  sullenly  replied,  "  since  you 
turn  my  sufferings  into  ridicule,  and  give  me 
not  an  atom  of  encouragement,  I  shall  go  and 
hang  myself.*" 

*'  And  what  good  ^11  that  do  ?  hey,  Terence  P'' 

The  question  was  a  striking  one,  and  recon- 
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ciled  me  at  once  to  existence.  Nevertheless,  des- 

m 

pairing  of  receiving  any  further  serviceable  sug- 
gestions from  a  man  who  was  fast  hastening  to 
pass  the  boundary  line  of  sobriety,  I  resolutely 
refused  to  answer  any  more  of  his  cavalier  in- 
terrogatories, but  wrapping  myself  up,  as  with 
a  mantle,  in  the  silence  of  a  lofty  indignation, 
quitted  the  room,  and  retired  up  the  ladder  to 
bed. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


LOVE'S  LABOUB  IX)ST. 


The  next  day  the  conversation  of  the  pre- 
ceding  night  was  resumed.  But  singularly 
enough  my  father''8  notions  had  in  the  interim 
undergone  a  total  change.  Instead  of  ridiculing 
my  presumption,  or  giving  up  my  case  as  hope- 
less, he  now  advised  me  to  persevere,  and  even 
went  the  length  of  urging  me  to  indite,  what  he 
called,  **  a  fine,  flourishing,"  love-letter  to  Miss 
Mahoney ,  to  which  I  added  a  postscript,  stating 
that  the  individual  to  whom  the  note  referred, 
would  himself  wait  for  a  reply  next  day,  in  a 
certain  sequestered  lane,  whose  geographical 
position  I  took  care  to  lay  down  with  all  the  ac- 
curacy of  aOuthrie. 

Well, the  letter  penned,  folded  and  addressed. 
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was  consigned  to  my  father's  custody,  who  forth- 
with set  out  to  deliver  it  into  the  hands,  if  pos- 
sible,  of  the  lady  herself,  while  I  spent  the  inter- 
val of  his  absence  in  conjuring  up,like  Alnaschar, 
a  thousand  flattering  anticipations.  Within  the 
hour  the  old  man  returned.  He  had  delivered 
my  missive,  he  said  with  an  arch  smile,  to  a 
footman  at  the  hall  door,  and  after  waiting  full 
ten  minutes  for  a  reply,  was  informed  by  the 
servant,  at  the  express  command  of  his  mistress, 
that  none  was  needed. 

Silence  gives  consent.  This,  I  believe,  is  a 
generally  admitted  axiom.  I,  at  least,  was  not 
willing  to  suppose  otherwise,  so  persuaded  my- 
self that  I  had  but  to  make  my  appearance,  in 
decent  trim,  at  the  appointed  place  of  rendez- 
vous, to  be  received  as  my  merits  deserved. 

Decent  trim  !  The  phrase  was  an  awkward 
one,  and  replete  with  discouraging  remini- 
scences. I  was,  in  truth,  most  delicately  situated 
in  this  respect.  My  coat,  like  the  Guiaour,  was 
"  a  Fragment  ;*"  and  my  hat,  like  Charles  the 
Tenth,  had  lost  its  crown.  In  the  more  se- 
cluded Irish  villages,  among  the  humbler  class 
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of  fisTmers,  possesdons  such  as  these  are  either 
acquired  by  inheritance,  or  left  by  will  as  lega- 
cies. No  man  dreams  of  purchasing  them  on 
his  own  account  He  would  as  soon  think  of 
setting  up  a  carriage.  I  was  not  an  exception 
to  the  general  rule,  consequently  my  ancestral 
wardrobe  was  in  a  condition  better  calculated  to 
extort  reyerence  than  admiration ;  and  nothing 
but  the  ingenuity  and  perseverance  of  my  fa- 
ther, who  assisted  me  in  the  arduous  endeavour 
to  render  it  again  fit  for  service,  enabled  me  at 
length  to  work  out  my  ideas  of  decent  trim. 

It  was  a  delightful  morning,  when,  like  my 
celebrated  countryman  Sterne,  I  set  out  on  my 
'*  sentimental  journey."  The  birds  were  singing 
on  every  hedge  they  could  find  to  sing  on  ;  the 
wild  colts  were  running  races  on  the  moor ;  the 
spirit  of  universal  happiness  lay  soft  and  sunny 
upon  earth. 

As  I  tripped  onward,  I  felt  the  gladsome 
spirit  of  the  hour  pervade  my  every  thought. 
The  breeze  that  blew  freshly  about  my  brow ; 
the  grass  with  its  cool  cheerful  green,  brought 
brighter  out  by  the  sunshine;   the  streamlet 
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chattering  beside  my  path^  like  some  young 
companion  who  prattles  out  of  the  exuberance 
of  animal  spirits ; — in  a  word,  all  sweet  sounds, 
and  sights,  and  refreshing  influences  of  earth 
and  heaven  seemed  to  have  entered  into  a  bene* 
volent  conspiracy  to  elevate  me  to  the  very  pin- 
nacle of  buoyant  self-confidence. 

On  I  went,  through  fields  and  across  moor- 
lands, till  I  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  the 
appointed  lane,  when  halting  beside  a  stile, 
close  under  the  shadow  of  an  elm,  I  began  to 
frame  an  address  worthy  of  myself  and  Miss 
Mahoney.  I  felt  that  I  had  but  to  speak,  to 
conquer. 

Thus  absorbed  in  seductive  reverie,  I  came 
within  sight  of  the  place  of  rendezvous.  On 
reaching  the  nearer  end,  I  again  halted,  and 
cast  a  hurried  glance  around  me,  to  ascertain  if 
aught  in  the  shape  of  female  form  were  moving 
behind  or  before  me.  But  all  was  still  and 
breathless.  Presently  I  heard  a  rustling  in 
the  hedge  close  behind  me.  I  listened — the 
branches  parted  with  a  crash — ^but  instead  of 
the  laughing,  sylphid  figure  I  expected  to  see 
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bound  through  the  aperture,  an        old  cow 
stared  me  full  in  the  face  ! 

At  length  my  disappointment  bid  fair  to  be 
terminated.  The  sound  of  footsteps  came  quick 
up  a  narrow  bend  of  the  lane,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  three  men,  in  whose  faces  I  was  not 
slow  to  recognize  more  mischief  than  sentiment, 
adyanced  towards  me.  The  foremost  of  the 
squad—and  my  heart  sank  as  I  made  the  dis- 
covery—was a  favourite  English  groom  of  Mr. 
Mahoney.  ^*  W  hat.^  said  I,  '^  can  this  advent 
import  ?  Nothing  surely  but  disappointment. 
Yet  why  should  it  be  eo?  I  cannot  have  been 
mistaken  in  my  anticipations.  Those  smiles — 
that  look— can  they  have? — no,  no— it  must 
not— cannot  be.  Courage  then ;  all  will  yet  be 
well  ;^  and  thus  reassured,  I  boldly  resolved  to 
await  the  result  of  circumstances. 

"Terence,"  said  the  vile  Saxon,  "is  this 
your  letter  ?^'  holding  forth  the  very  note  on 
which  I  had  so  much  prided  myself. 

**  Yes,'*  I  replied,  in  a  tone  of  becoming  con- 
fidence. 

VOL.   I.  c 
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*'  And  you  hoped  to  receive  an  answer  from 
my  young  lady  in  person  ?^' 

"  Undoubtedly.'* 

'*  Truly,  a  very  modest  confession." 

''  Sir,*"  said  I,  ''  it  is  not  with  you  that  I 
want  to  speak  :  when  I  need  your  counsel,  I 
will  not  fail  to  ask  it." 

The  wretch  turned  towards  his  fellow  with  a 
sneer.  I  caught  the  malign  expression,  and 
overcome  by  a  vision  of  the  stocks  and  horse- 
pond,  prepared  for  instant  flight.  But  tlie  man 
was  not  to  be  thus  baulked.  He  had  evidently 
anticipated  some  such  manoeuvre;  and  before  I 
had  time  to  enter  into  satisfactory  explanations, 
made  a  sign  to  his  satellite,  who,  with  an  ala- 
crity which  I  shall  never  think  of  witliout  dis- 
gust, seized  me  by  the  legs  and  arms,  and 
trotted  off'  with  me  towards  a  neiglibouring 
field,  where  a  mob  of  Mr.  Mahonev's  tenantrv 
were  anxiously  expecting  my  arrival. 

On  seeing  me  approach,  the  whole  assembly 
burst  out  into  uproarious  laughter,  and  in  an 
incredibly  short  space  of  time  adjusted  a  blan- 
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ket,  threw  me  like  a  sack  of  potatoes  right 
into  the  middle,  and  sent  me,  head  over  heels, 
high  up  into  the  astonished  sky. 

I  forbear  to  enumerate  the  reluctant  sum- 
mersets I  threw ;  I  shrink  from  details  of  the 
heigJit  to  which  I  rose,  or  the  depth  to  which  I 
fell ;  suflSce  it  to  say,  that  at  one  moment  I  was 
as  near  to  heaven  as  a  doctor^s  patient,  and  the 
next,  as  far  removed  from  it  as  a  lawyer. 

For  at  least  half  an  hour,  I  kept  rising  and 
sinking  in  this  very  indecorous  fashion — ^now  im- 
personating the  Sublime,  and  now  the  Bathos— 
at  the  expiration  of  which  time  I  was  set  once 
more  on  my  legs,  and  complimented  on  my 
brisk  evolutions  amid  the  cheers  of  some  hun- 
dred plebeians.  What  a  termination  to  ^^  Love's 
young  Dream  !'* 

Overcome  with  shame,  disgust,  and  offended 
delicacy,  I  was  just  preparing  to  sneak  from 
the  field,  when  whom  should  I  encounter  but 
—my  father  !  The  old  man  said  nothing ;  but 
when  he  winked  his  eye,  and  laid  his  forefinger 
beside  his  nose,  at  the  same  time  casting  a  sly 
glance  at  the  blanket,  I  thought  I  should  have 
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gone  distracted.  To  be  thus  outraged  by  a 
mol)  and  jeered  by  a  parent  !  To  liave  onc"'s 
earliest  and  holiest  sensibilities  thus  blighted, 
as  it  were,  in  the  bud  I  Flesh  and  blood  could 
not  endure  the  shock  ;  so,  like  a  maniac,  I 
rushed  from  the  scene  of  action,  nor  once 
halted,  till  many  long  miles  lay  between  me 
and  the  scene  of  my  humiliation. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THINGS  AT  THE  WORST  ABE  SUBE  TO  MEND. 

Aftee  three  hours^  incessant  walking,  du- 
ring which  my  fertile  fancy  had  shaped  out  a 
thousand  plans  for  the  future— for,  resolved 
never  to  return  home,  I  already  looked  on  my- 
self as  a  citizen  of  the  world,  who  must  hence- 
forth be  the  artificer  of  his  own  fortune — I 
was  compelled  from  sheer  exhaustion  to  come 
to  a  halt ;  so  seating  myself  on  a  hillock  a  few 
yards  from  the  high  road,  I  reviewed,  as  dispas- 
sionately as  the  state  of  my  ribs  would  allow, 
the  events  of  the  last  few  hours. 

*^  Had  I  possessed  but  ordinary  assurance,^' 
I  said,  <<  I  should  not  have  been  thus  situated. 
What  had  I  to  do  with  sneaking  like  a  vagrant 
about  lanes,  waiting  for  stolen  interviews  with 
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young  ladies?  I  should  have  known  better 
what  was  due  to  the  dignity  of  manhood — ^have 
gone  boldly  up  to  the  hall — pleaded  my  cause 
in  person — and  trusted  to  my  stars  for  the 
result  Instead  of  which  I  have  proved  my- 
self an  arrant  milk-sop !  Is  it  wonderful  then 
that  I  am  treated  with  contempt  ?  Is  not  a 
blanketting  the  legitimate  inheritance  of  such  a 
ninny  ?  Oh  !  fool,  fool !  this  confounded  mo- 
desty will  be  thy  ruin  !" 

Turning  from  this,  by  no  means  agreeable, 
reverie,  I  next  proceeded  seriously  to  discuss  the 
plan  of  my  future  proceedings.  And  now  the 
advice  of  Father  OTlannaghan  recurred  to  me 
with  healing  effect.  **  Yes,""  I  exclaimed,  "  I 
will  indeed  adhere  scrupulously  to  thy  admoni- 
tions, thou  kindest  and  most  apostolic  of  sages  1 
I  will  neither  despond  nor  become  desperate, 
for  the  world  is  wide  enough  for  us  all,  and 
fortune  is  rarely  coy  to  those  who  know  how  to 
contend  for  her  favours.  If  one  thing  fails,  I 
will  try  another.  I  have  talents,  I  have — 
thanks  to  thy  tuition — something  of  education, 
and  nature,  if  she  has  cursed  me  with  shame- 
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faoedness,  has,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  blessed  me 
with  sufficient  energy  to  neutralize  it.  En 
awmi,  then,  be  my  motto.^' 

By  this  time  the  day  was  wearing  on,  and 
as  my  afflictions,  though  severe,  had  not  wholly 
depriyed  me  of  appetite,  I  made  all  possible 
haste  towards  the  nearest  way^de  inn.  My 
speed  was  unencumbered  with  bag  and  baggage, 
for  my  whole  wardrobe  was  on  my  back,  and 
my  whole  stock  in  cash  consisted  of  two  shil- 
lings and  a  few  stray  tenpennies. 

By  twilight  I  reached  a  little  town,  or  rather 
village,  and  entering  a  small,  social  inn,  over 
whose  door  frowned  a  fierce  likeness  of  Brien 
Borhune,  called  for  the  landlord,  and  ordered 
supper  in  that  tone  of  authority  which  implies 
the  possession  ot  the  Ways  and  Means. 

The  man  hastened  to  obey  my  summons,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  returned  into  the  coffee-room 
(or  what  he  was  pleased  to  style  such)  with 
some  cheese,  by  no  means  improved  by  age,  hot 
potatoes,  a  loaf  of  home-made  bread,  and,  what 
I  feel  justified  in  asserting  was,  very  passable 
whiskey. 
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The  sharp  edge  of  appetite  was  soon  blunted 
on  these  viands,  to  which  a  bowl  of  whiskey- 
punch  lent  the  finest  possible  relish,  and  ren- 
dered me  awhile  insensible  to  all  anxieties. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening  the  room  gra- 
dually filled,  and  just  when  my  spirits  had  at- 
tained an  enviable  point  of  elevation,  and  I  was 
ripe  for  any  frolic,  a  random  remark  in  abuse 
of  certain  of  Mr.  Martinis  electioneering  agents 
at  Oalway,  let  fall  by  an  individual  who  was 
drinking  with  some  others  at  a  table  at  the  far 
end  of  the  room,  gave  rise  to  a  tart  rejoinder 
from  one  of  his  companions,  to  which  he  as 
tartly  replied ;  and  with  such  effect,  that  he 
drew  down  on  himself  the  notice  of  some  half- 
a-dozen  others,  who,  though  they  evidently 
knew  nothing  of  the  merits  of  the  case,  yet 
could  not  witness  these  first  virgin  blossoms  of 
a  row  without  doing  their  best  to  bring  them  to 
maturity, 

A  crowd,  therefore,  was  soon  gathered  about 
the  litigants;  the  strife  of  tongues  began  to 
wax  loud  and  louder,  till  at  length  a  blow, 
aimed  at  the  author  of  the  fray  by  one  of  the 
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aggrieved  Martinites,  brought  on  as  pretty  and 
promiscuous  a  fight  as  could  be  desired, 
was  indeed  a  lovely  **  skrimmage.'**  No  on. 
dreamed  of  siding  either  with  this  party  or  with 
that ;  impartiality  being  the  order  of  the  day, 
all  you  were  expected  to  do  was  to  pitch  into 
your  next  neighbour,  and  get  as  much  fun  out 
of  him  as  possible. 

Was  I  idle  all  this  time  P  No  1  It  was  not 
in  human— certainly  not  in  Irish-^nature  to  re- 
sbt  the  temptation.  In  a  wonderful  short  space 
of  time,  therefore,  I  found  myself  in  the  very 
thick  of  the  battle,  anchored  alongside  the  in- 
dividual whose  wild  rattle  had  originated  it. 
Scarcely  had  I  taken  up  this  position,  when 
such  a  terrific  blow  was  aimed  at  my  neigh- 
bour's head  as  must  infallibly  have  demolished 
him,  had  I  not  caught  it,  as  it  was  in  the  act  of 
descending,  on  the  leg  of  a  broken  stool  with 
which  I  had  armed  myself. 

On  seeing  this,  he  turned  round,  and  giving 
me  a  look,  as  much  as  to  say,  **  I  am  too  busy 
now,  but  will  thank  you  when  it  is  all  over," 
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set  to  work  again,  in  concert  with  myself,  w^ith 
such  well-directed  energy,  while  the  others  were 
all  hannnering  away  at  random,  that  when  the 
landlord  rushed  in  to  separate  the  coiiibatants, 
we  were  the  only  two  who  were  not  lavishly 
embellished  with  black  eyes^  and  other  such 
pugilistic  Illustrations. 

After  a  cleverly-sustained  affair  of  about  half 
an  hour,  peace  was  restored.  Some  quitted  the 
coffee-room  for  the  purpose  of  anointing  their 
wounds;  others  resumed  their  places  in  high 
glee  at  the  entertainment  they  had  just  re- 
ceived ;  while  the  stranger,  whom  I  had  so 
opportunely  befriended,  after  squeezing  me  by 
the  hand  a  dozen  times,  took  his  seat  beside 
me,  and  insisted  on  drinking  to  our  better  ac- 
quaintance. 

Something  there  was  about  this  individual 
whicli  at  once  conciliated  mv  f]:()od  will.  He 
was  smart  and  flippant  in  speech;  frank  and 
cordial,  with  a  dash  of  inde))endence  and  as- 
sumption in  his  manner;  which, combined  with 
a  certain  knowing  air,  half-comic,  half-disconso- 
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late,  betokened  the  reckless  adventurer  whose 
entrance  into  a  cofFee-room  is  the  signal  for  the 
landlord  to  take  away  the  silver-spoons. 

In  the  course  of  conversation  with  this  stran- 
ger, after  he  had  explained  to  me  the  origin 
of  the  late  quarrel,  we  slided  imperceptibly 
into  that  most  attractive  of  all  topics^  the  state 
of  our  mutual  affairs.  My  story  was  soon  told, 
though  not  without  repeated  interruptions  from 
the  laughter  of  my  companion,  who  inquired, 
when  I  had  brought  it  to  a  close,  what  I  in- 
tended to  be  my  next  plan  of  proceeding  ? 

"  I  know  not,"*'  was  my  reply,  "  my  wits  are 
completely  at  sea  on  the  subject.  Possibly  I 
may  enlist  as  a  soldier.^ 

**  And  serve  your  first  campaign  against  the 
Whiteboys  in  a  Connemara  or  Tipperary  bog, 
with  an  equal  chance  of  being  shot — smothered 
— hanged — or  carded  !  Why,  my  good  fellow, 
your  project  is  as  green  as  the  green  isle  itself. 
Think  again."^ 

*'  Well,  then,  I  have  been  considering  also 
whether  I  should  not  make  the  best  of  my  way 
to  Dublin,  and  endeavour  to  procure  a  situation 
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witli  some  chemist  or  apothecary.     1  have  had 
some  little  experience  in  that  Hne."*' 

"  Killed  your  man,  no  doubt.  What  say 
you  to  offering  your  services  to  some  of  the 
farmers  hereabouts?  This  is  just  the  right  time, 
you  know." 

''  Sir !''  said  1  indignantly,  "  I  was  bom  for 
nobler  objects  thsni  to  walk  at  the  plough-tail 
behind  two  bullocks.^ 

'*  Ambitious  !  ""Gad,  I  like  your  spirit.'*' 

*'  Yes,  Father  O'Flannaghan  used  often  to 
say  that  if  I  played  my  cards  well,  1  should  rise 
in  the  world.  '  The  lad  is  not  without  genius,' 
was  his  frequent  remark  to  my  father.^' 

^*  Genius  !  Curse  the  ])hrase.  I  never  hear 
it,  but  I  think  of  a  bailiff.  Nothing  flourishes 
that  has  the  slightest  connexion  with  it.  Look 
at  me — 1  should  have  been  a  rich  man  by  this 
time,  if  it  had  not  been  for  my  genius." 

"  Yet  Father  (rFkumaghan  used  to  say  that 
genius,  pro])erly — '' 

*'  Hang  Father  O'Flannaghan.  He  knew 
nothing  about  the  matter.  Will  genius  fill  your 
purse  wlicn  its  empty — will  it  go  bail  for  you 
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— ^will  it  even  pay  your  bill  to-night  ?  But  let 
us  drop  the  subject.  Are  you  fond  of  the 
sUge  ?" 

•*  Very.  In  fact,  I  believe  I  have  a  turn 
that  way,  for  when  living  with  Dr.  Killquick, 
I  was  a  constant  visitor  at  the  theatr^."** 

**  Indeed !  Then,  perhaps,  I  may  be  able 
to  do  something  for  you.  I  am  an  actor 
myself.^ 

'*  Is  it  possible?"  said  I,  in  my  most  defe- 
rential manner ;  **  yet  now  I  come  to  look  more 
closely  into  your  features,  1  do  think  1  saw  you 
play  Hamlet  one  night  at  Oalway— «t  least  I 
remember  a  performer  being  hissed  off  the 
stage  in  that  character." 

**  Sir,  you  have  a  very  absurd  way  of  ex- 
pressing yourself.  I  never  played  Hamlet  at 
Oalway,  and  never  mean  it.  The  people  there 
are  wholly  incapable  of  appreciating  a  man  of 
mind  in  such  a  part." 

I  was  convinced  by  this  1  was  right,  though 
I  discreetly  kept  my  opinion  to  myself,  while 
the  Thespian  proceeded  as  follows :-~ 

**  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  not  only  an  actor  of  expe- 
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ricncc,  but  unfortunately  also,  of  just  sufficient 

genius  to " 

"  Excite  the  jealousy  of  your  brother  actors/' 

"  Egad,  you   have  hit  it.     The   last   corps 

to  which  I  attached  myself  was  the  one  now 

playing  at.  Limerick,  where  I  was  a  deserved 

favourite  ?" 

"  How  then  came  vou  to  leave  it?'** 
"  Leave  it  ?  It  was  imposj^ible  to  stay.  Why, 
Sir,  would  you  believe  it,  notwithstanding  the 
houses  I  drew  as  Dennis  Brulj^rudderv,  the 
manager,  jealous  of  my  genius,  put  another 
man  into  the  ])art,  and  not  content  with  this, 
actuallv  stuck  his  name  in  laroe  red  letters  at 
the  top  of  the  play  l)i]l,  while  he  printed  mine 
in  the  very  smallest  type  at  the  bottom — just 
above  Vivat  Rev  1    Scandalous!    Wasn't  it  ?'"* 

^'  Yes ;  but  what  brings  you  to  thisout-of-tlie- 
way  place?' 

''  I  have  been  assisting  at  a  friend's  benefit  at 
Gal  way,  and  am  now  on  my  way  to  join  the 
company  at  Mollymoreen.  ^V"ere  you  to  take 
my  advice — by-tlie-by,  just  hand  me  over  the 
whiskey,    talking  always  makes  me    thirsty — 
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you  would  do  the  same.  Talk  of  pleasure !— - 
The  actor  is  the  only  man  who  really  knows 
what  it  means.  At  one  moment,  flush  of 
wealth ;  at  another,  without  a  sixpence ;  this 
night,  figuring  in  a  gorgeous  theatre ;  the  next, 
in  a  homely  bam;  now,  sipping  champaigne 
with  Squires ;  and  now,  swipes  with  vagrants ; 
hanging  loose  on  the  skirts  of  society,  a  very 
Arab  in  independence ;— there  is  no  condition  in 
life  so  replete  with  all  the  elements  of  change, 
and,  consequently,  of  interest,  as  that  of  the 
actor.  True,  he  has  his  cares ;  but  how  slight 
—how  very  slight  must  these  be,  when  a  glass 
of  such  punch  as  this  can  put  them  all  to  flight  I 
No,  no;  despite  my  own  ill-luck,  your  stroller 
is  the  happiest  dog  in  existence.*' 

''  You  don'^t  say  so  V^  said  I,  catching  the  in* 
fection  of  his  convivial  enthusiasm. 

**  Indeed,  but  I  do  though.  Conceive  the 
ecstasy  of  a  first  appearance !  The  crowded  house 
-—^he  glittering  lights->the  inspiring  music-— 
the  stare  of  approving  critics  from  the  pit,-^the 
fond  gaze  of  beauty  from  the  boxes--and  then, 
as  the  first  wave  of  your  plumage  is  caught 
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from  the  sitle-wings,  the  profouiul,  universal 
hush,  so  siidden,  so  intense,  that  were  a  God 
but  to  blow  his  nose,  there  would  be  an  instant 
cry  from  all  parts  of  the  house,  of  '  Throw  him 
over  !"* — conceive  all  this,  I  sav,  and  allow  with 
ine,  that  the  actor's  life  is  the  only  one  to  which 
the  name  of  pleasure  can  really  apply  !^' 

My  fancy  was  fired  by  this  description  !  In 
idea  1  was  already  a  Garrick  !  My  companion 
marked  my  emotion.  '*  You  would  make  a 
capital  actor  1''^  he  continued,  "but  I  will  not 
press  the  question  further  at  present.  I  see 
you're  affected  ;  ])robably,  by  to-morrow,  you 
will  be  inclined  to  entertain  a  favourable  opinion 
of  my  project.  Meantime,  let  us  replenish. 
Come,  ill  give  you  a  toast,  '  Success  to  the 
stage."*  '  All  the  world's  a  stage,**  as  the  divine 
Billy  says. — Not  bad,  hey  ?'^ 

A  fresh  bowl  was  the  result  of  this  sally, 
over  which  we  sate  carousing  till  long  past  mid- 
night, when  our  fuel  being  exhausted,  the  can- 
dles low  in  the  sockets,  and  the  landlord  impe- 
rative, we  retired  to  our  dormitories. 

The  next  morning  1  woke  with  a  desperate 
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bead-acbe,  which  was  still  further  increased  by 
the  amount  of  the  bill  sent  in  by  the  landlord ; 
who  deceived,  naturally  enough,  by  my  appear- 
ance, had  charged  me  at  a  most  exorbitant  rate. 
This  comes  of  looking  like  a  Gentleman  ! 

Rabelais  has  well  observed  that  the  hour 
of  reckoning  is  the  most  melancholy  in  the 
whole  twenty-four.  I  found  it  so;  and  was 
ruminating  sadly  on  my  destitute  state,  when 
xnj  new  friend  came  to  my  assistance. 

I  can   guess   your    thoughts,'^   said  he ; 

whenever  a  man  puts  on  a  long  face,  it  is 
always  for  want  of  money.'' 

^*  You  have  guessed  right.  I  am  seriously 
troubled  just  now  on  that  score."" 

*'  No  wonder ;  all  scores  are  troublesome. 
But  be  of  good  cheer,  roan,  I  will  pay  the 
reckoning.  Nay,  no  apologies ;  I  happen  to  be 
tolerably  well  off  at  present,  so  can  afford  to  do 
a  good  turn.  Besides,  I  have  taken  a  fancy  to 
you.'' 

'*  But,  my  dear  Sir " 

**  Not  a  word,  Hal,  an  thou  lovest  me.  Re- 
member,  I  am  now  in  your  debt,    for  you 
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last  night  saved  mc  from  a  broken  head.  If, 
however,  your  pride  dislikes  the  idea  of  obli- 
gation to  a  stranger,  you  have  it  in  your  power 
to  appease  your  conscience  by  accepting  an  en- 
gagement at  jMolly moreen.  I  am  sure  I  shall 
be  able  to  get  you  one  ;  for  our  company  is 
sadly  in  want  of  a  novelty." 

iVecds  must  when  the  Devil  drives  ;  so,  dis- 
niisMug  all  further  solicitude  from  my  mind,  1 
allowed  my  friend  to  discharge  the  entire  reck- 
oning, which  novel  task  performed,  we  set  for- 
ward on  our  journey,  under  the  reftx^hing  in- 
fluence of  a  slow  drizzle,  which  threatened 
to  keep  us  company  the  whole  way  to  Molly- 
moreen. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

STROLLING  AND  ITS  CONS£Qn£NC£S. 

Contrary,  I  believe,  to  nine  out  of  ten  thea- 
trical aspirants,  I  commenced  my  campaign 
under  very  flattering  auspices.  Thanks  to  the 
dramatic  predilections  of  Doctor  Killquick,  and 
the  licence  allowed  me  in  my  studies  by  Father 
O^Flannaghan,  I  had  been  in  the  habit,  during 
my  unbewhiskered  juvraility,  of  devouring  a 
vast  variety  of  plays,  so  that  when  I  entered  on 
my  stage  career,  what  with  these  and  the  addi«> 
tional  advantages  of  a  few  preliminary  lessons 
from  my  new  acquaintance,  it  was  not  altogether 
a  novelty  to  me. 

My  first  appearance  was  in  Romeo.  The 
citizens  of  Mollymoreen  are  a  remarkably  dis* 
criminating  race,  for  they  at  once  perceived 
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my  worth  ;  and  the  editor  of  the  leading  journal 
there,  in  his  theatrical  critique,  published  the 
day  after  my  dcbut^  put  forth  the  following 
striking  and  pertinent  remarks: — ''Last  night, 
a  Mr,  Terence  Felix  CBlarney  made  his  first 
appearance  here  as  Romeo,  in  the  immortal 
bard's  well  known  play  of  that  name.  Barring 
a  slight  brogue,  this  young  asj)irant  pr/s.sses 
every  qualification  for  the  part.  He  has  ex- 
cellent luno's ;  is  excecdui<i:lv  vi<rorous  in  his 
movements;  and  stands  nearly,  if  not  quite, 
six  feet  in  his  shoes.  His  dress  was  sinjjularlv 
picturesque,  and  he  was  received  with  enthu- 
siasm by  a  most  respectable  and  fashionable 
audience.  We  understand  he  appears  to-morrow 
night  as  Harlequin.  Judging  from  his  Romeo, 
we  should  conceive  he  would  play  this  very  dif- 
ficult  part  to  admiration.  Both  characters  have 
many  points  in  common  ;  both  are  young,  ac- 
tive, in  love,  and  fond  of  leaping,  and  condenmed 
by  unpropitious  destiny  to  experience  the  most 
startling  vicissitudes.  We  wish  Mr.  O'Blarney 
all  the  success  that  his  genius  so  richly  merits. "" 
This  able  criticism  brought   me  into  instant 
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notice  at  MoUymoreen.  Indeed,  such  and  so 
sudden  was  my  reputation,  among  them,  that 
before  my  first  month  had  expired,  I  was  pro- 
moted on  the  manager^s  books  from  IBs.  to 
1/.  5s.  per  week,  with  the  offer  of  a  free  benefit 
at  the  close  of  the  reason. 

My  second  and  third  appearances  were  as 
Hamlet  and  Harlequin,  both  which  trying  cha- 
racters I  personated  the  same  evening.     Public 
opinion  was  seriously  divided  on  this  occasion. 
The  more  intellectual  among  the  community 
preferred  my  Hamlet ;  the  more  mercurial,  my 
Harlequin.    If,  on  so  delicate  a  topic,  it  may 
be  permitted  me  to  volunteer  an  opinion,  I 
should  say,  that  my  Hamlet  was  the  triumph 
of  mind,  my  Harlequin  of  muscle.     I  state  this 
with  the  less  hesitation,  because  the  world  long 
entertained  a  notion  that  I  myself  gave  the  pre- 
ference  to  my  Harlequin ;  whereas,  it  was  ever 
my  fixed  opinion  Jthat  no  parallel  could  possibly 
be  instituted  between  the  two  characters.    As 
well  might  the  fervent  passion  of  a  Shakspeare 
be  compared  to  the  sparkling  vivacity  of  a 
Sheridan. 
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In  consequence  of  my  flattering  reception  at 
MoUymoreen,  I  was  invited  to  play  the  leading 
parts  at  every  theatre  and  bam  in  that  civilized 
quarter  of  Ireland.  This  desultory  mode  of 
life  introduced  me  to  many  odd  characters,  and 
engaged  me  in  many  odd  adventures,  some  of  a 
tragic,  others  of  a  comic  character.  One  in 
particular  of  the  latter  class  I  will  recollect,  as 
it  took  place  under  circumstances  of  marked 
singularity. 

The  manager  had  announced  for  representa- 
tion a  melodrame,  in  which,  among  other  at- 
tractions, was  to  be  introduced  a  view  of  the 
Lakes  of  Killamey,  painted  expressly  for  the 
occasion.  The  announcement  took  prodigiously, 
and,  on  the  appointed  night,  the  bam  was 
crowded  to  suffocation.  So  far,  all  was  well, 
but,  unluckily,  just  at  the  moment  when  we 
were  preparing  to  draw  up  the  curtain,  we  dis- 
covered that  our  scene  painter,  in  revenge  for 
some  real  or  fancied  affront  offered  him  by  the 
manager,  had  inoculated  the  entire  landscape 
with  charcoal ;  and,  not  content  with  this  lively 
sample  of  independence,  had  actually  eloped, 
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and,  acoompanied  by  the  treasurer,  carried  off 
with  him  the  night'^s  proceeds. 

Here  was  a  dilemma!  What,  in  heaven's 
name,  was  to  be  done  ?  This  question  we  kept 
perpetually  asking  each  other,  but,  alas!  not 
one  of  us  all  could  answer  it. 

Meantime  the  audience  became  clamorous  for 
the  curtain  to  draw  up.  Oaths — squalls — 
shouts  of  laughter  and  threats  of  vengeance 
pealed  in  all  directions,  and  even  the  orchestra 
—notwithstanding  it  consisted  of  two  cracked 
fiddles  and  a  hurdy-gurdy-— failed  to  allay  the 
storm. 

In  this  predicament  our  manager  proposed 
an  appeal  to  the  audience.  But  here  again  a 
difficulty  presented  itself.  Who  was  to  be  the 
spokesman  ?  Each  declined  the  honour  in  favour 
<^  the  other,  until  at  length — no  better  scheme 
presenting  itself— it  was  resolved  nem,  con, 
that  we  should  all  of  us  attempt  our  escape 
out  of  a  window  at  the  rear  of  the  stage. 

The  manager  was  the  first  to  make  the  ex- 
periment, and  being  of  a  thin,  spare  habit, 
succeeded  to  his  hearth's  content    The  rest  fol- 
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lowed  in  rocatioo,  until  it  came  to  the  manager'^s 
wife^'s  turn,  who  was  an  immensely  fat  woman, 
of  singular  exuberance  in  the  rear,  and  who 
consequently  stuck  fast  in  the  window,  with  her 
neck  and  shoulders  out,  but  the  rest  of  her 
person  hanging  suspended  over  the  stage.  In 
this  grotesque  position,  she  kicked — shoved— 
and  strove  to  wriggle  herself  through  the  aper- 
ture. But  in  vain.  Her  obesity  put  a  Veto  on 
all  hopes  of  Emancipation.  I  think  I  never  saw 
a  tighter  fit ! 

At  this  critical  juncture  I  was  the  only  one 
left  upon  the  stage.  There  was  evidently  no 
chance  of  escape ;  so,  as  a  last  resource — ^for  the 
audience  had  by  this  time  become  furious— I 
Hummoncd  the  orchestra;  bid  them  strike  up 
•*  St.  Patrick'^s  Day,''  and  then  slowly  drawing 
anido  the  curtain,  advanced  in  front  of  the  stage, 
mndc  A  profound  obeisance,  and  pointing  to  the 
fnt  dumo  whohung  wriggling  from  the  window, 
oxcliilinod  ttloud«  '*  Ladies  and  gentlemen,  be- 
holil  A  view  of  the  Lakes  of  Killamey  T 

Whothor  the  likeness  struck  them  or  not,  I 
iHiouot   nAV  s  but  never  was  any  appeal  more 
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successful.  The  audience  literally  shouted  with 
laughter,  nor  was  peace  restored  till  they  had 
testified  the  excess  of  their  satisfaction  by  a 
general  fight,  in  the  bustle  of  which  I  efiected 
my  escape.  How  the  manager's  wife  effected 
hers,  I  know  not.  Possibly  she  is  sticking  in 
the  window  to  this  hour. 

For  nearly  two  seasons  I  continued  in  Molly- 
moreen,  the  delight  of  all  eyes.  My  portrait, 
or  something  like  a  portrait,  was  exhibited  at 
every  print-shop ;  my  witticisms  repeated  at 
every  table;  my  attitudes  were  the  envy  of 
the  men,  my  countenance  the  admiration  of  the 
women. 

Among  the  number  of  those  to  whom  my 
convivial  abilities  especially  recommended  them- 
selves, was  a  rich,  retired  old  hunks  of  a  trades- 
man, by  name  O'^Brien.  This  man  had  a 
niece,  who  though  perhaps  not  much  of  a 
beauty,  and  still  less  of  a  chicken  in  point  of 
age,  inasmuch  as  she  was  full  four  years  my 
senior,  was  yet — a  circumstance  of  first-rate  mo- 
ment to  one  of  my  way  of  thinking— the  ac- 
knowledged heiress  of  all  her  uncle's  property. 

VOL.   I.  D 
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It  was  cliiefly  through  this  hidy's  manoeuvres 
tliat  I  iirst  got  footing  in  the  old  nian"'s  liouse, 
for  she  liad  seen  me  in  most  of  my  favourite 
cliaracters,  and  being  smitten  witli  the  faculties 
of  the  actor,  was  prepared  by  a  natural  tran- 
sition to  extend  lier  predilection  to  the  man. 

Wlicn  a  woman  is  once  determined  on  a  point, 
tliere  is  little  doid)t  that  she  will  in  tlie  long 
run  accomplish  it.  Convinced  that  I  was  the 
only  man  who  would — could—  should — or  oujjht 
—  to  make  lier  happy — Catherine  soon  con- 
trived to  give  me  a  hint  of  tlie  nature  of  her 
inclinations  towards  me.  In  vain  did  her  uncle, 
who  found  means  to  gain  jiossession  of  her 
secret,  protest,  entreat,  tlireaten  ;  in  vain  forbid 
me  his  house;  in  vain  talk  of  disinlieriting  his 
niece  ;  in  vain  point  out  to  her  the  madness  of 
marrvinc:  a  fellow  whose  sole  stock  in  trade  was 
his  assurance ; — the  young  lady's  spirit  was 
up,  and  she  vowed  with  a  saucy  toss  of  the 
head,  that  slic  would  marry  the  man  of  her 
choice,  and  him  alone. 

I  of  course  reciprocated  these  sentiments,  but 
frequent  and  various  were  the  hazards  I  en- 
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countered  in  my  efforts  to  impress  them  on  the 
heart  of  Catherine.  Once,  while  waiting  for 
ber  at  midnight  by  the  garden-gate,  I  was  mis- 
taken by  her  uncle  for  a  robber,  and  very  nearly 
brought  down  at  a  long  shot ;  on  another  occa- 
sion, I  was  saluted  with  the  contents  of  a  slop- 
pail  from  a  garret  window ;  and  in  a  third  in- 
stance, I  was  kept  cooling  my  heels  a  full  hour 
beneath  the  moonlight,  till  my  teeth  chattered 
like  a  pair  of  castanets.  Making  love  by  mid- 
night, when  the  thermometer  is  below  zero,  is 
harder  work  than  most  people  seem  to  have  any 
idea  of. 

But  perseverance  does  wonders,  and  by  the 
assistance  of  the  friend  who  had  first  introduced 
me  to  the  stage,  I  contrived  to  obtain— first, 
one  secret  interview — then  a  second — then  a 
third-~then  a  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixth^until  at 
length  it  became  but  too  clear  that  nothing  was 
left  but  an  elopement. 

Mr.  O'^Brien  was  panic-stricken  when  the 
intelligence  of  this  impending  event  first 
reached  his  ears.     By  way  of  preventive  he 
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had  instant  recourse  to  locks,  bolts,  and  bars ; 
but  finding  that  even  these  expedients  failed,  he 
made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and  finally  consented 
to  our  union. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  ECLIPSE  OF  THE  HONEY-MOON. 

WiTHiK  a  week  from  the  day  when  the  nup- 
tial knot  was  tied,  Mrs.  O^Blarney  and  myself 
started  off  for  the  Continent.  Old  O^Brien, 
who,  notwithstanding  his  munificence  to  Cathe- 
rine, was  very  contracted  and  tradesmanlike  in 
his  notions,  was  almost  paralyzed  at  the  gran- 
deur of  our  intentions,  and  would  fain  have 
kept  us  under  his  own  eye  in  Ireland  ;  but  the 
lady  was  bent  on  seeing  the  world,  and  would 
listen  neither  to  advice  nor  remonstrance. 

Our  first  stay  of  any  duration  was  at  Paris. 
I  had  long  heard  that  this  city  was  famous  fur 
the  Fine  Arts ,  and  truly  I  never  met  with  such 
finished  specimens  of  cookery.    As  for  my  wife, 
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slie  was  in  ecstasies.  Paris  was  for  a  time  lier 
El  Dorado — her  fairv  land. 

After  a  stay,  just  long  enougli  to  beget  enyiu'h 
we  quitted  tlie  Frencli  capital  for  Frankfort, 
whence  we  made  a  ha^tv  toiu'  throu<:^h  some  of  the 

ml  O 

minor  Cierman  principalities.  The  magnificence 
of  a  few  of  these  quite  astounded  me.  Think 
of  his  Serene  Highness  tlie  Prince  of  Saxe 
Schweighausen,  with  upwards  of  sixty  quarter- 
ings  on  his  arms,  being  absolute  lord  and  master 
of  a  territory  containing  nearly  ten  thourand 
inhabitants,  yielding  a  clear  revenue  of  almost 
nine  lumdred  pounds  per  annnm^  and  support- 
ing an  army  of  some  twelve  dozen  private 
soldiers,  exclusive  of  six  field  officers,  and  a 
band  worthy  to  vie  with  the  orchestra  of  one  of 
our  minor  theatres  ! 

To  this  most  puissant  sovereign  I  had  the 
honour  of  being  publicly  jiresented  at  court. 
To  be  sure,  the  exhilntion  cost  me  lialf  a  crown 
in  fees.  But  what  of  tluit  .^  Rovaltv  is  nor, 
like  Punch,  an  every  day  sliow.  Besides,  his 
Highness   was,  without    exception,  the  fattest 
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man  I  had  ever  seen^  and  in  England  it  would 
have  cost  ine  a  shilling  only  to  see  a  prize  ox. 

We  found  the  metropolis  of  this  mighty 
monarches  kingdom  in  a  grievous  state  of  excite- 
ment. An  Italian  singer — at  that  time  quite 
the  rage  on  the  Continent— had  engaged  to 
give  a  series  of  vocal  performances  at  Schweig- 
hausen^  but,  just  at  the  very  moment  when  the 
royal  family  and  noblesse  were  all  anxious  ex- 
pectation, the  fair  cantatrice  split  upon  terms, 
and  declared  off.  Here  was  a  shock  to  the 
Grand  Monarque !  Never  had  such  an  affront 
been  put  upon  himself  or  his  principality  !  It 
became  quite  a  national  affair.  A  Cabinet  Coun- 
cil was  instantly  summoned,  which,  after  some 
hours*  deliberation,  dispatched  a  courier,  with 
sealed  despatches,  to  the  contumelious  vocal- 
ist; while,  from  the  hurry ings  to  and  fro  of 
the  dames  of  honour,  and  the  grave,  mysterious 
looks  of  the  courtiers,  you  would  have  sworn 
a  revolution  was  impending.  How  the  affair 
ended  I  know  not,  as  I  did  not  stay  to  see  ;  but 
I  heard,  subsequently,  that  the  Cabinet,  deem- 
ing it  beneath  the  national  dignity  to  reinforce 
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the  army  and  proclaim  war  against  a  woman, 
wisely  came  into  her  terms,  which  were  so  ex- 
orbitant, that  they  crippled  the  Exchequer  for 
months  afterwards. 

From  Schweighausen,  we  ascended  the  Rhine, 
where,  for  the  first  and  last  time  in  my  life, 
I  witnessed  tlie  perfection  of  river-scenery.  1 
have  no  very  acute  apprehension  of  the  pic- 
turesque ;  but  1  shall  never  forget  this  voyage. 
Imagine  a  stream,  now  expanding  into  a  lake, 
and  now  contracting  into  a  canal,  with  a  thou- 
sand laughing  rivulets  leaping  into  it  on  either 
side,  as  if  delighted  to  enhance  its  beauty  and 
share  in  its  renown — now  dark  with  the  shadows 
of  overhanging  cliffs,  and  now  reflecting  images 
of  sunny,  pastoral  loveliness — here,  a  grey, 
solitary  fragment  of  a  castle,  still  breathing 
the  spirit  of  its  old  grandeur,  starting  up  like 
a  spectre  before  your  eyes;  and  there,  a  grace- 
ful modern  cliateau,  apt  haunt  of  love  and 
beauty — in  one  j)lace  a  luxuriant  slope  flush 
of  vineyards,  and  crowned  with  romantic  ter- 
races ;  in  another,  a  village  hanging,  as  it  were, 
self-poised  in  air, above  the  regions  of  the  clouds. 
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while,  ever  as  the  magic  stream  wafts  you 
onward,  idand — mountain — city — town — and 
monastery,  appear  and  disappear  like  dreams ! 
Oh  !  never  was  so  unequalled  an  assemblage  of 
all  that  is  sublime  and  beautiful  in  nature  or  art. 
Weil  may  the  Germans  be  proud  of  their  le- 
gendary  river.  A  fairer  stream  never  graced  the 
plains  of  Arcady,  or  wandered  through  the 
groves  of  Eden. 

Our  next  visit  was  to  Swisserland.  My  wife^s 
romance  was  here  more  on  the  alert  than  even 
OD  the  waters  of  the  Rhine.  We  peeped  at  a 
glacier — explored  a  waterfall — climbed  half  an 
Alp  or  so— and  stared  at  Mont  Blanc  through 
an  opera- glass.  One  day,  while,  for  want  of 
something  better  to  do,  we  were  floating  lazily 
over  the  unwrinkled  bosom  of  the  Leman,  we 
came  alongside  a  slim  young  Englishman,  of  a 
sallow,  romantic  cast  of  countenance,  who  was 
fast  asleep  in  his  boat,  close  under  the  immortal 
rocks  of  Meillerie.  Just  as  our  vessel  passed, 
a  book  dropped  from  his  hand  into  the  water. 
We  took  it  up.  It  was  Rousseau^s  Eloise !  En- 
viable enthusiasm  ! 
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Having  gazed  our  fill  on  the  Helvetian  rocks, 
lakes  and  mountains,  we  once  more  set  out  on 
our  wanderings,  and,  in  the  course  of  a  reason- 
able period,  with  a  facility  quite  liuniiliating  to 
all  amatuers  of  the  wild  and  the  wonderful,  ar- 
rived in  safety  at  Naples. 

Of  all  the  continental  cities,  commend  me  to 
this.  It  is  the  Kden  of  Ausonia— an  enchanted 
region,  where  all  is  song  and  sunshine,  love, 
romance  and  festivity.  Still,  even  here,  one 
tiling  is  wanting  to  complete  felicity,  and 
tliis  one  want  I  but  too  soon  began  to  expe- 
rience. What  with  our  visits  to  Paris,  I'rank- 
fort,  Swisserhmd,  and  the  otlier  etceteras  inci- 
dental to  such  an  expensive  and  desultory  mode 
of  life,  I  found,  after  a  fortnight's  residence  on 
the  Strada  C/iinJa,  that  my  wife's  fortune  was 
daily  oozing  out  of  my  possession,  so,  m  order 
to  supply  the  deficiency,  I  was  com})elIed  to 
have  recourse  t(;  gaming. 

For  a  long  time  I  concealed  this  propensity 
from  Mrs.  O'Blarney.  But  what  can  escape 
the  lynx  eye  of  curiosity  ?  It  so  happened  that 
she  was  one  day  smitten  with  a  sudden  fancy  to 
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make  a  purchase  of  some  tempting  bijouterie ; 
when,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
whoUy  unable  to  accommodate  her. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanation  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
bad  settled  on  her,  I  should  infallibly  become  a 
ruined  man.  To  my  astonishment  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  justice  to  hersdf,  which  I  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cut- 
ting, and,  under  the  circumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  its  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O^Brien  a  statement  of 
our  embarrassments,  with  a  request  that  he  would 
render  us  prompt  pecuniary  assistance.  To  this 
note  I  attached  a  postcript,  inclosing  a  Neapo- 
litan physician's  receipt  for  the  gout. 

By  the  earliest  post— ^for  the  old  man  prided 
himself  on  his  punctuality — ^an  answer  was  re- 
turned to  our  application.  But,  alas !  its  im- 
port was  any  thing  but  flattering.    The  writer 
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Having  gazed  our  fill  on  the  Helvetian  rocks, 
lakes  and  mountains,  we  once  more  set  out  on 
our  wanderings,  and,  in  tlie  course  of  a  reason- 
able period,  with  a  facility  ([uite  humiliating  to 
all  aniatuers  of  tlie  wild  and  tlie  wonderful,  ar- 
rived in  safety  at  Naples. 

Of  all  tlie  continental  cities,  commend  me  to 
this.  It  is  the  Kduu  of  xVuscmia— an  enchanted 
region,  where  all  is  song  and  sunshine,  love, 
romance  and  festivity.  Still,  even  here,  one 
thing  is  wanting  to  complete  felicity,  and 
this  one  want  I  l)ut  too  soon  began  to  expe- 
rience. What  with  our  visits  to  Paris,  IVank- 
fort,  Swi<serland,  and  the  other  etceteras  inci- 
dental to  such  an  expensive  and  desultory  mode 
of  life,  I  found,  after  a  fortnight's  residence  on 
the  Stradd  CJi'Kijn^  that  my  wife's  fortune  was 
daily  oozing  out  of  my  possession,  so,  m  order 
to  supply  the  deficiency,  I  was  compelled  to 
have  recourse  tc  f^aminfr- 

For  a  long  time  I  concealed  this  propensity 
from  Mrs.  O'Blarney.  Hut  what  can  escape 
the  lynx  eye  of  curiosity  ?  It  so  happened  that 
she  was  one  day  smitten  with  a  sudden  fancy  to 
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make  a  purchase  of  some  tempting  bijouterie  ; 
when,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
wholly  unable  to  accommodate  her* 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanation  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
bad  settled  on  her,  I  should  infallibly  become  a 
ruined  man.  To  my  astonishment  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  justice  to  herself,  which  I  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cut- 
ting, and,  under  the  circumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  its  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O^Brien  a  statement  of 
our  embarrassments,  with  a  request  that  he  would 
render  us  prompt  pecuniary  assistance.  To  this 
note  I  attached  a  postcript,  inclosing  a  Neapo- 
litan physician^s  receipt  for  the  gout. 

By  the  earliest  post— ^^for  the  old  man  prided 
himself  on  his  punctuality — ^an  answer  was  re- 
turned to  our  application.  But,  alas !  its  im- 
port was  any  thing  but  flattering.    The  writer 
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Having  gazttl  our  fill  on  the  Holvotiaii  rocks, 
lakes  ami  inuuiitain^,  we  ouce  mure  set  out  on 
our  wanderings  ami,  in  tlie  eoiirse  of  ii  rcason- 
ablo  period,  with  a  facility  qiiite  luniiiliiitiiig  to 

all  aiiiatuorn  of  the  wild  and  tlie  wonderful,  ar- 
rived in  safely  at  Naples. 

(Jf  alt  tlie  eiaitinental  eilics,  conimeiul  me  to 
this.  It  is  the  Kden  of  Ausonia-an  enchanted 
region,  where  all  is  song  and  suusliioe,  love, 
romance  and  fe-itivily.  Still,  even  here,  one 
thing    is    wanting    to    eoni|ilete    felieilj,     and 
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ricnee.  ^Viiat  ttitli  our  viMts  to  Paris.  Frank- 
fort, l^wi-ierland,  and  tlie  other  etceleras  inci- 
dental to  sncli  an  expensive  and  de-nhory  mode 
of  life,  ^  ■■        '      ""^  '        ■    '  •• 
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make  a  purchase  of  some  tempting  bijouterie ; 
when,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
wholly  unable  to  accommodate  her. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanatim  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
bad  settled  on  her,  I  should  infallibly  become  a 
niioed  man.  To  my  astonishment  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  jtwUce  to  herself,  which  I  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cut. 
ting,  and,  under  the  circumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  iu  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O'Brien  a  statement  of 
our  einbarrassmenls,  with  a  request  that  he  would 
this 
lapo- 
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Having  gazed  our  fill  on  the  Helvetian  rocks, 
Ijilics  ,iik)  nionntaiiis,  wc  once  more  set  out  on 
our  wandeiiiigs,  and,  in  tlie  course  of  ii  reason- 
able period,  nitli  a  facility  quite  liumiliating  to 
all  amatuers  of  (lie  wild  and  tlic  woiidLTful,  ar- 
rived in  safety  a£  Naples, 

Of  all  the  eoiiliiicntal  cities,  coiinneii<l  mc  to 
this.  It  is  tlic  Kden  of  Ausmiia— an  etielianted 
rtgiun,  where  all  is  song  and  suiisliine,  love, 
vonianee  and  fcfltivity.  Still,  even  lifrc,  one 
tiling  is  wanting  to  Cinnpletc  feJiciiv,  and 
this  one  want  I  hut  too  soon  Legan  to  expe- 
rience. ^Viiat  witli  our  vints  to  Paris,  Frank- 
fort. Swi-sei-laiid,  atu!  the  otiier  etceteras  inci- 
dental to  siicli  an  expens-ive  and  dcsultorv  ni<xlc 
of  life,  I  found,  r.fter  a  furtaigJu's  revideiico  on 
tlic  Sfyiiihi  C/i'iiJn,  that  my  wifi"s  fortune  was 
ihiily  oo/ing  oil!  of  my  possession,  so,  ui  order 
to  supply  the  dtficicacy,   I  was  compelled  to 

For 
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nuke  a  purchase  of  some  tempting  bijouterie  ; 
wh«i,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
wholly  unable  to  accommodate  her. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanation  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
had  settled  on  her,  1  should  infallibly  become  a 
mined  man.  To  my  aslonishmeDt  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  justice  to  herself,  which  I  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cuU 
ting,  and,  under  the  circumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  its  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O'Brien  a  statement  of 
our  embarraasments,with  a  request  that  hewould 
render  us  prompt  pecuniary  assistance.  To  this 
:apo- 
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Having  gnzed  our  fill  on  the  Helvetian  rocks, 
lakes  ami  mountains,  wc  once  more  set  out  on 
our  wanderings,  and,  in  tlie  course  of  ii  reason- 
able period,  witli  a  facility  quite  iuimiliatiiig  to 
all  amatiK-rs  of  llie  ivild  and  tlie  woudoi-fiil,  ar- 
rived in  (safety  at  Naples. 

Of  all  tlie  continental  cities,  connnoinl  me  to 
tills.  It  is  the  Kden  i)f  Ansonia— an  encliaiited 
region,  where  all  is  song  and  siinshitie,  love, 
romance  and  festivity.  Slill,  even  here,  one 
thing    is    wanting    to    eoniplete    ftlieily,     and 


!  want  I  but  too  soon  bef] 


xpe- 


ricnce.  What  with  our  vi.sits  to  Paris,  Frank- 
fort, Swi-serland,  and  the  other  etceteras  inci- 
dental to  siich  an  expensive  and  dosultorv  mode 
of  life,  I  found,  after  a  fortniglit's  reMdence  on 
the  Stmilfi  Cliiiija,  that  my  wife's  fortune  was 
daily  oo7,ing  out  of  nty  ])Ossossion,  so,  in  orfler 
to  supply  the  deficiency,  I  was  compelled  to 
have  reconrse  to  fjiining. 

For  i 
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make  a  purchase  of  some  temptiag  bijouterie ; 
when,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
vbolly  unable  to  accommodate  ber. 

Id  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanation  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
bad  settled  on  her,  I  should  infallibly  become  a 
mined  man.  To  my  astonisbment  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  justice  to  herself,  which  1  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cut- 
ting, and,  under  the  drcumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  its  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O'Brien  a  statement  of 
our  embarrassments, with  arequest  that  hcwould 
(this 
sapo- 

(rided 
ras  re- 
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Having  gazed  our  fill  on  the  Helvetian  rocks, 
lakes  and  mountains,  we  once  more  set  out  on 
our  wanderings,  and,  in  the  course  of  a  reason- 
able period,  with  a  facility  quite  humiliating  to 
all  aniatuers  of  the  wild  and  the  wonderful,  ar- 
rived in  safety  at  Naj)lcs. 

Of  all  the  continental  cities,  commend  me  to 
this.  It  is  the  Kden  of  Ausonia— an  enchanted 
region,  where  all  is  song  and  sunshine,  love, 
romance  and  festivity.  Still,  even  here,  one 
thing  is  wanting  to  complete  felicity,  and 
this  one  want  I  but  too  soon  began  to  expe- 
rience. What  with  our  visits  to  Paris,  I'rank- 
fort,  Swisserland,  and  the  other  etceteras  inci- 
dental to  such  an  exj)ensive  and  desultory  mode 
of  life,  I  found,  after  a  fortnight's  residence  on 
the  Strada  Chtnja^  that  my  wife^s  fortune  was 
daily  oozing  out  of  my  possession,  so,  m  order 
to  supply  the  deficiency,  I  was  compelled  to 
have  recourse  tc  fCamincc. 

For  a  long  time  I  concealed  this  propensity 
from  Mrs.  O'Blarney.  I>iit  what  can  escape 
the  lynx  eye  of  curiosity  ?  It  so  happened  that 
she  was  one  day  smitten  with  a  sudden  fancy  to 
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make  a  purchase  of  some  tempting  bijouterie ; 
when,  on  applying  to  me,  she  found  that  I  was 
wholly  unable  to  accommodate  her. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  a  mutual 
explanation  took  place,  when  I  candidly  told 
Catherine  that,  unless  she  assigned  over  to  me 
the  annuity,  which  the  suspicions  of  her  uncle 
had  settled  on  her,  I  should  infallibly  become  a 
ruined  man.  To  my  astonishment  she  refused, 
adding,  that,  in  future,  nothing  should  prevent 
her  doing  that  justice  to  herself,  which  I  had  so 
scandalously  neglected.  The  remark  was  cut- 
ting, and,  under  the  circumstances,  ungenerous, 
though  its  severity  was  somewhat  blunted,  by 
the  promise,  which  my  wife  shortly  after  made 
me,  of  writing  to  Mr.  O^Brien  a  statement  of 
our  embarrassments,  with  a  request  that  he  would 
render  us  prompt  pecuniary  assistance.  To  this 
note  I  attached  a  postcript,  inclosing  a  Neapo- 
litan pbysician^s  receipt  for  the  gout 

By  the  earliest  post— >for  the  old  man  prided 
himself  on  his  punctuality — ^an  answer  was  re- 
turned to  our  application.  But,  alas !  its  im- 
port was  any  thing  but  flattering.    The  writer 


CO  SOllUOWS    OF 

began  by  observing  that  he  could  not  think  of 
advancing  money  to  people  so  little  acquainted 
with  its  value  ;  that  he  had  always  anticipated 
this  would  be  the  result  of  Catherine'^s  ill-ad- 
vised marriage,  which  she  might  do  him  the 
justice  to  remember  he  had  resolutely  opposed 
from  the  first ;  that  he  thought,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, the  best  thing  we  could  both  do, 
would  be  to  retrench  our  household  expenditure, 
and  in  the  bosom  of  a  strict  and  cheap  seclusion, 
strive  to  regain  that  composure,  of  which,  it  was 
but  too  evident,  we  both  stood  in  need.  Tlie 
letter  concluded  by  thanking  me  for  my  receipt 
for  the  gout,  whicli,  however,  the  churlish  old 
fox  asserted,  whether  intended  to  do  so  or  not, 
had  made  him  infinitely  worse  than  he  was  be- 
fore he  had  recourse  to  it. 

This  reply  decided  my  fate.  Poverty  having 
come  in  at  the  door,  timid  Love,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  was  prepared  to  make  his  exit  by 
the  window.  Hencefortli  I  met  with  nothing 
but  reproaches  from  my  wife.  For  some  weeks, 
however,  I  bore  her  altered  conduct  with  sub- 
missiveness.     When  1    espied  a  frown  on  her 
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brow,  I  Strove  with  words  of  endearment  to 
avert  the  thunder-cloud ;  I  reminded  her  of  the 
days  of  our  courtship,  when  she  was  my  Juhet 
and  I  was  her  Romeo :  but,  alas !  at  the  very 
moment  when  her  heart  was  softening,  the 
slightest  allusimi  to  the  annuity  would  bring 
back  all  her  unpoetic  notions  of  self-interest. 

Day  by  day,  hour  by  hour,  Mrs.  O'Blamey^s 
ill-humour  increased.  If  one  moment  she  was 
comparatively  serene,  the  next  she  blew  a  hur- 
ricane. Having  been  a  spoiled  child  from  her 
very  cradle,  she  had  little  or  no  command  of 
temper.  To  soften  was  difficult  — to  subdue 
her  impossible.  As  well  might  I  have  attempted 
to  check  Niagara  with  a  bull-rush. 

Such  was  my  domestic  position,  when  one 
disastrous  evening,  after  I  bad  earnestly  sup- 
plicated my  wife  to  accommodate  me,  if  only 
by  way  of  loan,  with  the  usual  half-yearly  al- 
lowance which  she  had  just  received  from  her 
uncle,  in  order  that  I  might  disembarrass  my- 
self of  certain  pecuniary  obligations,  and  be 
enabled  to  turn  over  a  new  leaf,  the  impetuous 
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lady  not  only  refused  my  petition,  but  pointed 
her  refusal  by  some  scornful  allusions  to,  what 
she  called,  my  general  profligacy. 

Stung  to  the  quick  by  her  manner,  I  threat- 
ened to  take  leave  of  her  for  ever ;  on  which 
she  replied, — 

^'Oh,  do  pray  go  !  I  desire  nothing  better; 
the  very  sight  of  you  is  odious  to  me.  Would 
to  Heaven,  I  had  never  met  with  such  a  mon- 
ster !^^ 

*'  jNlonstcr,  forsooth  ! — you  must  have  been 
looking  in  your  glass  lately,  my  dear,  whicli 
has  made  the  monstrous  familiar  to  you/'' 

The  cool  way  in  wliicli  I  said  this  had  quite 
an  electrical  effect  on  my  wife,  wl)o  forthwith 
proceeded  to  pour  on  me  such  a  torrent  of  abuse, 
that  at  last  my  patience  wholly  gave  way,  and 
springing  down  stairs  I  was  out  of  sight  in  an 
instant. 

On  reaching  tlic  street  I  kept  wandering  up 
and  down,  cursing  my  evil  destiny,  and  endea- 
vouring to  shape  out  some  plans  for  tlie  future, 
till  findiufy  that  I  could  settle  down  to  notliinnf. 
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I  dismissed  all  further  reflection^  and  bent  my 
steps  towards  one  of  the  public  cafh. 

Here  I  remained  for  upwards  of  half  an  hour, 
and  by  way  of  calming  down  my  ru£Eled  spirits, 
swallowed  bumper  after  bumper  of  the  very 
headiest  wine  I  could  lay  my  hands  on.  With 
a  brain  thus  heated  by  excitement,  and  of  course 
craving  still  further  stimulus,  I  strolled  into  the 
San  Carlos,  where,  after  looking  about  me  for 
some  time,  and  being  challenged  to  try  my 
luck  at  a  game  of  hazard,  I  threw  down  a  piece 
of  gold-— was  successful — threw  down  a  second 
— ^a  third — then  trebled  and  quadrupled  my 
stakes,  till  at  length  after  an  hour  s  play,  with- 
out the  slightest  effort  of  skill,  I  came  away  the 
winner  of  upwards  of  a  hundred  pounds. 

Such  a  run  of  good  luck  completely  upset 

what  little  judgment  I  ever  possessed.  I  felt 
my  heart  warm  again  to  my  wife ;  and  imme- 
diately on  quitting  the  gaming-table,  flew  home- 
wards,  fully  resolved,  in  the  wild  glee  of  the 
moment,  to  make  her  the  amende  honorahle^ 
though  I  must  confess  at  the  same  time  that  I 
was  in  that  feverish,  unsettled  state  of  mind. 
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when  a  sneer,  oi  even  a  frown,  is  sufficient  to 
turn  the  scale  and  upset  all  one's  best  resolu- 
tions. 

"  So  you  have  come  back  ?"  said  my  wife, 
misconstruing  the  motives  of  my  return,  *'  and 
a  pretty  condition  you  have  returned  in  !"  for 
my  fluslied  countenance  was  too  marked  to 
escape  lier  notice. 

''  For  God's  sake,  Catherine,  be  quiet,  or 
else '' 

"  Do'^nt  think  to  frighten  me.  Sir.  I  care 
nothing  for  the  threats  of  a  man  I  despise. 
You  have  insulted  me  too  grossly  to  be  for- 
given, and  now,  by  way  of  atonement,  you 
come  back  in  a  state  of  intoxication.  Shame 
on  you  !  I  wonder  you  can  dare  to  look  me  in 
the  face  !  '** 

*'  Catherine,"  said  I,  with  an  effort  at  calm- 
ness. "  listen  to  me,  and  for  the  last  time  I 
have  come  back,  believe  me  or  not,  as  you 
please,  solely  for  the  purpose  of  making  repa- 
ration for '"* 

*'  Reparation  !  Is  it  by  your  drunkenness 
you  hope  to  make  re2)aration  .''"' 


«( 
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Perhaps  so,  perhaps  not.  However,  be 
this  as  it  may,  my  return  is  now  prompted  by 
the  best  of  motives."*^ 

"  Oh,  yes,**  replied  my  wife,  with  a  sneer, 
<<  I  know  the  motives  well.  I  can  see  through 
them.  Sir.** 

*<  Hear  me  out,"*  said  I,  in  a  voice  of  thunder. 

**  I  won't.'' 

**  Insulting  termagant  I** 

'*  Drunken  brute !" 

•*  Spiteful,  unforgiving,  old " 

The  word  "old"  touched  my  wife  in  the 
sorest  point.  "  Spiteful"  she  might  have  passed 
over — *'  unforgiving",  she  might  have  smiled  at 
— but  *•  old" — there  was  too  much  truth  in  the 
phrase  to  be  readily  digested,  so  despairing  in 
the  phrenzy  of  the  moment  of  finding  words 
adequate  to  her  feelings,  she  actually  flew  for 
assistance  to  the  foot-stool ;  discharged  it  with* 
out  ceremony  at  my  head  ;  and  then  as  I  rushed 
a  second  time  from  the  house,  flew  after  me 
crying  at  the  very  top  of  her  voice,  **  Aye, 
go— do  go — I  dare  you  to  go — Brute  !  Mon- 
ster !  Barbarian  ! — Old  indeed  !" 
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This  last  insult  was  not  to  be  borne ;  and 
when  I  reflected  on  the  motives  that  had  drawn 
me  home  again ;  tliat  I  had  sought  my  wife  in 
a  frank,  conciliatory  spirit,  and,  instead  of  being 
met  bv  answering  courtesy,  had  been  treated 
worse  tium  a  dog.  I  became  (an  unusual  thing 
with  me)  quite  beside  myself  with  passion,  and 
before  I  was  well  aware  of  mv  proximity,  found 
myself  standing  close  beside  the  qua  v. 

Night  was  now  drawing  on,  and  it  so  happened 
that  a  felucca,  taking  advantage  of  a  favouring 
wind,  was  just  about  to  set  sail  for  Marseilles. 
Tlie  opportunity  was  irresistible.  Judgment — 
discretion— principle — all,  all  obeyed  the  head- 
long impulse  of  the  moment;  and, with  my  wife's 
taunts  still  ringing  in  my  ears  ;  the  footstool  still 
whistling  about  my  head  ;  and  a  busy  devil  at 
my  elbow  goading  me  on  to  ruin ;  I  sought  out 
the  captain  of  the  vessel, —caught  him  just  as 
he  was  stepping  into  a  boat,  and  concluded 
with  him  for  a  conveyance  to  ilarscilles. 

An  instant  after,  and  I  was  on  board.  The 
signal  was  made  for  sailing,  the  ves>el  shot 
merrily  throuoh   the  waters,  and  I  was  far  ad- 
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vanced  on  my  voyage  across  the  Bay,  ere  I 
called  to  mind  my  deserted  wife.  Infatuated 
man  !  But  remorse  was  then  of  no  avail.  It 
was  too  late  to  return.  Besides,  had  it  even 
been  possible,  I  felt  convinced  I  could  never 
have  mustered  assurance  enough  again  to  face 
the  woman  whom  I  could  not  but  feel  I  had 
wronged*  My  very  modesty  rose  in  arms 
against  me.    Et  tu  Brute ! 

After  a  brief  voyage  the  felucca  reached 
Marseilles,  where  I  waited  just  one  day  to  make 
some  necessary  purchases,  and  then  set  off  for 
England. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  MODERN  BABYLON. 

Behold  me  now  in  London — in  that  Titanic 
metropolis  which  is  the  envy  and  wonder  of 
Europe;  tlie  heavings  of  whose  mighty  heart 
thrill  to  the  uttermost  regions  of  earth  ;  whose 
merchant-flag  is  familiar  with  every  wave,  and 
streams  in  every  port;  who  is  the  prolific 
foster-parent  of  all  aits,  all  professions,  and  all 
trades,  encouraging  alike  the  adept  and  the 
quack,  the  honest  man  and  the  knave,  and 
combining  exhaustless  wealth  with  abject  pe- 
nury, the  most  refined  civilization  with  the 
grossest  barbarism  ; — behold  me  in  this  paradox 
of  a  metropolis,  placed  in  the  very  thick  of  its 
crowd,  yet  oj)pressed  with  feelings  of  the  most 
forlorn  solitude.     Oh  !  there  is  no  sense  of  de- 
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aolation  so  complete  as  that  experienced  by  a 
friendless  stranger,  on  his  first  introduction  to 
London.  Talk  of  an  Arabian  desert !  Itis  smi* 
ling — animated^-encouraging — in  comparison. 

To  meet  a  frown  on  every  brow,  a  sneer  on 
every  lip;  to  be  distrusted  as  an  adventurer, 
and,  with  the  purest  intentions,  to  be  perpe- 
tually misconstrued  ;  to  supplicate,  where  there 
are  few  or  none  to  pity ;  to  die  of  a  broken 
heart  in  the  midst  of  rejoicing ;  of  famine,  in 
the  midst  of  plenty ;  and  thon,  as  if  the  cup  of 
wretchedness  were  not  drained  to  the  dregs,  to 
be  carried  out  of  a  workhouse  on  four  rough 
boards;  flung  like  a  dog  into  his  hole,  with 
just  a  prayer  or  two  mumbled  coldly  and 
hurriedly  above  one^s  remains,  as  if  they  were 
scarce  worth  salvation ; — this  it  is  to  be  poor 
and  friendless  in  London ! 

To  be  the  idol  of  every  circle ;  to  drivel  like 
a  fool,  yet  to  be  pronounced  a  sage ;  to  be  a 
gentleman,  when  it  is  manifest  you  are  his  anti- 
podes; to  see  woman'^s  eye  light  up  at  your 
approach,  and  the  fat  porter  at  the  great  man'^s 
gate,  bustle  forward  at  the  hazard  of  his  neck 
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to  usher  you  into  the  great  maii''s  presence  ;  to 
be  the  '*  Sir  Oracle"  of  ton,  and  the  hero  of  a 
fashionable  novel ;  to  be  painted  by  Lawrence, 
and  engraved  by  Finden ;  and  when  put  to 
deatli  by  a  licensed  pliysician,  to  be  followed  to 
your  long  home  by  some  dozen  agonized  ac- 
quaintances, while  the  j)arson  prays  his  best 
above  your  gilt  coffin,  and  a  splendid  mauso- 
leum records  your  worth  to  all  posterity  ; — this 
it  is  to  be  wealtliy  and  well  connected  in 
London  ! 

Oh  London,  thou  art  the  rich  man's  Heaven, 
but  the  poor  man's  Hell ! 

Oh  London,  uho  art  tlie  cradle  and  tlie  grave 
of  Hope,  how  many  aspiring  pilgrims,  some 
destined  to  achieve  celebrity,  but  more  to  die 
neglcctctl  and  broken-hearted,  are  at  this  mo- 
ment, while  i  write,  ])ending  their  stej)s  towards 
thee !  What  acts  too  of  folly,  madness,  and 
guilt,  are  at  the  same  instant  of  time  in  course 
of  perpetration  within  thy  circuit !  Yet  if  sin 
profane  thy  name,  the  virtues,  sure,  redeem  it 
by  their  presence.  Lo,  thou  canst  boast  Hu- 
mility in  lawn  sleeves;    meek  Charity  making 
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public  anDouncement  of  her  benefactions ;  Mo- 
desty gazing  at  some  half-denuded  dancer 
through  an  opera  glass;  and  Patriotistn  de- 
fending the  pension-list  from  a  back  seat  on 
the  treasury  bench  ! 

Oh  London  9  who  can  listen  to  thy  eternal 
whirl  and  roar — who  can  gaze  on  thy  palaces, 
thy  temples,  thy  solemn,  gray  cathedrals,  or 
pause  on  the  stately  fabrics  that  span  thy  fa- 
mous stream,  scarce  seen  for  the  forest  of  masts 
which  crowd  and  blacken  above  its  bosom  to  an 
extent  no  eye  can  traverse — who  can  pace  the 
wondrous  range  of  thy  streets  and  squares, 
stretching  away,  as  if  to  infinity,  in  showy 
splendour  or  sombre  grandeur ;  —  who  can 
'*  read,  mark,  learn,  and  inwardly  digest^^  all 
this,  and  not  feel  every  petty,  personal  con- 
sciousness of  Self  swallowed  up  in  an  overpower- 
ing sense  of  astonishment  and  admiration  ? 

Yet,  oh  vain — ambitious— paradoxical  Lon- 
don, lay  not  the  flattering  unction  to  thy  soul, 
that  because  thou  art  great,  thou  art  necessarily 
immortal.  Already  the  seeds  of  decay  are  at 
thy  heart.     Thou  art  dying  by  inches  of  a  pie- 
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thora.  Thou  art  swollen  and  bloated  with  a 
dropsy,  though  thy  massive  shoulders  and  won- 
drous breadth  of  chest  might  seem  to  promise  a 
lengthened  life*  Dream  not  then  of  immorta- 
lity, but  fall  to  thy  studies,  and  learn  wisdom 
from  the  past.  Think  of  Rome,  now  the  "  Niobe 
of  nations,'^  but  once  queen-regent  of  the  uni- 
verse !  What  she  is,  thou  must  one  day  be. 
The  time  shall  come  when  thy  gorgeous  edi- 
fices shall  fall,  like  hers,  in  ruins  to  earth ; 
when  the  grass  shall  grow  in  thy  streets ;  when 
the  owl  shall  hoot  from  thy  roofless  palaces, 
and  the  adder  crawl  into  sunshine  from  among 
thy  mouldering  fanes ;  when  Silence  and  Soli- 
tude (twin  mourners)  shall  sit  with  folded  arms 
and  weeping  eyes  beside  thy  grave ;  and  the 
pilgrim  from  some  far-ofi^  land,  as  he  wanders 
through  a  scene  of  desolation,  shall  say — ^^  And 
was  this  London  'f^ 

I  have  given  thee  good  advice,  London,  scarce 
hoping  that  thou  wilt  follow  it ;  and  thus  having 
discharged  my  duty  as  a  patriot  and  a  moralist, 
I  descend  from  my  stilts  and  resume  the  lan- 
guage of  common  life. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  IRISHMAN  IN  LONDON. 

Ths  first  few  mornings  of  my  arrival  were 
spent  in  a  survey  of  the  varioas  public  build* 
ings  in  and  about  the  metropolis — I  remem- 
ber in  particular  being  much  struck  with  New- 
gate— while  my  evenings  were  devoted  to  the 
theatres,  and  wound  up  by  a  social  glass  at  one 
or  other  of  the  taverns  in  which  the  vestal  vici- 
nity of  Govent  Garden  abounds. 

With  respect  to  a  profession,  my  first  serious 
views  were  of  course  directed  to  the  stage,  and 
accordingly  when  I  had  devoted  quite  sufficient 
time  to  the  gentlemanlike  occupation  of  doing 
nothing,  I  presented  myself  early  one  morning 
at  the  stage-door  of  Drury  Lane  theatre :  en- 
quired of  a  servant  in  attendance,  whether  the 
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great  Lc!>sce  were  within  ;  and  if  so,  whether  he 
could  honour  me  with  an  audience. 

The  inan  glanced  at  the  modest,  humble  cx- 
y)rcssi()n  of  my  countenance ;  I  understood  the 
hint,  and  knew  the  manager  was  out. 

The  next  day  I  called,  and  met  with  the  like 
succe>s.  The  great  man  was  busy,  and  could 
not  bo  disturbed.  The  third  day  he  was  at  re- 
hearsal ;  the  fourth,  he  was  reading  anew  piece 
in  the  green-room  ;  the  fifth,  he  was  negociat- 
ing  an  amicable  arrangement  with  the  hind- 
legs  of  an  elephant,  both  of  which  h?d  struck 
for  an  advance  of  wages ;  but,  on  the  sixth,  as 
he  had  only  two  small  melo-dramatists  with 
him,  he  condescended  to  favour  me  with  an 
audience. 

On  entering  his  august  presence,  I  opened 
the  proceedings  by  a  few  brief  allusions  to 
my  astonishing  success  in  Ireland,  but  saw  al 
once,  from  the  expression  of  his  face,  and  the 
shrug  of  his  broad,  fat  shoulders,  that  I  had 
not  the  sHji'htest  chance.  Indeed  he  hinted  as 
much  before  I  had  well  finished  my  exordium, 
and  then  starting  off  from  the  subject,  began 
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to  bewail  his  hard  fate  in  being  compelled  to 
sacrifice  health,  time,  and  inclination,  on  the 
altar  of  public  interest ;  spoke  of  the  important 
calls  on  his  attention  that  daily  beset  him,  from 
individuals  of  the  highest  rank  and  influence  in 
the  kingdom,  and  that,  consequently,  I  might 
deem  myself  fortunate  in  the  opportunity  of 
seeing  him,  but  for  ten  minutes ;  rang  the  bell, 
and  brought  round  him  a  whole  host  of  thea- 
trical subalterns,  to  each  of  whom  he  issued  his 
mandates,  with  all  the  air  of  a  despot;  and  then 
cast  a  side-long  glance  at  me,  to  see  whether  I 
were  duly  impressed  with  a  sense  of  his  tem- 
poral grandeur. 

But  I  neither  fainted  nor  went  ofl*  in  hys- 
terics, but  perfectly  unruffled,  as  though  I 
were  talking  to  a  mere  Unit  like  myself,  said, 
*^  I  presume,  then.  Sir,  you  decline  my  services.**^ 

** Unquestionably,  my  good  fellow;^  then,  as 
if  he  had  committed  himself  by  too  much  fami- 
liarity, he  added,  with  a  formal  bend  of  the 
bead,  <<you  may  retire,  young  man  ;  toe  have 
business  of  importance  to  tr«:)sact  with  our 
worthy  friends  here  just  now.^    And  so  ended 

£2 
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my  first  Rnd  last  intenriew  with  the  manager  of 
a  London  thsatre! 

My  next  speculation  was  in  periodical  litera- 
ture.     But  here,  too,  I   was  as  unsuccessful 
as  with  the    stage.     All  the  editors  of   all 
the  current  magazines  seemed   to  have  con- 
spired to  drive  me  frantic  with  disappointment. 
G  rave  as  well  as  gay,  prose  as  well  as  verse,  every 
tale,  essay,  criticism  and  epigram  I  contributed, 
met  with  precisely  the  same  treatment.     This, 
however,  was  to  have  been  expected,  for  what 
author  ^ho  dates  from  a  first  floor  front,  with  a 
French  dancing  master  constantly  practising  on 
a  violin  over  his  head,  and  a  great,  healthy  va- 
gabond, crying  "  Sprats'*  every  hour  of  the  day 
under  his  window,  can  hope  to  write  any  thing 
worth  reading  ? 

Luckily,  about  this  time,  I  was  in  the  fre- 
quent habit  of  meeting  with  the  late  Colonel 

at  a  tavern  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Covent 
Garden.  This  well-known  old  roue^  whose 
brain  was  a  perfect  granary  of  fashionable  anec- 
dote, and  who  had  been  closely  connected 
with  Royalty  in  its  most  convivial  and  confi- 
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dential  momeDts,  was  never  so  happy,  or  so 
much  in  his  element,  as  when  he  could  procure 
a  respectful  listener :  and  as  I  suited  him  admi- 
rably in  this  respect — never  yawning,  never 
looking  incredulous,  and,  above  all,  never 
laughing  in  the  wrong  place— *he  took  a  pro- 
digious  fancy  to  me,  and  entertained  me  with 
lots  of  sly,  quaint,  piquant  anecdotes,  in  which 
I  could  not  but  fancy  I  perceived  the  germs  of 
more  than  one  fashionable  novet 

Following  up  this  bright  idea,  I  took  care 
to  glean  all  the  various  stores  of  gossip  the  old 
man  possessed ;  after  which  I  proceeded  to  clothe 
them  from  the  wardrobe  of  my  own  invention  ; 
superadded  a  plot  full  of  delicate  entanglements ; 
an  impassioned  love  intrigue  or  two ;  an  ^^  in- 
tensely^ interesting  heroine,  who,  like  the  Pa- 
pbian  Venus,  wore  her  zone  loosened ;  and  a  brisk 
Bond-street  Adonis,  more  accomplished  than  a 
Crichton,  but  more  profligate  than  a  Rochester. 
This  done,  behold— -a  Fashionable  Novel .' 

So  far,  so  good.  My  next  endeavour  was  to 
secure  the  assistance  of  some  stirring,  influen- 
tial publisher.     In  this  I  succeeded  beyond  my 
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hopes  (chiefly  in  consequence  of  my  Carlton 
House  anecdotage)  ;  and  in  the  course  of  a  few 
weeks,  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  my  ^<  Bon 
Ton^  duly  advertised  among  the  forthcoming 
novelties  of  the  season^  as  a  ^^tale  of  real  life, 
by  an  author  of  the  highest  distinction.^ 

No  sooner  had  the  work  appeared,  than  pub- 
lic attention  was  still  further  attracted  towards 
it,  by  a  series  of  mysterious  paragraphs  in  the 
papers,  indirectly  ascribing  it  to  the  eloquent 
and  sprightly  pen  of  his  Royal  Highness  the 
Duke  of  — ;  and,  that  nothing  might 
be  wanting  to  confirm  its  celebrity,  a  fresh 
string  of  advertisements  was  issued,  with  the 
following  extracts  from  the  literary  journals  of 
the  day  attached  to  them  by  way  of  rider; — 

^'  ^  Bon  Tun*  is  a  tale  of  first-rate  abilitr ;  the  author  is 
the  Scott  oi  fashionable  life.** — London  Muteum* 

^^  A  most  talenteil  tale,  full  of  point,  wit,  and  sarcasm. 
The  writer  forcibly  reminds  us  of  Sheridan." — Weekly  LU, 
^fxsc€^lany, 

<^  We  have  been  favoured  with  an  earlv  copj  of  this 
work  (which  is  yet  unpuUishetl)  and  may  conscientiously 
say  of  the  author  that  he  is  quite  a  prose  Byron.** — Town 
and  Country  Magamne* 

"  Transcendant ! — astonishing ! — superlative/* — Star, 
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**  It  is  trulj  Tefreshixig  in  this  age  of  cant  and  humbug 
to  meet  n  ith  a  norel  like  '  Bon  Ton '  penned  in  the  good 
old  spirit  of  Smollett  and  Fielding.**— FTMitr/y  Reporitory. 

M  xhe  puns  of  this  exceedingly  £icetious  novelist  are 
worth  J  of  Mr.  Bogers,  the  eminent  banker.** — John  BuU, 


From  these  discriminatiDg  criticisms,  it  will  na- 
turally be  concluded  that  ^^  Bon  Ton^'  created 
quite  a  sensation  in  the  world  of  fashion  and 
literature.  But  no,  nothing  of  the  sort.  Not* 
withstanding  I  attired  my  hero  in  lavender*co- 
loured  slippers;  made  him  sarcastic  on  port 
wine ;  intolerant  of  those  abandoned  miscreants 
who  eat  fish  with  a  knife  and  fork  ;  learned  on 
all  gastronomic  matters ;  and  profoundly  igno- 
rant of  the  locality  of  Russell-square; — ^not- 
withstanding all  this,  '^Bon  Ton"*' fell  as  still-bom 
from  the  press,  as  if  no  royal  duke  had  been 
conjectured  to  be  its  author ! 

Having  thus  failed  in  fact^  I  thought  (for 
the  cacoethes  scribendi  was  still  strong  on  me) 
I  would  next  have  recourse  to  Jiction,  Nothing 
venture,  nothing  gain ;  so  I  set  about  a  History 
of  Italy,  with  which  my  residence  at  Naples 
had  of  course  made  me  familiarly  acquainted. 
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Strange  to  tell,  ray  book,  even  though  filled 
with  elaborate  descriptions  of  Rome  ~ a  city 
which  nothing  but  an  accident  prevented  me 
from  visitinor — met  with  as  discourasinfr  a  re- 
ccption  as  "]]on  Ton**' — nay,  I  may  even  add,  a 
worse,  for  on  bargaining  for  a  portmanteau  a  few 
months  afterwards  in  Long  Acre,  1  found  it 
lined  with  one  of  my  most  impassioned  apos- 
trophes to  the  glory  of  ancient  Rome  ! 

This  was  vexatious,  but  it  was  not  ray  only 
grievance.  INIivsfortunes  never  drizzle  upon  a 
man's  head.  They  always  pour  down  on  him 
in  torrents.     The  landlady, 

.    '•■ Oh  !  sound  of  iear, 

Unpleasing  to  an  author*s  ear," 

at  whose  house  1  boarded,  having:  lon<j  sus- 
pccted  my  condition,  now  began  to  look  after 
me  with  that  restless  curiosity  which  a  discreet 
father  exhibits  towards  an  only  son  who  has 
evinced  a  predilection  for  the  sea.  At  first  the 
good  dame's  inquisitiveness  was  confined  with- 
in the  pale  of  politeness  ;  but  at  length  as  my 
arrears  with  her  increased,  she  exchanged  the 
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oblique  glance  for  the  direct  frown,  and  daily 
▼ented  her  spleen  in  coarse  allusions  to  my  ap- 
petite. 

My  situation  was  now  become  really  critical. 
My  money  was  nearly  all  expended,  and  my 
entire  wardrobe  was  on  my  back.  This  last 
was  *'  the  unkindest  cut  of  all,^'  for  any  one  ac- 
quainted with  London  life,  knows  that  a  good 
ooat  is  half  the  secret  of  success.  Boys  dress 
well  from  vanity ;  men  from  policy. 

Such  was  my  condition,  when  one  day,  while 
seated  at  a  coffee-shop,  I  chanced  to  read  in  the 
Times  journal  some  proposals  for  the  establish- 
mentof  a  new  literary  institution  in  the  metropo- 
lis. Quick  as  lightning  the  idea  crossed  my  brain 
that  I  might  possibly  obtain  one  of  the  lecture- 
ships ;  so,  without  a  moment^s  delay,  I  dispatched 
a  long,  elaborate  letter  to  Brougham,  who  was 
mentioned  as  being  one  of  the  warmest  patrons 
of  the  institution  ;  in  which,  after  enumerating 
my  intellectual  qualifications,  I  proposed  my- 
self as  a  lecturer  on  whatever  branch  of  know- 
ledge he  might  feel  inclined  to  suggest.  I 
added  that,  though  I  did  not  object  to  teach 

e3 
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mathematics,  metaphy^^ics,  chemistry,  moral 
])liil(>sophy,  jurisprudence,  the  fine  arts,  elocu- 
tion, music,  or  even  dancinfi:,  vet  that  mv  re- 
searches  lav  chiefly  in  the  Belles  Lettres. 

Within  the  week  I  received  an  answer  to  this 
application,  in  wliich,  after  complimenting  me 
in  the  most  flattering  terms  on  my  modesty,  the 
illustrious  statesman  declined  my  services,  on 
the  very  natural  plea  tliat  they  would  excite 
universal  envy. 

Well,  this  avenue  to  fortune  closed,  a  variety 
of  others  suiiLcested  themselves.  First  I  thoucrht 
of  a  merchant's  counting-house;  but  this  idea 
was  no  sooner  suo:«xcsted  than  it  was  laid  aside, 
for  where  and  how  was  I  to  procure  the  recjui- 
^ite  certificate  of  character,  ability,  and  so 
forth  ? 

Next  I  bcthoucrjit  me  of  the  law.  This 
while  it  lasted,  was  an  agreeable  illusion  enough, 
fraught  with  imposing  images  of  the  bench,  the 
wool>ackj  and  the  king's  conscience.  But  when 
I  came  to  look  at  the  question  in  a  worldly, 
connnon-sense  spirit ;  more  especially  when  1 
reflected  that  without  impudence  a  lawyer  is  as 
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sounding  brass  or  a  tinkling  cymbal,  I  felt  with 
a  sigh  that  the  defects  of  nature  were  insupe- 
rable. 

At  last  a  grand  idea  struck  me.  I  resolved 
to  try  the  Press.  I  had  often  heard  and  read 
of  those  sprightly  adventurers  who  contrive  to 
earn  a  subsistence  by  picking  up,  or  in  case  of 
need,  inventing  accidents^  &c.  for  the  newspa- 
pers, so  presented  myself  at  a  dull  period  at  the 
Planet  newspaper  office  with  an  affecting  report 
of  a  young  lady  who  had  swallowed  a  tea-cup 
full  of  arsenic  and  water,  under  the  influence  of 
derangement  brought  on  by  the  <<  diabolical"" 
conduct  of  a  young  guardsman  who  had  se- 
duced her. 

Tliis  paragraph  being  well-timed,  was  much 
approved ;  became  the  subject  of  an  indignant 
leading  article  in  many  of  the  ensuing  Sunday 
journals,  ^*  on  the  demoralized  concRtion  of  the 
higher  classes,^'  and  went  the  round  of  the 
provincial  Press  under  the  title  of  *^  shocking 
suicide."' 

My  next  literary  perpetration  was  a  Hatton* 
Garden  police  report,  wherein  I  detailed  the 
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particulars  of  a  pugilistic  encounter  between 
two  Irisli  hotlmcn  in  a  style  of  the  most  ran- 
pant  vivacity.  About  this  time  too,  I  contri- 
buted a  foot  and  a  half  of  good  jokes  weekly  to 
the  Looker-oN^  for  which  tlie  editor,  who  was 
himself  a  wag  of  the  first  water,  and  liked,  as 
he  said,  to  encourage  genius,  remunerated  me 
at  a  very  handsome  rate.  But  mv  chief  rcdi- 
ance  was  on  the  Planet  newspaper,  on  whicli. 
by  adroit  flattery  of  the  proprietor — an  odd  lit- 
tle fellow  with  a  style  of  writing  "  peculiarly 
his  own" — I  contrived  to  gain  so  stroTig  a  hold, 
that  after  a  month^s  probation,  I  was  declared 
to  be  master  of  my  business,  and  placed  on  the 
establishment  as  a  sort  of  flying  Reporter  of  all 
work. 

In  tliis  capacity  I  exhibited  powders  of  inven- 
tion that  would  have  done  honour  to  a  Scotch 
novelist.  Scarcely  a  day  passed,  but  a  Mi;s. 
Tonikins  and  her  onlv  dauohtcr  fell  from  a  one- 
horse  cliaise  in  Tavistock  or  Brunswick-squares  ; 
or  a  INlr.  Sibthorpe,  a  stout  gentleman  of 
sixty  with  a  wig  and  six  children,  broke  his 
leg  by   stumbling  over    a   bit    of  orange-peel 
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which  some  urchin  had  incoDsiderately  flung 
upon  the  pavement.  My  phenomena  were 
equally  creditable  to  my  fiincy.  The  Planet 
abounded  in  accounts  of  extraordinary  goose- 
berries, which  measured  four  inches  round  the 
waist ;  of  Irish  potatoes,  on  which  could  be 
clearly  traced  the  words  "  Daniel  O'^Connell  i** 
of  three  children  bom  impromptu  at  a  birth  ; 
of  goats  without  beards ;  cows  with  five  legs ; 
and  donkeys  with  lioms  like  my  Lord  . 

Not  unfrequendy,  when  **  extra  hands^  were 
wanted,  I  made  my  appearance  in  the  gallery  in 
the  House  of  Commons — infinitely  to  the  an- 
noyance of  the  practised  and  well-educated  gen- 
tlemen who  attended  there— -not  one  of  whom, 
however,  came  near  me,  whether  in  eloquence  of 
style,  originality  of  metaphor,  or  vivacity  of 
logic.  They  stuck  to  fact,  I  expatiated  in  t)ie 
a^y  rf^ons  of  fiction. 

But  ingratitude  is  the  vice  of  public  men  in 
England.  I  had  actually  not  distinguished 
myself  above  a  dozen  times  in  the  gallery, 
when  I  was  summoned  to  the  bar,  for  a  breach 
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of  privilege  contained  in  a  report  of  one  of  Sir 
William  Wiseacre's  orations  ;  reprimanded  by 
the  Speaker  in  a  style  that  brought  the  blood  of 
a  hundred  ancestors  into  my  cheeks ;  and  then 
formally  dismissed  the  Planet  establishment. 
In  justification  of  his  complaint,  Sir  Wiiliam 
urged  that  he  was  not  in  the  House  at  the  time 
I  attributed  to  him  the  speech  in  question 5and 
that  nothing  but  the  unparalleled  impudence  of 

the  forgery  should  have but  I  need  say  no 

more.  Men  of  bashful  temperament  will  at 
once  appreciate  the  motives  for  my  silence. 

I  should  have  mentioned  that  while  engaged 
on  the  Planet^  I  had,  in  order  to  fill  up  my 
leisure  time,  been  in  the  habit  of  occasionally 
advertising  as  a  private  teacher  of  the  clas- 
sics, aritlimetic,  &c.,  to  which  advertisements 
I  had  hitherto  received  no  satisfactory  replies. 
It  chanced,  however,  that  a  few  days  previous 
to  my  dismissal  from  the  gallery,  a  letter 
dated  Walworth  was  brought  me  by  the 
twopenny  post,  wherein  the  writer  stated  that 
havino;  seen  A  IVs  advertisement,  and  being  in 
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vant  of  a  tutor  for  his  son,  he  would  feel  olv 
liged^  if  said  A  B  would  "  step  up,^  when  if 
terms  and  so  forth  were  approved,  the  parties 
might  *^  do  business^  together. 

The  quaint,  dry  wording  of  this  missive  gave 
me  no  great  hopes  of  success.  However,  it  did 
not  become  me  to  be  fastidious,  so  flinging  dis* 
trust  to  the  winds,  I  made  the  best  of  my  way 
to  the  place  pointed  out  in  the  address. 

The  writer,  Mr.  Stephen  Spinks,  a  cheese* 
monger,  was  at  home  when  I  called,  busily  en- 
gaged  with  some  customers  behind  the  counter. 
On  learning  the  purport  of  my  vidt,  he  made  no 
more  ado,  but  came  at  once  to  the  point  with 
me ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  in  order  that  busi. 
ness  might  not  be  neglected,  he  dispatched 
matters  with  his  customers.  '^  So,  Mr.  What* 
dyecall^um,^*  he  began,  "you're  the  A  B»  I 
Vpose,  as  is  to  teach  my  Dick  classics.  Clever 
boy,  Dick,  sharp  as  a  needle ;  has  got  Omer 
at  hb  fingers^  ends ;  do  your  heart  good  to  hear 
faim;'^  then  turning  to  his  shop-lad,  ^^I  say. 
Jack,  why  don^t  you  serve  that  'ere  gentleman  ? 
he^sbeen  waiting  these  five  minutes. So  as  I 
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was  a  saying.  Sir,  Dick  s  as  sharp  as A 

pound  of  Stilton,  Jla^im  ?  We  never  sells  it 
by  the  pound;  very  sorry,  I\Ia*ain,  very  sorry  in- 
deed, but  'twouldn't  pay And  so,  !Mr.What- 

dyecalPum,  you  see  my  boy  Dick Jack,  I 

say,  Jack,  dou'*t  forget  to  send  them  two  Ches- 
hires  up  to  ilrs.  Jenkins,  and  dy'e  hear,  mind 
and  take  the  bill  along  with  em  ;  she's  one  as 

requires  looking  arter Excuse  my  bluntness 

Mr.  Whatdyecairum,  Tni  a  plain  John    Bull 

Heyday ,  Mi*s.  Jackson,  what  you  here  too? 

Well,  and  how  goes  tlie  world  with  you  ?  and 
how's  your  good  man,  and  how's  the  little  "'uns? 
I'm  sorry  to  say,  my  Polly "s  ill  a-bed  of  the 

measles Beg  your  pardon,  Mr.  ,  for 

keeping  you  waiting;  but  business  must  be 
niinded,  you  know  ?''"' 

I  intreatcd  him  not  to  apologize,  as  my  time 
was  his,  and  then  proceeded  to  seat  myself 
leisurely  in  a  remote  corner  of  the  shop,  while 
the  sly  fox  kept  watching  every  movement  of 
my  hands,  with  the  same  keenness  and  pertina- 
city with  which  a  tom-cat  watches  a  mouse. 

In  a  few  minutes,  having  got  rid  of  all  his 


A   BASHFQL   I&ISHMAN.  89 

customers,  he  whipped  off  his  apron,  and  led  the 
way  into  a  back  room,  whither  I  followed.  There 
was  no  need  of  ceremony ;  we  plunged,  therefore, 
without  a  moment's  delay  into  the  thick  of  the 
business.  I  proposed  my  terms,  he  proposed 
his ;  but  there  being,  even  on  this  preliminary 
point,  a  material  pecuniary  diiFerence  between 
us ;  Mr.  Spinks,  moreover,  with  the  wary 
shrewdness  of  the  tradesman,  persisting  in  put- 
ting a  Tariety  of  frivolous  and  vexatious  ques* 
tions  to  me,  touching  the  vouchers  I  was  pre- 
pared to  furnish  him  with,  of  talent,  respecta- 
bility and  so  forth,  I  at  once  broke  off  the 
negociation,  and  stalked  from  his  presence  with 
the  same  sullen  dignity  with  which  Ajax  turned 
from  Ulysses  in  the  shades. 

I  retraced  my  steps  over  Waterloo-bridge, 
towards  my  lodgings,  not  exactly  au  diaespoir^ 
but  still  in  a  state  of  mind  far  from  enviable. 
Absorbed  in  the  reflection  that  I  was  the  help- 
less victim  of  ill-luck,  I  seated  myself  moodily 
on  one  of  the  buttresses  of  the  bridge,  casting 
ever  and  anon  a  glance  on  the  water,  much  to 
the  bonnor  pf  an  old  lady  who  was  taking  the 
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air  on  the  opposite  side,  and  no  doubt  mistook 
me  for  an  interesting  martyr  to  unrequited  love, 
when  suddenly  I  heard  my  name  pronounced,  and 
looking  up,  saw  Patrick  Donovan,  a  brother 
colleague  on  the  Phuiet  establishment,  a  smart, 
active  fellow,  wlio  liad  always  shown  a  disposi- 
tion to  cultivate  my  acquaintance. 

On  the  present  occasion  he  was  all  sympathy, 
and,  as  we  strolled  up  and  down  the  bridge  to- 
gether, he  said,  "  You  are  unlucky,  O'Blarney, 
but  nil  (Icspemndfnn — as  we  u^od  to  say  at 
Trinity  college.  What  think  vou  of  editin^j  a 
Sunday  newspaper  ?'^ 

''  I  am  willing  to  try  my  hand  at  it,  provided 
the  princi|)les  of  the  journal  are  such  as  I  can 
conscientiously  advocate.*" 

"  Oh,  if  you  come  to  talk  of  conscience  1 
have  done  with  you.     Your  case  is  hopeless.*' 

'' Donovan, *'"'  said  I,  with  solemnity,  *' would 
you  deprive  me  of  the  only  luxury  I  have 
left  ?'' 

"  Yes,  for  tlie  very  reason  that  it  is  a  luxury. 
When  a  gentleman  is  in  diflicultics,  what  are 
the  first  tilings  he  retrenches  ?    A\'hy,  his  luxu- 
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ries  to  be  sure.  Conscience,  forsooth !  A  pretty 
wall  you  are  building  to  knock  your  head 
against.  How  can  you  ever  expect  to  get  on 
with  such  a  stumbling-block  in  your  way? 
Pray,  get  rid  of  it  as  soon  as  possible,  or  assign 
it  over  to  your  tailor  or  attorney ;  they  stand 
more  in  need  of  it  than  you  do.^ 

'*I  am  convinced;  let  me  hear  your  pro- 
posals.^ 

^'  You  must  know  then,  that  in  conjunc- 
tion with  a  pushing  young  bookseller,  I  have 
just  purchased  the  copyright  of  the  Sqtdb 
journal ;  but,  as  neither  of  us  have  sufficient 
leisure  to  do  it  justice,  we  are  on  the  look-out 
for  some  one  who  will  devote  his  chief  time 
and  attention  to  it.  Under  these  circum- 
stances, I  offer  you  the  editorship;  but,  as 
there  is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost,  you  must 
decide  at  once.'^ 

**  I  agree  to  your  proposals.^ 

**  And  you  will  throw  overboard  all  roman- 
tic notions  of — you  understand  me  ?^' 

'^  Nature  will  at  times  prevail ;  but  I  will 
do  my  best  to  weed  out  the  delicate  infirmity.^ 
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'^  Spoken  like  a  very  Canning  !  You  shall 
commence  operations  next  week." 

The  barfjain  was  accordincrlv  struck,  and 
within  a  fortnight  from  the  period  of  my  dis- 
missal from  tlie  Planet  establishment,  I  was 
installed  editor  of  a  certain  flashy,  sporting 
Sunchiy  journal,  of  no  great  literary  or  poli- 
tical character,  I  must  confess,  but  whicli, 
nevertlieless,  happened  to  be  just  tlien  remark- 
able for  its  extensive  circulation. 

Tliis  situation  necessarily  brought  me  into 
contact  with  many  of  the  more  pulling  and 
mushroom  class  of  booksellers,  by  whose  means 
I  was  introduced  to  divers  small  literarv  charac- 
ters,  artists,  actors,  &c.  ;  until,  at  length,  not- 
withstandinix  my  diffidence,  I  bei>an  to  feel 
that  I  was  sometliing  more  than  a  mere  cypher 
in  the  republic  of  letters. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  LIT££AAir  CONVEBSAZIONE. 

Oke  day,  when  I  was  seated  in  the  editor's 
room  at  the  office,  manufacturing  a  sly,  myste- 
rious paragraph  respecting  the  elopement  of 
Lady  A  with  a  Sir  Bore  Brocas,  a  note 

was  put  into  my  hands  from  the  bibliopole,  who 
was  Donovan^s  co-partner  in  the  journal,  con- 
taining an  invitation  to  a  literary  conversazione, 
a  weekly  series  of  which  he  had  projected  during 
the  publishing  season. 

Such  a  temptation  was  irresistible ;  and  at  the 
appointed  hour,  I  twinkled  among  other  lite- 
rary luminaries  at  his  domicile. 

The  room  was  crowded ;  and  among  the  in- 
vited was  Donovan,  who,  taking  compassion 
on  my  ignorance  of  persons,  volunteered  to  act 
as  my  cicerone.  Pointing  to  an  ancient  gentleman 
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in  spectacles,  '*  In  early  life,''  said  he,  "  that 
man  had  the  ill-Uick  to  have  his  favourite  tra- 
gedy damned  before  the  third  act,  since  which 
time,  his  sole  consolation  has  consisted  in  lament- 
ing the  decay  of  the  dramatic  art,  and  witness- 
ing the  first  representation  of  every  new  trage- 
dy, in  the  hope  that  it  may  experience  the  fate 
of  his  own." 

"  Is  that  a  dramatist,  too,  by  his  side?''  I 
enquired. 

"  Oh,  no ;  that  is  a  well-known  Platonic 
philosopher,  who  reads  Greek  as  fluently  as 
Englisli ;  has  translated  all  the  sophists,  from 
Plato  to  Proclus;  insists  that  the  dark  anres 
commenced  from  the  death  of  lamblichus ;  and 
that  the  mythology  of  Greece  and  Rome  is  the 
only  true  religion.  lie  married  his  cook,  be- 
cause her  face  reminded  him  of  Pomona,  as  de- 
j)icted  on  an  old  medal. — But,  mark  that  tall, 
spare  man,  who  has  just  shaken  hands  with  our 
host.'' 

"  I  see  him.  Who  is  he  ?  What's  his  name  .^" 

"  Dr.  Ferdinand  Fingerfee,  the  celebrated 
quack.    His  system  is  a  peculiar  one.   He  holds 
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that  ill-health  is  nothing  more  than  the  intro- 
duction of  mephitic  vapours  through  the  pores 
of  the  8kin,into  the  diaphragm,  and  proposes, by 
a  process  of  tanning,  to  render  the  hide  air-proof  . 
The  bills  of  mentality  have  increased  surprise 
iogly  since  his  system  came  into  fashion/' 

*^  I  presume  that  is  one  of  his  patients  he  is 
conyersing  with.^ 

<*  What !  and  in  such  plump  condition  ?  No, 
that  is  a  small  poet,  a  cross  between  the  classic 
and  DelkuCrusca  schools.  Suppose  we  join  him.*** 

Accordingly  we  took  our  places  beside  the 
bard,  who  was  seated  alone  on  a  sofa;  when 
to  Donovan^s  enquiries,  whether  he  had  perused 
the  last  new  poem,  Mr.  Singsong  replied  in 
the  affirmative,  adding  that  it  was  of  a  very  su- 
perior character. 

^<  Yet  the  public  thinks  otherwise,*^  rejoined 
Donovan. 

*'  The  public  !^  said  Singsong,  with  a  look  of 
supreme  disdain ;  *^  and  who  cares  what  the 
public  thinks  f  Rely  on  it,  Sir,  no  man  of  real 
genius  ever  yet  published  a  successful  poem. 
Where  were  ever  more  signal  failures  than 
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Paradise  Lost,  the  Excursion,  Endymion,  and 
Prometheus  Unbound  ?  Poetic  popularity  is 
a  sort  of  tiling  I  neither  covet  nor  understand. '*'' 

'^  You  have  reason  to  congratulate  yourself 
in  this  respect,'*'  replied  Donovan,  archly,  "for 
yours  is  no  mob  popularity.  Indeed,  I  did 
hear  that  your  last  volume  failed  so  egregiously, 
as  not  even  to  defray  the  expenses  of  publi- 
cation."'' 

^'  Failed  !  I  know  not  what  you  call  failure. 
Never  was  there  a  work  more  highly  spoken  of 
by  the  critics,  or  more  warmly  received  by 
those  who  know  how  to  a])preciate  taste  and 
feeling.  Failed  indeed  !  Why,  certainly  it  is 
neither  in  fashion  at  Wapping,  nor  an  oracle  in 
St.  Giles's ;  but  the  i)ublic  generally  have 
stamped  it  with  their  approbation.  Failed,  for- 
sooth !  If  you  mean  this  by  way  of  joke,  Mr. 
Donovan,  trust  me  it  is  an  uncommonly  dull 


one.'' 


"  Have  you  heard  the  news,  gentlemen,  the 
news — the  news  ?''''  said  a  squat,  jxnnpous  little 
man,  whom  Donovan  introduced  to  me  as  the 
editor  of  a  minor  monthly  periodical. 
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**  News — what  news  ?**  asked  all  of  us  in  a 
breath. 

**  What,  have  you  not  heard  of  the  change 
that  we ^ 

**  Oh  yes,'*  said  Donovan,  **  I  have  often 
heard  (who  has  not  ?)  of  We.  We,  though 
dating  from  a  back-garret,  has  helped  to  write 
the  country  into  a  war  before  now.  We  told 
Byron  he  was  no  poet,  and  Cowper  that  he  was 
a  mere  fanatic.     But  what  of  this  Mr.  We  T^ 

'^  Why,  I  thought,  of  course,  you  knew  that 

We  have  commenced  a  new  Series  of  our  Maga- 
rine." 

^*  Astonishing,"  replied  Donovan,  with  mock 
gnnrity  ;  *'  no  wonder  all  Eiurope  is  ringing  with 
the  intelligence.'* 

<'And  what  is  better  still,'*  continued  the 
editor,  wholly  engrossed  with  his  subject,  *^  we 
have  procured  the  assistance  of  the  very  ablest 
contributor  of  the  day.  A  wonderful  fellow ! 
Quite  a  universal  genius  !  Ah  !  yonder^s  the 
very  man.  I  must  go  and  speak  with  him,** 
and  away  he  went  to  join  his  idol. 

When  he  was  gone,  <^  That  man,**  said  Dono- 

VOL.  I.  F 
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van,  pointing  after  him,  ^^  has  no  conception  of 
intellect,  except  as  connected  with  a  Magazine. 
He  dates  from  month  to  month,  and  is  one  of 
that  numerous  class  of  witlings,  who  contrive  to 
mount  up  in  the  literary  world  by  no  merit  of 
their  own,  but  solely  by  clinging  to  the  skirts 
of  some  clever  fellow  who  is  on  the  ascent.  As 
every  substance  has  its  shadow,  so  every  literary 
lion  has  his  literary  jackall,  who  imitates  his 
style,  spreads  his  fame,  echoes  his  good  say- 
ings, and,  in  return,  is  honoured  with  his  pa- 
tronage/* 

*'  \VTiat  do  you  think  of  Wilson  as  a  lion?" 
I  enquired. 

^^  As  a  poetic  landscape-painterf'^replied  Sing- 
song* **  Wilson  is  unrivalled.  What  a  fairy^ 
land  has  he  made  of  Windermere  and  its  little 
Imy  !  I  wonder  the  elfs  and  sylphs  of  the  lake 
ctnuUrv  have  never  yet  get  up  a  public  meeting 
by  uuKMilight,  under  the  shadow  of  Helvellyn 
(i\\v  tipirit  of  Lodore  in  the  chair),  and  pre- 
mmU(h1  hini  with  the  freedom  of  the  lakes  in 
a  hand^une  snuff-box,  made  of  Queen  Mab^s 
Ngnte  stone !     But  not  only  is  Wilson  a  poet, 
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be  is  remarkable,  also,  for  a  rich,  fantastic  vein 

of  humour^  which ^ 

^^  Your  mention  of  humour,^  said  Donovan, 
'*  brings  to  my  recollection  two  books  which  I 
lately  absircLcted  from  a  friend's  library,  who  is 
rather  particular  in  these  matters — '^ 

^  God  bless  me,^  rejoined  Singsong,  ^^  I  have 
lately  missed  several  volumes  myself.     Have 

you " 

^  Sir,  your  inference  is  most  disrespectful ; 
the  books  I  allude  to  are  Elia  and  Melincourt. 
What  Wilson  is  to  the  Lakes,  Lamb  is  to  Lon- 
don.  Then  who  feels  a  snug,  social  rubber  like 
him  ?     I  should  detest  whist,  if  it  were  not  for 
dear,  delightful  Mrs.  Battle,  whose  gentle  shade 
seons  mildly  to  expostulate  with  me  on  my  he- 
terodoxy .  As  for  Melincourt,  its  Island  of  Cim- 
merian Gloom  is  an  allegory  worthy  of  Rabelais." 
^^You  speak  of  Rabelais.     I  am  just  fresh 
from  an  acquaintance  with  that  elastic  rogue 
Panurge,  and  cannot^  for  the  life  of  me,  help 
thinking  that  he  is  the  original  of  Falstaff.^ 

<*  That*s  an  odd   crotchet ;  but,  go  on.     I 
love  a  bouncing  absurdity.** 

f2 
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^*How?  Why,  when  Shakspeare  wrote^ 
Rabelais  was  the  one  great  name  on  the  Conti* 
nent;  and  as  Lord  Bacon  had  already  made 
him  the  theme  of  panegyric ;  and  two  of  his 
most  prominent  characters  were,  our  hoard  Chan- 
cellor Moore,  and  Luther,  the  founder  of  our 
Protestant  re^dution ;  his  fame  could  scarcely 
have  been  a  stranger  to  Englishmen ;  certainly, 
not  to  such  an  active,  inquisitive  spirit  as  Shaks- 
peare, who  passed  much  of  his  time  in  the  better 
educated  circles  of  the  court.  Now,  our  swan 
of  Avon,  we  all  know,  was  never  very  scrupu- 
lous about  the  means  by  which  he  gained  plots 
and  characters  for  his  plays— as  he  has  proved 
by  his  profuse  pilferings  from  the  <dd  Italian 
novels — and  I  think  it  far  from  improbable  that 
he  had  met  with  some  garbled  translation  of 
Rabelais,  and  finding  the  dramatic  capabilities 
of  Panurge,  had  dressed  up  the  rogue  afresh, 
made  him,  by  way  of  contrast,  a  miracle  of 
obesity,   and  baptized  him  Falstaff.^ 

<^  Yet  as  rogues,  both  Falstaff  and  Panurge 
must  hide  their  heads  before  the  Spanish  swin- 
dlers, whose  genius  was  so  abundant,  that  it  ran 
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over  at  tbdr  fingers'  ends.  What  think  you  of 
that  prodigy  of  petty  larceny,  Don  Raphael, 
who,  when  complimented  on  his  uncommon  facuU 
ties  of  appropriati<ni,  replied,  *  Upon  my  word, 
signor,  I  would  almost  as  lief  be  an  honest 
man  as  a  rogue  !^  Match  me  the  sublime  in- 
diffarence  of  this,  if  you  can  !*^ 

*'  Donovan,**  said  I,  sick  to  death  of  this  con- 
versatioQ,  ^*  we  wax  prosy ;  Mr.  Singsong,  I 
must  quit  you,  or  I  shall  drop  fast  asleep  (" 
and  so  saying,  I  passed  on  to  a  group,  who 
w&e  standing  at  a  table  covered  with  prints, 
magazines,  &c. 

*'  This  is  finely  executed,"^  said  mine  host, 
pointing  my  attention  to  an  engraving  from  a 
design  by  Haydon. 

"  It  is  far  better  than  the  original,"  replied 
a  Royal  Academician. — "  Haydon  is  at  best 
but  a  vigorous  dauber.**^ 

"  Indeed  !"  said  the  bibliopole.  —  «  Yet  he 
ranks  high  as  an  artist.^' 

^^Only  among  ignoramuses;  the  Academy 
thinks  nothing  of  him.'' 

"  Is  he  not  superior  to  Northcote  ?*"  I  in- 
quired. 
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"  To  Northoote !"  rejoined  the  painter,  with 
ft  sneer ;  and  then,  with  a  look  that  he  thought 
would  at  once  annihilate  me,  <*  Sir,  that  emi- 
nent artist  has  been  an  R.  A.  upwards  of  thirty 


Bat  I  survived  the  shock,  and  added, 
^*  You  will  at  least  allow  that  Martin  is  a  fine 
painter.^ 

**  Humph !  he  is  no  Academician.*^ 

A  sharp  answer  was  just  about  to  escape  me, 
when  Donovan  recalled  me  to  his  side  :— 

'<  Singsong  and  Matter-of-fact,  the  Utili- 
tarian,^' said  he,  *<  are,  as  usual,  declaring  war 
to  the  knife  against  each  other.  Let  us  join 
them :  I  love  a  row.*" 

<*  And  so,  Mr.  Matter-of-fact,'^  said  the  bard, 
as  we  resumed  our  seats  on  the  sofa,  **you 
have  really  no  faith  in  the  poetical  tempera- 
ment?^ 

<*  Not  an  atom.  What  you  call  inspiration, 
is,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  mere  indigestion. 
You  are  a  sad,  selfish  set,  you  poets,  and  in 
the  perverted  ingenuity  with  which  you  per- 
suade mankind  to  be  miserable,  you  stand  out 
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in  huniiliatinn  contrast  to  us  Utilitarians,  whose 

CD  * 

first  principle  it  is  to  do  our  best  to  leave  the 
world  wiser  and  happier  than  we  found  it.*" 

**  Wiser,  certiinly,  if  the  essence  of  all  wis- 
dom consists  in  a  knowledge  that  two  and  two 
make  four  :  happier,  also,  if  the  mechanical  and 
the  common-place  are  the  sole  requisites  for  fe- 
licity. But,  till  you  can  persuade  the  world  of 
this,  vou  and  vours  must  be  content  to  rank 
aiiu)ng  those  learned  philosophers  whom  Pan- 
urge  s})eaks  of,  as  sowing  fields  with  gun- 
powder, in  the  hope  that  the  seed  might  sprout 
up  into  cannon-balls.  Humanity  is  no  spinning- 
jenny,  Mr.  !Matter-of  fact.  There  is  such  a 
thing  as  passion. '* 

"  I  know  there  is :  I  sec  it  by  your  face." 

•*  And  yet  you  talk,  write,  and  act,  as  if  hu- 
man nature  were  a  mere  machine  !"* 

^'  Not  so  ;  but  we  would  make  every  effort 
of  mind  tend  to  expound  some  principle,  illus- 
trate some  truth,  answer  some  great  purpose  of 
utility." 

''  And  so  it  does,  when  rightly  estimated  ; 
but   yours  is  a  purblind,  tradesmanlike  notion 
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of  the  useful.  You  would  take  measure  of  hu« 
manity  like  a  tailor,  as  if  it  consisted  but  of  one 
individual,  and  that  one  was  a  political  econo- 
mist. You  would  shatter  to  atoms  the  golden 
images  of  poetry,  deface  its  armorial  bearings, 
and  set  up,  instead,  the  brazen  calf  of  Utili-^ 
tarianism.  There  is  a  want  of  scope,  elevation, 
and  tolerance  in  your  philosophy.  Are  you 
then,  and  such  as  you,  to  come  forward  at  this 
time  of  day,  and  gravely  tell  us,  that  humanity 
hitherto  has  been  all  a  mistake — that  its 
thoughts  and  interests  have  all  taken  a  vnrong 
direction,  and  that  yon  are  the  Deucalions  des- 
tined to  regenerate  it  ?  You  talk  of  the  fictions 
of  the  poets '^ 


«< 


Meaning  thereby  to  deduce  their  genealogy 
from  the  devil.  He  was  the  father  of  lies,  and, 
of  csourse,  the  first  poet.  Rant  as  you  please, 
Mr.  Singsong ;  facts  are  the  only  things  worth 
a  wise  man^s  consideration.^' 

*^  Agreed;  and  you  will  find  more  in  one 
pai^  of  Shakspeare  than  in  all  the  volumes 
Maculloch  ever  penned.'' 

'*  Maculloch  !►  why  he  is  full  of  facts.**^ 

F  3 
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*'  Nevertheless,  match  me,  in  all  Shakspeare, 
a  fiction  equal  in  wild  extravagance  to  your 
idoFs  theory  of  Absenteeism.'"* 

'*  What  do  you  tliink  of  our  Greatest  Happi- 
ness Principle?**' 

'*  Think  ?~whv  that  it  is  invaluable;  and 
not  the  IcbS  so  for  being  as  old  as  the  hills.  It 
is  the  groundwork  of  tlie  Socratic  philosophy — 
the  staple  of  tlie  Sermon  on  the  Mount.**' 

"  Tliis  is  a  mere  frantic  assumption/'  said 
Matter-of-fact,  in  a  passion  ;  "  and  I  now  see, 
more  clearly  than  ever,  the  necessity  of  adopting 
tlie  suggestion  of  a  friend  of  mine,  namely,  to 
establish  a  Society  for  the  Suppression  of  Poetry. 
Now  don't  alarm  yourself ,  Mr.  Singsong ; 
my  project  will  not  inierfere  with  your  interests. 
I  propose  only  to  suppress  poetry,  not  prose 
run  mad.**' 

"  Ah  !  my  dear  Sir,  I  am  not  now  to  learn 
for  the  first  time  that  if  you  had  your  will,  you 
would  plant  Parnassus  with  hemp  and  tobacco  ; 
turn  the  temple  of  the  JNluses  into  a  cotton- 
mill  ;  and  carry  a  rail-road  right  through  the 
heart  of  fairv-land.**^ 

"  God  help  me  !   the   man's  a  lunatic  !"*  ex- 
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daimed  Matter-of-fact,  casting  a  look  of  be- 
wilderment at  the  poet. 

'^  Lunatic  !^*  said  the  bibliopole,  who,  at- 
tracted by  the  noise  of  the  dispute,  now  joined 
us. — ^^  I  suppose^  Sir,  you  are  alluding  to  poor 
Cribb,  the  dramatist.  His  is  a  hard  case,  poor 
fellow;  but  I'm  happy  to  say  a  subscription 
is  being  got  up  for  him,  to  which,  I  doubt  not, 
each  of  you  will  gladly—^" 

The  mention  of  the  word,  **  subscription,^ 
had  an  electrical  effect  on  the  company,  and  in- 
duced universal  locomotion.  One  person  just 
remembered  that  he  had  a  call  to  make  on  his 
way  home ;  another,  that  he  had  promised  to 
join  a  party  at  Drury  Lane ;  and  a  third,  that  he 
had  got  a  proof-sheet  to  revise  before  the  tnom- 
ing.  Finding  this  to  be  the  case,  I  also  took 
the  opportunity  of  slipping  away,  and  amused 
myself  for  some  hours  afterwards  at  my  lodg- 
ings, with  noting  down  memoranda  of  the 
nighf  8  proceedings  in  my  journal,  which,  how- 
ever, under  any  circumstances,  would  have  been 
vividly  impressed  upon  my  mind,  from  the 
singular  fact  of  my  losing  neither  my  hat  nor 
umbrella  I     They  were  not  even  exchanged  ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

A  FASHIONABLE  TATBON  OF  THE  FINE  ABTS. 

It  is  fortunate  for  young  politicians  that 
there  happens  to  be  such  a  place  as  Ireland. 
To  me,  at  least,  the  sister-isle  has  always  proved 
a  fortunate  theme  for  speculation,  and  Catholic 
Emancipation  in  particular  a  perfect  god-send; 
for,  during  the  whole  period  of  my  connexion 
with  Donovan,  while  I  was  warmly  advocating 
this  question  in  his  Journal,  I  was  as  warmly 
opposing  it  in  another.  I  am  aware  it  will  be 
said  by  those  who  are  incapable  of  the  more  en- 
larged sentiments  of  humanity,  that,  by  thus 
writing  on  both  sides  of  the  question,  I  was  in- 
fluenced by  a  base  love  of  lucre ;  but  I  scorn 
the  ungenerous  insinuation.  My  sole  motive  for 
such  conduct,  originated  in  a  conviction  that  the 
only  way  for  a  man  to  accomplish  himself  as  a 
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pofitidan  is  by  discussing  the  white  as  well 
as  the  black  of  every  question.  Great  truths 
are  best  struck  out  by  collision. 

As,  for  want  of  some  fresher  subject,  I  was 
busy  at  the  office  one  Saturday  morning,  cud- 
gelling my  brains  for  a  smart,  terse  ^*  leader^  on 
Ireland,  in  which  the  Liberator,  as  usual,  should 
figure  by  way  of  episode,  my  thoughts  were 
suddenly  called  off  by  the  entrance  of  the  office- 
derk  with  a  card  for  a  private  view  of  the 
British  Gallery.  There  being  not  a  moment  to 
be  lost,  and  the  Fine  Arts  constituting  one  of 
the  most  material,  indeed  favourite,  branches  of 
my  avocation,  I  gladly  dismissed  the  great  Li- 
berator in  a  sentence,  and  posted  off  full  speed 
to  Pall  Mall. 

I  know  of  no  rarer  intellectual  treat  than  a 
fine  collection  of  paintings.  If  only  by  way  of 
coDtrast  to  one*s  usual  occupations,  it  is  worth  a 
visit.  At  one  moment,  you  are  trudging  along 
the  busy,  crowded,  every-day  world  of  the 
Strand;  the  next,  you  are  standing  in  the 
exalted  presence  of  genius,  amidst  comparative 
stillness  and  desertion,  gazing  on  some  blue  Si- 


110  SOEEOWS  OP 


cilijn  skj  vith  Claode;  drinkiiig  in  the  ^iiit 
of  some  fresh  sem-faieese  with  Vandenrelde; 
feasting  oo  the  luxury  of  some  lovely  woman^s 
black  eve  vith  Reynolds ;  looking,  till  your  very 
flesh  creeps  again,  far  down  into  the  hcmd 
depths  of  some  sunless  glen,  while  a  grim, 
swarthy  brigand,  lurks,  half-seen  among  the 
woods,  with  Salvator  Rosa ;  feeling  what  love 
is  with  Titian,  and  chivalry  with  Vandyke ; 
now  smitten  with  the  coquetish  Spanish 
gypsey-girls  of  Murillo ;  and  now  ready  to  pour 
forth  your  whole  soul  in  adoration  of  the  Ma- 
donnas of  Corregio  or  Carlo  Dolce  !  Five  mi- 
nutes  makes  all  the  difference  in  a  case  like 
this.  It  suffices  to  transport  you  from  the  world 
of  business  and  common-place,  into  the  seventh 
heaven  of  the  imagination  ! 

On  my  arrival  at  the  British  Gallery,  I  found 
a  small  sprinking  of  critics  and  artists,  together 
with  a  few  really  munificent,  and  a  few  would- 
l)e,  patrons  of  the  Fine  Arts-  The  whole  to 
pother  scarcely  exceeded  twenty;  and,  among 
ihtMU,  I  was  particularly  struck  with  a  thin, 
Ull,   miilrking,    elderly   personage,  who  kept 
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flopping  from  painting  to  painting,  as  Beau 
Didapper  might  have  been  supposed  to  do.  A 
more  swift-footed  amateur  I  never  beheld.  The 
finest  skies  of  Claude  failed  to  rivet  his  atten- 
tion for  more  than  a  few  seconds.  Five  minutes 
even  of  a  Rubens,  would  have  bored  him  to 
death. 

*^  Hey  !  Bamet,"  said  this  airy  whirligig,  as 
the  keeper  accompanied  him  most  deferentially 
in  all  his  movements,  ^^wfaat^s  this  ?^- what's 
this?— very  pretty — fine  colouring — blocks  like 
a  daude.** 

<<  That,  General,  if  a  Rembrandt.'" 

**  Well,  well— no  matter— all  the  same — ^fine 
Titian  this  T 

*<  I  beg  pardon,  Oeneral,  if  s  a- 

**  Velasquez,— so  I  see.** 

^  I  rather  think,  General,  it's  a- 


*'  You're  right — so  it  is  —  so  it  is.— -Clever 
artist,  that  Paul  Potter. — Hey,  Bamet  ?" 

**  Very,  General-'* 

"Bamet — Bamet — what's  this,  No.  168— 
warm  sky — fine  perspective  !'* 

The  keeper  hastened  to  point  out  the  number 
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in  his  catalogue,  but  before  he  could  turn  over 
two  or  three  leaves,  the  velocipede  was  off  again 
to  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  Mr.  Ramet 
moving  after  him  as  swiftly  as  his  years  would 
permit. 

Again  the  harlequin  attacked  him. — "  Hey, 
Barnet,  whom  have  we  got  here  ?  No.  325. 
Very  pretty— very  pretty — very  pretty  indeed. 
Charming  face  !  sweet  figure  I  What  a  bust  !'' 


'  That  is  the  celebrated 
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"  So  I  thought,  and  327  is  her  husband,  I 
suppose.  Sticks  close  to  her  side,  hey,  Barnet  .'*'''' 
and  tlic  General  laughed  blandly  at  this  bright 
surmise. 

In  this  mercurial  style  he  pirouetted  through 
the  gallery,  till  having  finished  his  gallopade, 
and  acc(mij)lished  his  survey  of  about  four 
hundred  paintings  in  something  less  than  half- 
an-hour,  he  wliirled  out  of  the  room,  and  was 
off  like  a  shot  in  his  cab  ! 

Ah,  thought  I,  as  I  stared  after  him  in  an 
ecstasy  of  astonishment  and  admiration,  what  a 
blessing  it  is  to  have  a  quick  apprehension  of 
the  sublime  and  beautiful  in  art ! 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

PHILOSOPHICAL  REFLECTIONS  ON  A  HORSE- 
WHIPPING— THE  CASE  OF  LIBEL. 

**  TfiB  course  of  true  love  never  did  run 
smooth,'"  and  the  same  remark  applies  with 
equal  force  to  the  course  of  a  public  journalist. 
One  day  when  I  was  seated  at  my  desk,  reading 
a  report  of  a  grand  Tory  dinner  given  to  Mr. 
Canning  at  Liverpool,  the  office  boy  knocked 
at  my  door,  with  information  that  two  gentle- 
men were  below  who  were  desirous  of  speaking 
with  the  editor  on  business  of  importance,  which 
admitted  of  no  delay. 

Before  I  had  time  to  consider  what  answer 
should  be  given  to  this  pressing  application,  the 
stnmgers  entered  sans  ceremonie,  and  walking 
straight  up  to  my  desk,  the  taller  of  the  two  (a 
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perfect  elephant  of  a  man)  drew  the  preceding 
Sunday^s  publication  from  his  pocket,  and  point- 
ing with  a  smile  to  a  particular  paragraph,  asked 
if  I  were  the  author  of  that  brilliant  squib. 

I  am  rarely  thrown  off  my  guard,  but  on  this 
occasion  my  vanity  got  the  better  of  my  dis- 
cretion, and,  contrary  to  all  etiquette,  I  at  once 
avowed  the  authorship,  expressing  at  the  same 
time  my  gratification  that  it  had  afforded  them 
amusement. 

'^  So  much  amusement,^^  said  the  tallest  of  the 
two,  *^  that  my  friend  here  and  myself  have 
come  in  person  to  offer  our  express  acknow- 
ledgments.*" 

''  Yes,  Sir,"  added  his  companion,  "  the 
paragraph  in  question  is  one  that  cannot  be  too 
promptly  acknowledged.  It  is  a  base,  unwar- 
rantable calumny  on  a  lady  with  whom  we  have 
the  honour  to  be  acquainted.^ 

"  Calumny  l^  said  I,  "  believe  me,  gentle- 
men, you  are  wholly  in  error.  The  paragraph 
contains  nothing  of  the  sort ;  it  is  a  mere  harm- 
less ^ei/^  (Tesprity  penned  hastily  in  a  moment 
of  overpowering  sprightliness.'^ 
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<<  And  do  you  presume  to  call  ibis  sprightli- 
11688?'**  interrupted  the  giant,  slowly  reading  over 
the  article,  and  laying  a  malignant  emphasis  on 
each  word,  *<  I  tell  you,  Sir,  it  is  an  infamous 
fiilsehood,  such  as  no  gentleman  would  have 
dared  to  circulate.  However,  I  did  not  come  here 
to  talk,  but  to  act;*"  and  so  saying,  he  drew  forth 
a  horsewhip  from  beneath  his  cloak,  and  half 
strangling  me  with  one  hand,  so  as  to  render 
me  utterly  incapable  of  defence,  laid  it  across 
my  shoulders  with  the  other. 

There  is  a  natural  dislike  in  man  to  have  his 
Doee  pulled,  and  the  same  disinclination  ex- 
tends, I  have  generally  observed,  to  a  horse- 
whipping. It  will  not  appear  surprising,  there- 
fore, that  partaking  of  the  common  prejudice  of 

humanity,  I  indignantly  resisted  this  encroach- 
ment on  the  liberty  of  the  subject. — ^**  Sir,** 
said  I,  *^this  ruffian  personality  is  not  to  be 
endured,  and  if  there  be  law  or        ^ 

<<  Personality,  my  good  Sir  P^  said  the  fellow 
who  had  planted  himself  before  the  door,  <^  we 
have  no  wish  to  be  personal;  our  quarrel  is 
with  the  public  editor,  not  the  private  indi- 
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vidual.  I  trust  we  liave  too  nice  a  sense  of 
propriety  not  to  discriminate  between  the  two 
characters.'''* 

This  was  adding  insult  to  injury,  and  being 
followed  up  by  a  brisk  application  of  the  other 
ruffian's  boot  to  my  rear-ward  Adam  as  he  let 
go  his  hold,  after  having  nearly  throttled  me, 
wound  me  up  to  such  a  pitch  of  d:  ;^.^ration, 
that,  making  a  sudden  rush  to  the  door,  I 
knocked  down  the  sophistical  scoundrel  who 
guarded  it,  and  was  off  like  liglitning  to  Dono- 
van "'s  lodnincc^. 

There  is  nothing  like  passion  to  give  wings 
to  a  man's  speed.  It  woukl  make  a  ^Mercury  of 
a  Dutchman.  Hardly  had  I  lost  sidit  of  the 
office,  when,  behokl  !  I  was  at  Donovan's  door. 
My  appearance  struck  him  with  astonishment. 
My  lips  quivered — my  legs  trembled — my 
clothes  exhibited  samples  of  every  crossing  from 
Fleet-street  to  the  Strand. 

''  So,'*''  said  I,  ''a  pretty  condition  you  have 
reduced  me  to,  Mr.  Donovan  !  But  you  shall 
give  me  satisfaction.  Sir,  instant  satisfaction — 
no  ruffian  shall  horsewhip  me  with  impunity."" 
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*'  Horsewhip  I  Nonsense,  you  must  be  joking 
surely.'' 

'*  Sir,  it  is  no  joke  to  me,  whatever  it  maybe 
to  you.  I  tell  you  I  have  been  insulted — 
bullied — and  horsewhipped  into  the  bargain, 
and  all  in  consequence  of  that  confounded  para- 
graph about  Lady  A and  her  reported 

with " 


'*  Sir  Bore  Brocas.  I  remember  it  perfectly ; 
and  so  for  this  harmless  squib  you  have  actually, 
you  say,  been  horsewhipped  ?  Upon  my  word, 
0*Blamey,  this  is  a  monstrous  lucky  affair.  It 
will  give  quite  a  lift  to  the  Paper.  And  then 
the  damages  r 

^*  Indeed  r  said  I  with  a  most  bitter  smile, 
*'  but  you  forget  my  shoulders,  Mr.  Donovan.*' 

^'  Don't  mention  it,  'tis  a  mere  trifle,  not 
worth  thinking  about."" 

"  Trifle,  Sir  ?^ 

^*  To  be  sure ;  what  is  a  horsewhipping  com* 
pared  with  the  iclat  it  will  give  our  Paper  ?  'Tis 
a  mere  nothing  when  one's  used  to  it.  But," 
continued  Donovan,  seeing  that,  so  far  from 
being  convinced,  I  began  to  manifest  increased 
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passion,  ^^  let  us  discuss  the  matter  coolly  and 
rationally,  not  like  romantic  boys,  but  like  m^i 
of  the  world  ;^  and  throwing  himself  back  in  his 
arm-chair,  with  an  easy  impudence  that  made 
me  smile  notwithstanding  my  rage,  commenced 
as  follows: — "  There  are  two  lights  in  which  a 
horsewhipping  may  be  regarded ;  first  as  an 
affair  of  honour,  secondly  as  an  affair  of  busi* 
ness.  Your  raw  stripling  who  is  all  for  the 
heroics,  views  it  only  in  the  first  light,  and  re- 
trieves his  ^  honour^  by  being  shot  through  the 
head ;  but  your  more  shrewd  worldling,  having 
wit  enough  to  view  it  in  the  other,  obtains  satis- 
faction by  making  his  aggressor  pay  down  a 
handsome  per  centage  for  his  experiment  Now 
I  contend  that  all  assaults,  whether  dorsal, 
humeral,  or  nasal,  should  be  regarded  in  this 
light,  and  revenged  in  this  spirit  only.  For 
why  should  not  a  man  make  his  shoulders  as 
available  a  property  as  his  brains  P  Why  let 
the  slightest  portion  of  corporeal  capital  lay 
idle  ?  It  is  an  affiront  to  an  all-wise  Providence 
to  do  so,  especially  in  your  case,  whose  Atlan- 
tean   shoulders  were  manifestly  built  for  the 
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purposes  of  assault.    Be  resigned  then,  O'Blar- 

* 

ney,  ever  bearing  in  mind  this  consolatory 
axiom,  that,  after  all,  a  horsewhipping  is  no- 
thing more  than  a  dispute  taking  a  practical, 
instead  of  a  theoretical  turn.  Besides,  consider, 
assaults  usually  carry  damages,  and  that  made 
oa  you  being  of  a  highly  inflammatory  charac- 
ter, ten  to  one  it  conjures  a  cool  five  hundred 
out  of  Sir  Bore*s  pocket  into  yours.  Now  with 
this  sum  you  can  make  the  grand  tour !  Really 
my  friend,  all  things  considered,  I  look  on  this 
affair  as  quite  a  god-send,  and  am  so  far  from 
condoling  with  you,  that  I  beg  leave  to  offer  you 
my  sincerest  congratulations.  Of  course,  you'll 
prosecute  F' 

'*  That^s  as  may  happen ;  at  present  I  can 
think  of  nothing  but  the  intolerable  pain  in  my 
shoulder-blades.'" 

^^  Nonsense.  You  must — you  shall  prose- 
cute. How  is  the  affair  to  get  wind  else  ?  Con- 
sider, your  ^  honour,'  as  you  call  it,  is  at  stake.' 

**  My  honour,  Mr.  Donovan !  Why,  Sir, 
my  very  seat  of  honour  is  at  stake!  Would 
you  believe  it,  the  rufiBan ^" 


120  SORKOW^    OF 

"  You  need  not  go  on,  I  can  gue^s  wliat  is 
to  come ;  there  are  no  half  measures  in  affairs 
of  this  sort ;  so  the  '  ruffian''  having  done  his 
business  in  a  workmanlike  style,  it  is  now 
your  turn  to  do  yours.  Let  mc  see.  In  the 
first  place,  you  must  enter  an  action  of  as- 
sault and  battery  against  Sir  Bore  Brocas;  se- 
condly  ''* 

At  this  stage  of  the  conversation,  a  lad  en- 
tered the  room  with  a  most  suspicious,  lawyer- 
like  note,  which  he  said  had  been  left  for  the 
proprietor  and  editor  of  the  Squib  Journal,  and 
which,  as  the  bearer  had  declared  it  to  contain 
matters  of  importance,  the  clerk  had  ordered 
him  to  forward  to  Donovan's  lodn-inrrs. 

Donovan  opened  the  note,  but  before  he  had 
perused  three  lines,  his  countenance  visibly 
lengthened. 

I  watched  the  change,  and,  delighted  with  an 
opportunity  of  repaying  banter  with  banter — 
for  I  had  been  more  annoyed  by  his  irony  than 
I  chose  to  confess — said,  "  Heyday,  what's  the 
matter  now  ?  Is  there  a  second  horsewhipping 
in  the  wind  ?"' 
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^^  Don't  talk  so  like  a  fool,'*'  replied  Donovan 
sulkily ;  ^'  this  is  no  time  for  joking.^ 

^'  So  I  thought  when  you  were  favouring  me 
just  now  with  your  facetious  essay .^ 

**  Zounds,  O'Blamey ,  youVe  enough  to  drive 
one  mad.  Here  is  a  notice  of  action  for  a  libel 
contained  in  our  paper  of  Sunday  fortnight.  How- 
ever, it^s  your  business,  not  mine.  It  is  monstrous 
that  the  innocent  should  suffer  for  the  guilty .^^ 
^'  Capital.  So  you  are  to  monopolize  all  the 
profits  of  the  paper,  and  I  the  horsewhippings 
and  libels  !^ 

Why,  are  you  not  the  editor  ?" 
And  you  the  proprietor  ?^' 
Granted,  but  wlten  I  engaged  you  it  was 
fiir  from  my  intention  to  stand  godfather  to 
your  libels.  No,  no,  Sir,  you  must  come  for- 
ward and  acknowledge  your  own  paternity.  I 
will  have  no  order  of  affiliation  made  on  me. 
How,  in  the  name  of  common  sense,  could  you 
be  fool  enough  to  meddle  with  the  private  cha- 
racter of  a  cabinet  minister  !^ 

*^  And  how  could  you  be  fool  enough  to 
allow  the  paragraph  to  be  inserted  ?^ 

VOL.    I.  6 
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"  Well,  well,  this  recrimination  is  childish  ; 
what'^s  done  can'^t  be  undone ;  therefore  our 
mutual  safety  is  what  we  must  now  look  to,  I 
despise  that  sort  of  chivalrous  spirit  which 
would  induce  one  man  to  go  to  gaol  for  another ; 
at  the  same  time,  mark  me,  I  would  not  wish  to 
do  any  thing  unjust  or ''^ 

*"  Ahem  !  I  clearly  understand  you,  Sir.'* 

After  some  further  conversation  of  this  na- 
ture, which  terminated,  as  might  have  been 
anticipated,  in  a  quarrel — for  I  could  not  but 
see  that  Donovan  meditated  throwing  all  the 
o}tus  of  the  libel  on  my  already  sufficiently 
afflicted  slioulders — I  left  him  with  the  fixed 
but  secret  determinationPof  resigning  my  edi- 
torial functions,  and  never  again  venturing  my 
person  near  the  office. 

This  resolution  was  no  sooner  formed  than 
executed.  I  instantly  removed  from  my  old 
lodgings ;  kept  my  new  place  of  abode  a  more 
than  Eleusinian  mystery  ;  and  never  once,  for 
a  whole  fortnight,  ventured  out,  except,  like  a 
bat  or  a  burglar,  by  night. 

Meantime  the  myrmidons  of    the  law  were 
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not  inactive,  and  within  a  very  brief  period 
from  my  resignation  of  the  editorship,  the 
Morning  Papers  made  me  acquainted  with  the 
fiict  that  Patrick  Donovan,  having  been  found 
guilty  of  a  libel  on  a  distinguished  member  of 
his  Majesty's  Gbvemment,  was  to  be  brought 
up  on  the  ensuing  term  for  judgment. 

About  the  same  time,  through  the  influence 
cf  a  respectable  news-agent,  who  alone  was  in 
my  confidence,  the  editorship  of  a  country 
journal,  entitled  the  <^  Humbug  Flying  Re- 
porter," was  offered  me,  for  which  town  I  forth- 
with took  my  departure,  with  the  avowed  in- 
tention of  henceforth  cutting  all  connexion  with 
a  metropolis  where  my  industry  and  abilities 
had  met  with  so  unworthy  a  recompence. 

It  was  on  a  chilly,  foggy  April  evening  that 
I  took  my  seat  inside  the  Humbug  Mercury. 
My  prospects  were  gloomy,  my  spirits  still  more 
so.  Gradually,  however,  this  despondency  wore 
away,  and  gave  place  to  livelier  sensations.  A 
nighfs  journey  in  a  stage-coach  is  an  excellent 
recipe  for  the  blues.  A  thousand  little  inci- 
dents are  perpetually  at  work  to  call  off  the 
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attention  from  Self.     There  is  the  casual  and 
often  divertingly  characteristic  chit-chat-— the 
whimsical  settling-down  of  the  more  practised 
insiders  into  a  snug  nook  for  a  nap — the  cheer- 
ing sound  of  the  guard'^s  horn  as  the  horses 
clatter  along  the  stones  of  some  provincial  town 
^the  snatch  of  supper  at  the  appointed  inn, 
with  the  bright  fire«side  and  the  blazing  can- 
dles ; — then  again  the  abrupt  departure,  with 
the  "  good  night'^  of  my  landlord,  and  the  "  all 
right*'  of  the  regenerated  coachman; — these  and 
divers  other  minutiae,  though  trifling  enough 
you  will  say,  have  at  least  a  tendency  to  divert 
tlie  mind,  and  so  far  reassured  me,  that  by  the 
time  I  reached  Humbug,  I  had  wholly  regained 
my  serenity,  notwithstanding  I  had  for  fourteen 
ours  been  wedged  fast  between  two  elderly 
liuUos,  one  of  whom  took  Scotch  snuff,  and  the 
other  talked  incessantly  of  her  son  Tom. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

A  PROVINCIAL  GREAT  MAN. 

Within  a  walking  distance  of  the  borough 
of  Humbug  dwelt  Miles  Snodgrass,  Esquire, 
who  was  rich,  consequently  respectable,  and 
possessed  of  considerable  local  influence.  As 
the  artificer  of  his  own  fortune,  Mr.  Snodgrass 
held  himself  in  no  slight  estimation.  His  father 
had  for  years  been  the  town-clerk ;  but  dying 
suddenly  when  Miles  was  yet  a  boy,  left  him 
heir  to  little  but  his  virtues  and  his  wardrobe. 
The  lad,  however,  being  tractable,  bustling, 
and  gifted  with  what  the  experienced  in  such 
matters  call  *<  an  eye  to  business,^^  was  taken 
notice  of  by  the  parochial  authorities,  who  con- 
trived to  get  him  bound  apprentice  to  an  old 
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friend  of  his  father,  a  wcaUhy  linen-draper  of 
Ilunihug,  in  which  capacity  he  rendered  him- 
self so  o'cnerally  useful,  that  at  the  expiration 
of  his  servitude  his  master,  finding  he  could 
not  do  witliout  him,  took  the  young  man  into 
partnership,  and  in  process  of  time,  as  he  him- 
self waxed  old  and  indolent,  invested  him  with 
the  entire  superintendence  of  the  concern. 

Years  rolled  on,  and  each  successive  one 
found  ^liles  Snodgrass  rising  into  gradual  im- 
])ortancc  in  tlie  neiglibourhood.  By  the  death 
of  his  patron,  he  became  sole  proprietor  of 
the  concern,  which  enabled  him  to  enlarge 
the  splierc  of  his  ambition,  and  espouse  the 
wealthy  daugliter  of  a  retired  butcher  and 
Alderman  of  the  borough. 

13 ut  his  good  luck  did  not  stop  here.  Some 
men  are  born  with  a  silver  spoon  in  their  mouths, 
and  ^liles  Snodgrass  was  one  of  these  lucky 
few.  A  successful  speculation  in  cottons,  ren- 
dered him,  shortly  after  his  marriage,  so  wholly 
independent  of  trade,  as  to  justify  him  in  with- 
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drawing  his  name  from  the  concern,  and  be- 
eoming  what  is  called,  *^  a  sleeping  partner.*^ 

It  is  from  this  period  that  his  standing  in 
society  may  be  dated.  At  the  urgent  inter- 
oession  of  his  eldest  daughter,  who  was  now 
fast  advancing  to  womanhood,  he  exchanged  his 
snug  private  house  in  the  main  street  for  a  spa- 
dous  mansion  about  half  a  mile  from  the  bo- 
loagh;  emblazoned  the  armorial  bearings  of 
the  Snodgrasses  on  the  panels  of  his  carriage ; 
suddenly  discovered  that  his  family  was  of 
ancient  extraction ;  and  once,  in  a  moment  of 
enthusiasm,  was  heard  to  talk  of  his  ancestors  ! 

The  town  viewed  these  symptoms  of  unequi* 
vocal  gentility  with  more  than  ordinary  inte- 
rest. The  Corporation,  in  particular,  were  de- 
lighted with  such  a  handsome  additament  to 
their  firatemity ;  and  rioted  in  anticipation  of 
the  glorious  Hastings  that  would  ensue,  when 
Miles  Snodgrass,  Esq.  should  be  metamorphosed 
into  his  Worship  the  Mayor. 

Nor  were  they  disappointed^    After  passing. 

o3 
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through  all  the  initiatory  phases,  our  worthy 
l)urgess,  who  had  for  many  years  been  expand- 
ing into  the  requisite  circumference,  became 
Mayor  of  the  borough  of  Humbug.  His  inau- 
gural dinner  surpassed  all  expectation,  and  was 
rendered  unusually  popular  by  the  death  of  two 
attornies  from  apoplexy. 

I  have  as  yet  said  nothing  on  the  subject  of 
his  Worsln'p's  politics.  Being  more  than  ordi- 
narily fortunate,  he  was,  of  course,  loyal  in  pro- 
portion, and  having  invested  a  considerable  por- 
tion of  his  property  in  the  Five  2)cr  Cents.,  made 
a  point  of  getting  up  Pitt  dinners,  together  with 
all  sorts  of  Clubs,  Meetings,  and  Addresses  that 
might  tend  to  strengthen  the  pubh'c  securities, 
and  evince  his  attacliment  to  the  ruling  powers. 
His  hostility  to  the  Radicals  was  equally  exem- 
plary ;  while  the  stocks,  the  cart's-tail,  and  the 
black-hole,  bore  testimony  to  his  vigour  as  a 
magistrate. 

Such  services  did  not  pass  unnoticed.     A  ca- 
binet minister  happening,  during  his  Mayoralty, 
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be  on  a  visit  in  the  neighbourhood^  a  grand  pub- 
lic dinner,  at  which  his  Worship  presided,  was 
given  to  the  great  man,  who,  after  the  customary 
loyal  toasts,  &c.,  not  only  proposed  the  health  of 
the  Mayor  of  Humbug,  but  even  held  him  forth 
to  the  company  as  a  shining  public  character, 
whose  patriotism  was  as  sterling  as  his  eloquence, 
and  with  whom  it  was  an  honour  to  be  acquainted. 

This  compliment  —  particularly  the  touch 
about  his  eloquence,  on  which  he  prided  him- 
self— ^was  very  nearly  the  death  of  Mr.  Snod- 
grass.  He  did  not  get  safely  over  it  for  six 
months.  He  talked  of  it  by  day,  he  dreamed 
of  it  by  night ;  looked  about  him  with  an  air ; 
affected  reserve  and  mystery,  as  if  vast  ideas 
were  fermenting  in  his  brain ;  until  at  length 
he  reasoned  himself  into  the  conviction  that  he 
was  bond^fide  a  great  man  ! 

But  there  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,  and 
his  Worship^s  having  been  some  years  at  its  full 
floods  was  now  beginning  to  ebb.  Notwithstand- 
ing the  publicly  proclaimed  friendship  of  the 
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cabinet  minister,  time  rolled  on  and  found  him 
an  unrewarded  country  magistrate.  Though  on 
the  occasion  of  a  memorable  Tory  meeting  at 
Humbug,  he  had  gone  the  extreme  length  of 
declaring  his  perfect  readiness  to  die  in  the  last 
ditch  in  defence  of  the  glorious  Constitution, 
still  he  had  been  refused  the  only  place  he  ever 
solicited  from  Government.  This  was  a  hard 
case,  but  he  bethought  himself  of  the  pro- 
verbiiU  ingratitude  of  public  men,  and  for  a 
time  was  reconciled  to  his  loU 

An  event)  at  length,  occurred  which  deranged 
the  whole  economy  of  his  politics.  Owing  to 
the  }H>puIar  cIanK>ur,  the  Minister  of  the  day 
found  himself  compelled  to  reduce  the /'ire  per 
CV.*4A\\«  and  Mr  Snodgrass,  who,  as  I  obsenred 
lH^f\u\\  had  invested  largely  in  these  funds,  ex- 
|H'vioni\\{  in  ciMisequence  a  considerable  reduc- 
ti\M\  of  inixnne.  Heavens  and  earth  1  what  was 
hi^  iu\h'^uati\U)  when  the  appalling  tidings  first 
ivacluHl  hiau  He  threatened— he  raved— he 
UlktHi  of  Tivry  madness  and  ministerial  ingra- 
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titude — hinted  that  he  had  been  mistaken  in 
his  prejudice  against  the  Whigs — and  brought 
himself  to  think  even  of  the  Radicals  without 
honor !  There  is  no  affront  so  deeply  resented 
or  so  long  remembered  as  that  offered  to  the 
pocket,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  was  proverbially 
sensitive  on  this  point. 

It  was  about  this  critical  period,  when  he 
had  withdrawn  in  disgust  from  public  life,  that 
I  made  my  first  appearance  at  Humbug.  As 
the  editor  of  the  only  Liberal  journal — ^my  con- 
temporary was  a  red-hot  Tory — it  was,  of 
course,  requisite  that  I  should  cultivate  con- 
nexion as  much  as  possible.  I  instituted,  there- 
fore, minute  inquiries  into  the  characters,  po- 
litics, wealth,  patronage,  and  so  forth,  of  every 
leading  family  in  the  district,  and  soon  became 
acquainted  with  all  the  circumstances  relative 
to  Mr.  Snodgrass  which  I  have  just  narrated. 

Fortunately  for  my  prospects  of  notoriety, 
the  Liberal  member  died  a  few  months  after  my 
arrival  in  Humbug,  and  it  became  a  matter  of 
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pressing  necessity  to  put  another  of  similar  prin- 
ciples in  nomination. 

1  was  among  the  first  applied  to  on  this  sub- 
ject— such  influence  had  my  bustling  activity 
already  procured  me — and  to  the  committee 
who  paid  me  the  lionour  of  an  official  visit,  I 
ventured,  after  numerous  candidates  had  been 
proposed  and  rejected,  to  suggest  the  name  of 
Miles  Snodgrass. 

The  conunittee,  as  I  expected,  were  thunder- 
struck at  the  suscrestion. 

''  Whv,  he  is  a  Tory  !"*  said  one. 
*'  A  mere  imbecile  I'^  exclaimed  a  second. 
''  His   very  name  would  damn  the  cause  !"" 
hinted  a  thirtl. 

"  Gentlemen,"  I  observed,  "  believe  me,  you 
are  all  in  error  on  this  point.  True,  Mr.  Snod- 
grass is  a  Tory  ;  but  why  ?  Because  his  prin- 
ciples have  hitherto  squared  with  his  interests. 
Of  late,  however,  he  has  sustained  grievous 
pecuniary  inconvenience,  and  is  just  now,  as  I 
have  every  reason  to  believe,  in  that  state  of 
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vacillation,  which  it  requires  only  an  expert 
tactician  to  turn  to  account.  Habit  would  still 
incline  him  to  Toryism ;  but  wounded  vanity 
-^disappointed  ambition— diminished  means — 
urge  him  forward  in  an  opposite  direction. 

^*  You  say  he  is  unpopular.  That  may  be, 
but  he  is  at  least  a  favourite  with  our  Corpo* 
ration,  the  majority  of  whom  are  likely  enough 
tu  wink  at  his  tergiversation,  from  the  rever- 
ential reminiscences  they  entertain  of  his  past 
dinners,  and  the  avidity  with  which  they  look 
forward  to  future  ones.  Oendemen,  a  politi- 
cian, no  matter  whether  Whig  or  Tory,  who 
baits  with  a  good  dinner,  is  pretty  sure  to  hook 
an  Alderman ! 

*^  Besides,  let  us  bear  in  mind  that  from 
Mr.  Snodgrass^  nomination  we  derive  these 
two  positive  advantages:  in  the  first  place, 
if  he  come  over  to  our  party,  yet  fail  in  his 
dection,  he  is,  from  that  moment,  muzzled  for 
life ;  secondly,  if  he  succeed,  he  will  plead  our 
cause  with  all  the  energy  of  which  he  is  capable ; 
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for  as  neglected  poets  turn  to  raving  critics,  so 
disappointed  Tories  invariably  make  the  stiffest 
Liberals.  Of  the  exact  amount  of  his  imbecility 
I  am  no  judge,  further  than  that  he  m  an  Alder- 
man, and  has  been  a  Mayor.  Trust  me,  how- 
ever, it  is  not  always  the  wisest  man  that  makes 
the  best  patriot.'*^ 

The  committee  were  so  struck  with  the  saga- 
city—I quote  their  own  appropriate  expressions 
— of  these  suggestions,  that,  after  one  or  two 
more  discussions,  they  all  came  round  to  my 
way  of  thinking ;  decided  that  Mr.  Snodgrass 
should  be  invited  to  stand  on  the  Whig  (or  as 
we  adroitly  phrased  it,  the  Independent)  inte- 
rest ;  and  waving  the  usual  forms  of  going  up 
in  a  body — as  it  was  supposed  that  more  could 
be  done  with  Mr.  Snodgrass  in  a  confidential  tite-- 
d./^/0— that  I  should  wait  on  him  singly  with 
the  intelligence,  and  exert  all  my  powers  of  rhe- 
toric to  induce  him  to  accede  to  the  nomination. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

HOW  TO  TURN  ONE'S  COAT  BECOMINGLY. 

PoESUAVT  to  the  directions  of  the  committee, 
I  paid  a  visit  in  form  to  the  worthy  Alderman. 
I  found  him  alone  at  breakfast,  in  what  he 
called  his  study,  hidden  behind  a  double  sheet 
of  the  Times;  above  him,  over  the  mantel- 
piece, hung  an  autograph  letter,  framed  and 
.  glazed,  from  the  lord-lieutenant  of  the  county, 
complimenting  him  on  the  zeal  and  ability  he 
had  displayed,  on  some  particular  occasion,in  his 
capacity  of  magistrate ;  and,  directly  opposite, 
his  own  portrait,  a  superb  full-length,  as  Mayor 
of  the  borough  of  Humbug. 

From  the  circumstance  of  his  being  rich,  I 
was  prepared  also  to  find  Mr.  Snodgrass  genteel 
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laaisacx.  Xor  «»  I  dLs^ppoiDted.    It  is 
.irfs'^g  wiax  a  sapenoritj  in  point  of  i^ 
ft  r5ca  cam  poffii^sscs  orer  a  poor  one. 
I  kce  poor  nvn      In  this  respect  I  am  quite  a 


For  the  rest,  the  Aldarraan  vas  jost  sudi  a 
as  EssT  be  met  vith  in  the  Strand  or  od 
X'haz:^  aoj  boor  in  the  daj ;  a  shrewd,  active, 
hot-tcirpa«d  John  Bull ;  about  fifty  jean  of 
age;  sof-^cffweited,  but  far  from  proud ;  frugal 
and,  perhaps,  penurious,  except  where  his  vanity 
was  coocemed,  when  he  could  be  as  lavish  of 
his  mooey  as  a  spendthrift. 

On  taking  my  seat,  after  the  usual  prdimi- 
naries,  &c^  I  opened  on  the  purport  of  my  viat, 
which  being  duly  explained,  I  drew  forth  the 
requisition  from  my  pocket,  placed  it  in  the 
Aldoman^s  hands,  and  watched  attentively  each 
change  of  his  countenance,  as,  adjusting  his 
spectacles,  he  ran  over  the  list  of  signatures, 
and  muttered  a  few  words  on  each ; — ^^  Giles 
Harkland ;  good,  an  old  colleague  of  mine  on 
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the  bencb.— -James  Portsoken;   hah!   a  con- 
nexion^  by  marriage,  of  Mrs.  S. — did  a  deal  of 
business  some  years  since  in  the  soap  line.— 
Anthony  Gatchflat;  hem !  an  attorney,  in  the 
Gaxeiie  last  year,  but  honest,  I  believe,  not- 
withstanding. — John — Charles — Battiscomb^ 
— ^be  Alderman  lingered  over  these  words  with 
evident  satisfaction—**  well,  now,  this  really  is 
most  flattering.     If  there  be  one  man  in  all 
Humbug  I  esteem  more  than  another.  Alder* 
man  Battisoomb  is  that  man.    A  more  respect* 
able  individual  never  breathed.    They  do  say^ 
indeed,  he^s  worth  half  a  million.*'    In  this 
manner  Mr.  Snodgrass  kept  commenting  on  the 
different  signatures,  till  having  gone  through 
the  list,  be  placed  it  on  the  table,  and  said,  witK 
»  sigfa<— **  The  requisition,  Mr.  ■         I  beg  par- 
don, but  I  really  forget  your  name.^ 
"  O'Blamey," 

**  Well,  Mr.  O^Blamey,  the  requisition  which 
you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  be  the  bearer 
of,  is,  I  need  scarcdy  say,  most  flattering  to  my 
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feelings,  and  could  I  but  accept  the  handsome 
offer  of  the  committee,  I  would  do  so  most 
gladly  ;  but.  Sir,  there  are  grave  considerations 
in  the  way,  which '*'' 

'^  I  know  to  what  you  allude,  Sir;  but  I 
flatter  myself  I  can  -adduce  reasons  that  shall 
convince  you  that,  as  a  public  man,  you  are 
perfectly  unfettered/'* 

The  Alderman  shook  his  head. — ''  It  is  im- 
])ossible.  Sir;    I  am  too  old  to  rat.'''* 

"  Nor  would  the  committee  dare  to  hope 
such  a  thing.  In  fact,  Sir,  it  is  the  conviction 
that  sucli  a  phrase  cannot,  by  any  possibility, 
apply  to  you,  that  brings  me  here  to-day.*" 

^'  Not  apply — not  apply  "^  Indeed — how  so  ^ 
Explain  yourself .''' 

'*  Why,  Sir,  it  must  be  evident  to  all  men  of 
the  slightest  discernment,  that  a  public  cha- 
racter, so  well  known  and  so  generally  esteemed 
as  yourself,  and  one,  too,  who  has  so  much  at 
stake,  would  never  dream  of  altering  his  line  of 
policy,  except  from  the  pressing  dictates " 
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*'  Humph  r  interrupted  Mr.  Snodgrass,  with 
a  disappointed  air ;  <<  very  oMrect,  no  doubt ; 
but  fine  words  butter  no  parsnips.  As  a  man 
of  honour,  and  holding  the  station  I  do  in  the 
borough,  I  am  compromised  beyond  all  hopes 
of  escape.  Am  I  not  pledged  to  Tory  prin- 
ciples?" 

Certainly ;  but  not  to  Tory  t^giversation/^ 
No ;  thai  I  should  set  my  face  against,  as  I 
did  against  the  reduction  of  the  Five  per  Cents, 
— a  most  scandalous  busmess,  which  I  shall 
never  fcnrgive,  were  I  to  live  a  thousand  years." 

"  You  say  you  are  compromised,^  said  I, 
bringing  him  back  to  the  pobt,  ^  to  Tory  prin- 
ciples, but  not  to  Tory  tergiversation.  Be  it  so. 
But  suppose  that  Government  is  going  to  do 
with  other  great  questions  what  it  has  already 
done  with  the  Five  per  Cents.,  will  you  tell  me, 
that  in  such  a  case,  you  will  be  still  compro- 
mised.^ Believe  me,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  I  am 
supposing  no  extreme  case.  The  emergency 
has  already  arisen.    The  whole  system  of  Tory 
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policj  is  at  this  moment  on  the  eve  of  important 
changes,  so  loud  is  the  discontent  of  the 
country,  and  so  influential  the  independent 
party,  whether  in  or  out  of  parliament.*^ 

This  staggered  the  Alderman,  who,  I  could 
dearly  perceiTe,  held  his  opinicxis  more  from 
hahit  than  conviction.  After  a  short  pause,  I 
resumed  as  follows  :— **  Taking  all  the  pecu- 
liarities of  your  position  into  consideration,  I 
cannot  see  how,  with  any  consistency,  you  can 
longer  support  Ministers.  They  are  of  opinion 
that  the  Five  per  Cents,  should  be  reduced.  You 
hold  that  such  reduction  is  a  breach  of  faith 
with  the  national  creditor .'^^ 

^^But  you  forget  that  question  is  settled 
now.** 

*<  True ;  and  being  so  settled  in  the  teeth  of 
all  their  former  professions,  what  security  can 
you  have  for  the  future  good  faith  of  Mi- 
nisters?*** 

<<  Ahem !  There  is  some  sense  in  what  you 
say ;  but  remember,  that  on  every  other  ques- 
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tion,  I  hold  the  same  sentiments  us  Oovem- 
ment." 

**  So  you  think ;  but  ^ho  is  to  know  what 
those  sentiments  are  ?  Between  ourselves.  Sir, 
I  have  it  on  the  very  best  authority— >for  it  is 
surprising  how  soon  these  things  get  wind — that 
many  of  the  leading  Tory  landowners,  whose 
members  have  hitherto  supported  Government, 
are  now  beginning  to  think  that  they  will  be 
safer  under  a  more  liberal  one.^ 

The  Alderman  here  fell  into  a  profound  fit  of 
musing.  I  did  not  disturb  his  reverie,  for  I 
saw  that  it  was  at  work  in  a  right  channd« 
Unwilling,  however,  that  his  vacillation  should 
be  noticed,  he  observed  in  an  indifferent  tone — 
*<  Your  last  piece  of  intelligence,  I  must  own, 
surprises  me ;  for  notwithstanding  your  argu- 
ments, and  really  there  is  a  good  deal  in  them, 
I  cannot  see  how  those  who  have  hitherto  acted 
with  the  Tories,  can  now  consistently  support 
the  Whigs." 

**  For  two  excellent  reasons.    First,  because 
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the  necessities  of  the  day  demand  a  change  of 
measures ;  secondly ,  because  the  M'higs,  equally 
with  the  Tories,  are  pledged  to  the  support  of 
the  great  landed  and  monied  interests.'^ 

'*Right,^'  said  the  Alderman,  with  suitable  pomp 
of  manner  ;  "  property  must  have  its  influence — 
vested  interests  must  be  supported.  Let  who 
will  be  ^liniNter,  ice  wn^s7  have  tliis  protection."*' 

'^  Can  you  doubt  it  ?  The  two  parties,  what- 
ever tlicv  may  once  have  done,  now  differ  only 
on  minor  points/*' 

'*  Indeed  !  AVhat  say  you  to  Reform  ?  Your 
Whigs  (or  Independents,  as  you  please  to  call 
them)  are  pledged  to  that  at  least ;  and  really 
to  be  candid  with  you,  a  late  abominable 
transaction  has  convinced  me  too,  that  some 
sort  of  snug,  quiet,  temperate  reform  is  neces- 
sary. Little  did  I  think  I  should  ever  live  to 
entertain  such  a  notion  !  But  I  will  encourage 
no  wild  Whig  theories.  Fm  a  plain,  practical 
man,  and  always  look  to  facts.*" 

"  Wild  Wliig  theories  !    Ah,  Mr.  Snodgrass, 
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if  the  Whigs  have  their  faults,  the  Tories  have 
them  a  thousand  times  worse.  Consider  only 
the  indifference,  not  to  say  the  ingratitude, 
with  which  Ministers  have  passed  you  over. 
Why,  even  that  glorious  testimony  to  your 
public  worth  which  I  see  hanging  above  my 
head,  has  brought  with  it  nought  but  barren 
hoooor ;  while  others,  even  in  this  very  neigh- 
bourhood, have  been  loaded  with  ministerial 
bounty." 

**  Yes,  there  was  Spraggs  the  barrister,  who 
got  that  very  living  for  his  eldest  son,  which 
Lord  Leatherhead  has  promised  me  for  Tom  a 
dozen  times.*^ 

'*  What!  a  Spraggs  preferred  to  a  Snodgrass? 
Impossible  r 
*•  Fact.'' 

**•  Monstrous  !  Were  I  situated  as  you  are. 
Sir,  I  would  at  once  shew  Ministers  that  I  was 
not  a  fool  to  be  trifled  with — ^a  worm  to  be 
trodden  on  with  impunity.*' 

"  You  are  warm,  Sir,"  said  Mr.  Snodgrass, 

VOL.  I.  H 
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with  a  bland  smile;  ''  and  though  your  feelings 
do  you  credit,  still  as  I  have  long  since  forgiven 
what,  between  ourselves,  I  cannot  but  look  on 
as  a  slight '''' 

"  A  slight !  A  breach  of  common  honesty, 
you  should  say.*" 

*'  Well,  well,  my  young  friend,  be  it  as  you 
please  ;  only  do  pray  be  calm.  You  see  how 
composed  I  am.  With  regard  to  the  question 
before  us,  I  have  merelv  to  say — and  I  befr 
you     to    assure    the    committee,    that    I    say 

so  with  deep  regret  —  that  under  existing 
circumstances,   I  must  decline  their  handsome 

offer.     A  man  of  my  station,   I\Ir.  O'Blarney, 

cannot  chop  and  change  as  if  he  were  a  mere 

Nobody  !   I  have  a  character  to  support,  Sir."*' 

"  Since  this  is  the  case  tlien,  Mr.  Snodgrass, 

"^  I  replied,  rising  to  take  leave,  "there  is  no 

more  to  be  said.     Yet  I  could  have  wished  it 

had  been  otherwise,  if  only  by  way  of  answer  to 

those  gentlemen  whom  no  later  than  yesterday, 

I  myself  heard  declare  in  the  town-hall,  that 
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no  matter  what  terpw&^adaos  Blinisters  miglit 
be  guilty  o^  Miles  Snodgrass  would  still  stiA 
by  them,  for  he  had  neither  the  sense  to  tidnk, 
nor  the  spirit  to  act  for  himself.'* 

This  seasonable  taunt  changed  the  whide  na> 
tore  of  the  Aldennan^s  position.  With  a  loud 
▼oioe  and  flashing  eye,  he  exclaimed, — ^  Ah ! 
what^'s  that  you  say  ?  Sit  down  Sir,  sit  down ; 
jou  are  so  hasty — so  precipitate.^ 

Resuming  my  seat,  I  repeated  slowly  and 
emphatically  every  word  I  had  just  uttered, 
with  the  addition  of  such  inflammatory  phrases 
as  mi^t  make  the  fitting  impression  cm  Mr. 
Snodgrass^s  mind.  My  meers  had  just  the  ef- 
fect I  calculated  on ;  for  before  I  had  half 
finished,  he  started  from  his  seat,  rudely  inter- 
rupting me  with, — *^  And  did  th^  say  this. 
Sir  ? — ^Did  they  really  dare  to  speak  so  of  a  man 
who  for  jean  past — but  I  si^  nothing.  Sir — 
mark  me,  I  say  nothing;  but  this  I  will  say, 
that  the  public  service  is  the  most  »^*— ^Hfus — 
the  most— And  they  really  said  this,  did  they?** 

h2 
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*'  They  did,  indeed  ;  but  you  have  it  in  your 
power  nobly  to  refute  the  calumny.  Join  the 
Whigs,  who,  by-the-by,  have  always  dreaded 
your  influence,  and  those  dangerous  powers  of 
oratory  which "* 

"  What,  then,  you  heard  of  the  speech  I 
made  during  my  Mayoralty  ?  It  certainly  did 
create  a  stir  at  the  time,""  added  the  Aldernum, 
recovering  in  some  degree  liis  self-complacency. 

"  And  no  wonder.  You  are  aware,  of  cour>e, 
Sir,  that  the  I^iving  of  St.  Andrew'^s  is  just 
about  to  l)c  vacated  by  the  promotion  of  the 
present  incumbent  to  a  deanery  ?*' 

*'  I  never  heard  a  syllable  of  it,''  said  the 
xVlderman,  musing. 

'*  It  is  the  richest  in  all  Humbug,   Vm  told.' 

'*  So  they  say  ;  what  then  ?"* 

''  Oh,  nothing.  I  was  merely  thinking,  that 
as  you  intended  your  son  for  the  church, it  would 
be  the  very  thing  to  suit  him.  The  patron,  you 
are  aware,  is  a  staunch  Whig,  and  as  I  have 
good  reason  to  believe,  exceedingly  anxious  that 
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a  person  of  your  rank  and  ability  should  be 
returned  for  the  borough.**^ 

**  My  dear  Sir,**^  said  the  Alderman  with  ani- 
mation, *^  your  arguments  are  so  convincing,  and 
the  justice  and  necessity  of  the  case  so  apparent, 
that — that — ^in  short,  Mr.  O^Blamey,  I  accept 
the  flattering  offer  of  the  committee.  I  will 
shew  Ministers  what  it  is  to  overlook — I  mean. 
Sir,  that  by  deeds  as  well  as  words,  I  will  prove 
that  I  have  the  public  good  at  heart.  But  you 
are  quite  sure  the  Living  is  about  to  fall  va- 
cant?^ 

**'  I  heard  so  from  the  incumbent's  own  lips.'^ 

*«  What  a  capital  thing  for  Tom !  Not  that 
this  has  the  slightest  weight  with  me.  I  am 
not  a  man  to  be  biassed  by  interested  motives, 
as  I  think  I  have  suflSciently  shown  in  the  sa- 
crifices I  have  already  made  for  my  king  and 
country  ;^  and  the  Alderman  looked  the  very 
image  of  patriotic  benevolence. 

At  this  moment  we  were  interrupted  by  a 
light  tap  at  the  door,  and  his  bailiff  entered  the 
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room.  —  "  Beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  it  was  Missis's 
wish  that " 

"  Your  mistress  should  have  known  better,"" 
replied  Mr.  Snodgrass,  sharply,  "  than  to  send 
you  here,  when  she  knew  I  was  busy.  What 
do  you  want  ?"** 

After  sundry  preliminary  hems  and  haws, 
the  bailiff  commenced  a  somewhat  copious  nar- 
rative of  the  distresses  of  one  of  Mr.  Snodgrass'^s 
tenants,  who,  with  his  wife  and  three  children, had 
been  burnt  out  of  house  and  home  a  few  nights 
previously,  and,  as  a  last  resource,  had  requested 
the  bailiff  to  lay  his  rase  before  the  Alderman. 

**  Burnt  out !  Starving  wife  and  family  I 
Aye,  aye,  the  old  story.  What  business  has  a 
poor  man  with  such  a  litter  ?  Pretty  thing,  if 
all  my  tenants  who  have  families  were  to  apply 
to  me  for  support !" 

"  Missis  says,  Sir,  says  she,  if  you  can  only 
assist  them,  just  till  they  can *" 

**  What !  assist  a  fellow  from  whom  I  have  not 
received  a  farthing's  rent  for  the  last  year  ?" 
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**  But  the  man  and  his  family  are  actually 
starving,  Sir,^  replied  the  honest  fellow,  waxing 
bold  in  a  good  cause. 

*^  Starving,  John  !  How  can  that  be?  There^s 
lota  of  excellent  soup  and  meat  twice  a  week 
at  the  work-house.  I  tasted  the  soup  once 
myself,  and  really — ^  making  a  wry  face,  as  if 
he  had  swallowed  physic, — **  it  was  not  so 
much  amiss."^ 

^*  It  is  but  a  small  matter.  Sir,  that  is ^"^ 

^*  Small  or  large,  I  can  do  nothing ;  so  leave 
us ;  Mr.  O^Blamey  and  myself  are  busy.^ 

Aware  that  all  further  expostulation  was 
useless,  the  bailiff  quitted  the  room ;  and  Mr. 
Snodgrass  continued,  *'As  you  were  saying, 
Mr.O'Blamey,  when  this  blockhead  interrupted 
us,  I  feel  conscious  that  I  have  it  in  my  power 
to  be  of  some  little  service  to  my  country. 
What  is  fortune  to  a  man  who  has  the  good  of 
his  fellow-men  at  heart  ?  But  how  are  we  to 
win  over  the  Corporation  ?" 

«^  Leave  that  to  the  committee.  Sir." 
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"  And  the  Dissenters  ?**' 

"  You  can  subscribe  a  hundred  pounds  to 
their  Institution.'"* 

"  Humph  !  won't  fifty  ? — But  no  matter  ;  it 
shall  be  as  you  say.*" 

"  I  am  to  presume  then  all  is  settled  ?'' 

''  Unquestionably,  for  if  I  expend  my  last 
shilling,  I  am  resolved  the  citizens  of  Humbug 
shall  see  that  Miles  Snodgrass  is  not  quite  the 
fool  they  take  him  for.  But  the  Whigs  are 
sanguine  of  success,  you  say  ?'*^ 

'*  So  the  committee  assures  me  ;*'  and  with 
these  words,  least  I  should  be  closer  pressed  on 
the  subject,  I  abruptly  took  my  leave. 


A    BASUrU}.    IBI8HMA1I.  IBS 


CHAPTER.  XV. 

PREPARATIONS  FOR  AN  ELECTION. 

While  I  was  acquainting  the  oomniittee 
next  day  with  the  success  of  my  first  elee- 
tioneering  manoeuvre,  and  arranging  with  them 
all  the  necessary  preliminaries  for  putting  Miles 
Snodgrass^  Esq.  of  Calico  Lodge*— so  he  loved 
to  intitule  himself — into  nomination,  a  footman, 
bending  beneath  a  weight  of  gold  lace,  thrust 
into  my  hands  a  letter  from  the  worthy  Alder- 
man, requesting  the  favour  of  my  company  to 
dinner — <^  quite  in  the  family  way,"  as  the  P.S. 
considerately  assured  me. 

Of  course  I  was  all  compliance,  and  having 
duly  dispatched  my  reply,  sat  down,  and  in 
concert  with  the  more  active  members  of  the 

h3 
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committee,  drew  up  the  following  leading  arti- 
cle (by  way  of  feeler)  for  the  next  day's  '^  Fly- 
ing Reporter*' — "  It  is  with  no  slight  satisfac- 
tion we  announce  the  important  intelligence 
that  Miles  Snodgrass,  Esq.,  of  Calico  Lodge, 
has  allowed  himself  to  be  put  in  nomination  for 
the  borough  of  Humbug.  We  need  scarcely 
inform  our  readers  that  for  many  years  Mr. 
Snodgrass  has  been,  what  is  called,  a  friend  to 
Ministers.  Had  these  niisiruidcd  men  remained 
consistent,  and  adapted  their  measures  to  the 
wants  and  wishes  of  the  pc()])le,  he  would  have 
been  so  still  ;  iindinn;  however  that  it  is  no 
longer  practicable  to  act  with  them,  he  comes 
forward  with  tlie  avowed  determination  of 
lienceforth  owninc:  no  partv  but  that  of  the 
country.  IMeasures  not  men,  are  his  motto. 
Electors  of  the  borou':!i  of  llutnbuu:,  remember 
your  duties.  The  eyes  of  Europe  are  upon  you  ! 
Rally  round  tlie  baimers  of  Snotli^rass,  wlio  has 
already  sacrificcil  so  much,  and  is  prepared  to 
sacrifice  his  all  in   your  behalf.     He  will  well 
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and  truly  xepreseni  yolut  interests;  whereas 
that  pensioned  hireling,  Lord  Gilchrist,  whom 
the  faction  have  put  forward^  will  but  make 
you  Bubserrient  to  his  own  base  purposes.*"^ 

This  feeler  roused  the  bile  of  all  the  Humbug 
Tories.  The  Corporation  in  particular  were 
astounded,  though  like  experienced  tacticians 
they  kept  their  feelings  to  themselves.  Among 
them  was  one  Alderman  Slyboibts,  a  man  who 
on  the  partial  secession  of  Mr»  Snodgrass  from 
public  life,  had  succeeded  to  much  of  his  in- 
fluence with  the  fraternity.  This  person  it  was 
a  great  object  with  me  to  gain  over.  But  in  vain 
I  pumped — sounded — and  tried  to  get  a  clue 
to  his  weak  points.  He  was  too  well  aware  of 
his  position,  to  compromise  his  importance  by 
siding  prematurely  either  with  a  Snodgrass  or 
a  Gilchrist. 

But  though  the  Corporation  with  their  Cory- 
pheus  Slyboots  were  thus  reserved  not  so  with 
the  Tory  organ,  the  "  Miraculous  Express,'' 
which  the  very  day  after  the  publication  of  my 
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leader,  replied  in  the  following  classic  terms  : — 
**  Our  cotemporary,  the  *  Flying  Reporter,''  an- 
nounces the  astounding  fact,  that  Iscariot 
Snodgrass  intends  to  offer  himself  for  this  in- 
sulted borough  on,  what  he  calls,  the  inde- 
pendent interest — that  is  to  say,  on  the  interest 
of  the  Great  Unwashed  !  *  Mr.  Snodgrass,"* 
quoth   our  coteniporary  in  his  usual  pompous 

« 

style,  *  comes  forward  with  the  intention  of 
henceforth  owning  no  party  but  that  of  the 
country. "*  Now  the  plain  English  of  this  is — 
Snodgniss  has  ratted !  He  has  surrendered 
him  sell*  up,  liound  hand  and  foot,  to  the  Radi- 
cals and  the  atheists  !  But  we  have  our  eyes 
on  this  worse  than  Judas.  Meantime,  Tories 
of  Humbug,  look  well  to  yourselves  !  Up,  and 
l)e  stirring  in  all  quarters.  You  have  a  glo- 
rious example  before  you  in  the  patriotic,  the 
high-souled  Slyboots,  who  is,  night  and  day,  at 
his  post."*' 

From  the  period  at  which  this  wordy  war- 
fare  commenced,    down    to    the   close   of    the 
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ioD,  all  was  Uproar  in  the  borougfa,  each 
party  striving  which  should  outbribe  the  other. 
Among  other  **  signs  of  the  times,^'  the  price  of 
▼arioos  household  utensils  rose  in  a  most  extra- 
ordinary manner.  Tongs  and  pokers  looked 
up.  Coal-scuttles  were  above  par.  I  myself 
gave  one  elector  five  pounds  for  a  saucepan 
without  the  lid ;  a  second,  ten  for  a  bed  candle- 
stick ;  and  a  third,  not  less  than  fifteen  for 
a  cracked  tea-cup  !  Oh  virtuous  times  !  Oh 
virgin  purity  of  election !  Perish  the  wretch 
who  could  have  the  heart  to  corrupt  ye  by 
the  Ballot  I 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 


A  FAMILY  TARTY. 


The  hall  clock  was  just  on  the  stroke  of  six, 
as  I  entered  jNIr.  Snoclgrass\s  drauing-room, 
where  I  found  all  the  family  present,  except 
the  eldest  and  youngest  son,  the  former  of 
wliom  was  ])utting  the  finishing  stroke  to  his 
education  at  Cand)ridge.  His  mother  spoke  in 
raptures  of  tliis  youni^;  man's  precocity,  in 
which  she  was  joined  by  ^liss  Anna  Maria 
Snodgra^s,  a  s])inster  addicted  to  Sunday 
schools  and  the  |)atronage  of  all  the  rising  ge- 
niuses of  the  di>trict ;  and  wliose  face,  broad  at 
the  forehead  and  peaked  at  the  chin  like  a  kite 
— and  whicli  bv-the-bv,  she  rarelv  showed  but 
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in  profile— gave  undeniable  token  that  she  was 
of  an  intellectual  turn  of  mind. 

The  youngest  daughter  Isabel  was  in  every 
reelect  the  reverse  of  her  sister.  The  one  was 
grave  and  predisposed  to  sanctity ;  the  other, 
all  smiles  and  ecstasy.  The  one  was  a  Blue,  the 
other  a  torn-boy.  The  one  seemed  astonished 
at  nothing;  the  other,  at  every  thing.  The 
one  was  tall,  lean,  and  straight  from  head  to 
foot,  like  a  bed-post ;  the  other,  short,  fat,  and 
remarkable  for  a  fine  expanse  of  foot,  which 
spreading  out  semicularly,  like  a  lady'^s  fan,  at 
the  toes,  lent  peculiar  weight  and  safety  to  her 
tread. 

As  for  Mrs.  Snodgrass,  she  was  a  plump, 
buxom  relic  of  the  old  school—^  cross  between 
the  mistress  and  the  housekeeper.  She  dressed 
invariably  in  the  brightest  colours,  wore 
pockets,  and  persisted  in  carrying  about  with 
her  a  huge  bunch  of  keys.  In  temper,  she 
was  the  perfection  of  homely,,  hearty  good-hu- 
mour, and  was  fond  of  seasoning  her  talk  with 
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parentheses,  and  indulging  in  allusions  to  her 
brother,  a  barrister  in  some  practice  at  the 
Chancerv-bar. 

During  dinner,  a  more  than  ordinary  tacitur- 
nity prevailed.  The  Alderman  in  particular, 
who  held  all  conversations  during  meals  as  an 
act  of  folly,  if  not  profaneness,  said  little  or 
nothing.  The  very  utmost  licence  of  speech  he 
allowed  himself,  even  on  that  subject  which 
lay  next  his  heart,  tlie  election,  was  a  stray 
remark  or  two  thrown  off  between  the  ciHirses. 
''  Wliy  yes,'"  he  would  say  on  such  occasions,  in 
rc})ly  to  observations  previously  made  by  one  or 
other  of  the  j)arly,  *'  your  opinion  of  Gilchrist 

is  very  just,  ^laria Izzy,are  those  artichokes 

near   you  .^ and    as    for    the    Corporation, 

O'Blarney,  I  agree  witli  you  that  with  a  little 
dexterous  management  we  may  contrive  to  win 

them   over Mrs.  S.,  that  haunch   looks    so 

tempting  that  I  really  think  I    must  venture 

again besides,  Slyboots  is  almost  the  only 

man  among  them  all,  whose  principles  may  be 
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said  to  be  fixed-^— Maria,  111  thank  you  for 
a  wing  of  one  of  those  partridges :  don^t  trou- 
ble yourself,  O'Blamey,    Maria  is  a  capital 


I  did  trouble  myself  however,  and  with  my 
usual  luck,  for  in  attempting  to  anatomize  the 
Urd,  I  happened— bashful  men  are  always 
awkward — to  baptize  Miss  Snodgrass  with  the 
gravy,  and  dispatched  a  leg  over  the  way  to  her 
sister.  This  catastrophe  elicited  a  loud  laugh 
from  the  frolicsome  girl,  for  which  her  mother 
thought  fit  to  apologize :  *^  She  is  so  full  of 
life,  Mr.  O^Blamey  (Izzy,  my  dear,  you've 
got  no  vegetables,  you  know  I  dislike  your 
eating  meat  without  them),  quite  the  child  of 
nature ;  indeed,  her  spirits  are  too  much  for  her 
strength."^ 

**  I  was  not  laughing  at  Mr.  O^Blamey, 
Mamma,^  replied  Isabel,  and  was  proceeding 
stiU  further  to  vindicate  her  innocence,  when 
her  father  bluntly  checked  her  by  saying, 
**  Hold  your  tongue,  child,  and  attend  to  your 
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business  ;^  shortly  after  which,  the  cloth  being 
withdrawn,  he  took  off  his  spectacles,  placed  a 
dry  crust  beside  him  which  remained  over  from 
the  cheese,  and  looked  about  him  with  the  be^ 
nignant  air  of  one  who  has  just  fulfilled  a  sacred 
duty.  There  is  nothing  like  a  good  dinner  to 
bring  out  the  humanities. 

'^  John,^*  said  Mrs.  Snodgrass,  as  the  footman 
was  arranging  the  dessert,  '^  you  have  forgotten 
to  place  a  chair  for  Master  Samuel.^' 

The  man  hastened  to  repair  his  omission, 
after  which  the  bell  was  rung  twice,  and  almost 
instantly  followed  by  the  entrance  of  a  mis- 
chievous-looking urchin,  about  six  years  old, 
with  his  hair  combed  straight  over  his  forehead, 
and  his  face  shining  Mrith  soap  and  water. 

This  imp  had  no  sooner  taken  his  seat,  than 
he  began  helping  himself  to  every  thing  within 
the  reach  of  his  talons.  I  was  convinced  by 
this  that  he  was  a  spoiled  child,  so  coaxing 
him  towards  me  with  the  offer  of  an  orange,  1 
planted  him  on  my  knee,  and  patting  him  on 
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the  head,  said,  <<  Well,  my  fine  little  fellow, 
and  whaf  8  your  name  ?^ 

"  Samuel,  Charlton,"  replied  the  boy,  as 
demurely  as  if  he  were  answering  the  first  ques- 
tion in  the  catechism. 

**  I  have  named  him  Charlton,^  observed 
his  father,  with  emphasis,  after  a  gentleman  of 
that  name,  to  whom  I  dedicated  the  printed 
copy  of  a*  speech  I  made  during  my  Mayoralty. 

**  I  see  you'^re  fond  of  children,***  said  the 
gratified  mother;  '*  Sam  takes  to  you  quite 
naturally.  Would  you  believe  it,  Mr.  O^Blar- 
ney '' 

*<  O^  Blarney,^  said  the  urchin,  with  a  grin, 
**  what  a  funny  name  !^ 

<*  Sweet  simplicity  T  resumed  the  good  lady, 
**  would  you  believe  it,  Sir— (Maria,  do,  pray, 
take  that  knife  out  of  Izzy^s  hands) — ^young  as 
he  is,  he  has  already  got  the  multiplication* 
table  by  heart  ?  Sammy,  dear,  hold  up  your 
bead,  and  tell  the  gentleman  how  much  twice 
nine  makes.^ 
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'•  Ten  !"  screamed  the  lad. 

'*  Oh  fie  !  guess  again/' 

"  Eleven  !'' 

"  No." 

"  Twelve!" 

''  No." 

"  Eighteen.' 

''  Right,  Sam,"  said  his  father ;  "  that  lad, 
Tm  thinking.  Mr.  O'Blarney,  will  make  a 
figure  in  the  world." 

I  was  just  about  to  reply,  when  a  sudden 
acute  twinge  caused  me  involuntarily  to  cry 
out,  "  Oh  Christ !''  and  on  directing  my  at- 
tention to  the  part  affected,  I  caught  the  pro- 
mising Samuel  busily  engaged  in  driving  his 
father's  tooth-pick  into  my  knee. 

*'  Gracious  Heavens  !  what's  the  matter  .'*" 
enquired  Mrs.  Snodgrass,  with  an  air  of  much 
concern. 

''  A  mere  trifle,"  I  replied,  striving  hard  to 
look  good-natured  ;  "  the  sprightly  little  fellow 
has  been   boring  a  hole  in  my  knee-pan,  that's 
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all :  but  children,  boys  especially,  are  so  en- 
gaging at  his  age  !  It'^s  quite  impossible  to  be 
angry  with  them.'*^ 

I  thought  Isabel  would  have  gone  into  fits 
at  this  explanation,  which  so  tickled  her  bro- 
ther, who^ven  at  that  early  age  was  impressed 
with  a  notion  that  he  was  a  wag,  that  he  played 
off  a  variety  of  other  tricks,  until  at  length  his 
pranks  became  so  intolerable,  that  his  mother, 
in  self-defence,  was  compeUed  to  order  him  up 
stairs  to-bed. 

But  here  ensued  a  scene  which  baffles  all  de- 
scription. Notwithstanding  his  mother^s  coax- 
ings, the  brat  refused  to  stir,  and  while  the 
nurse  was  preparing  to  carry  him  up  stairs, 
freed  himself  by  a  desperate  effort  from  her 
grasp,  dung  to  the  green  baize  for  protection, 
pulled  it  half  off  the  table,  and  brought  plates, 
glasses,  and  decanters  to  the  ground. 

In  an  instant  all  was  confusion.  The  Al- 
derman started  up  to  save  as  much  as  he  could 
from  the  fnreck,  but  happening  to  make  a  false 
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step,  was  thrown  forward  on  Mrs.  Snodgrass, 
who,  upset  by  the  shock  of  this  novel  impetus, 
plunged  backwards  with  a  scream ;  while,  to 
make  matters  worse,  a  tom-cat  on  wliom  her 
husband  had  trod,  roused  from  a  nap  on  the 
hearth-rug,  dug  his  claws  into  his  calf;  so 
that  ^^hat  with  the  vellini^s  of  the  cat,  the 
screaming  of  Mrs.  Snodgrass,  and  the  astonish- 
ment, mixed  with  laughter,  of  the  rest  of  the 
group,  the  scene  was  one  of  the  richest  farce  I 
ever  remember. 

In  about  half  an  hour  tranquillity  was  re- 
stored, and  tlie  Alderman,  having  appeased  his 
wrath  by  a  b inn  per  of  claret,  said — *'  You'll 
excuse  what  I  am  going  to  say,  Mr.  O'Blarncy 
•—curse  the  cat,  how  she  lias  scratched  mv  Ic": ! 
— but  the  fact  is,  Sir,  I  always  make  a  p'nit  of 
taking  a  nap  after  dinner  ;  no  matter  who  may 
be  here,  I  never  give  up  my  nap ;  but  help 
yourself,  don't  mind  me. — ilrs.  S.,  you'll  take 
care  of  Mr.  O'Blarney,''''  and  so  saying,  without 
further  ceremony,  the  Alderman  threw  himself 
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back  in  his  arm-chair,  and  in  a  few  minutes  was 
fast  asleep. 

'^  Have  you  read  Kenilworth  ?^'  asked  Miss 
Snodgrass,  as  she  beheld  her  father''s  chin  give 
its  first  decided  bob  against  his  chest. 

'^  I  cannot  say  I  have,  my  time  of  late  has 
been  tcx)  much  occupied  for  such  reading.*" 

*'  That's  just  my  case,  Mr.  O'Blarney,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Snodgrass. 

^  La!  Mamma,  how  can  you  say  so;  you  know 
it  is  not  a  month  since  you  finished  the  tale.*' 

**  Oh !  true,  love,  I  remember  I  read  it  at 
the  recommendation  of  my  brother  the  bar- 
rister; and  if  I  recollect  rightly  (Izzy,  don^t 
flit  with  your  legs  crossed)^  there  was  some- 
thing .  in  it  about  a  grand  dinner  given  at 
Kenilworth  Castle,  which  reminded  me,  as  I 
mentioned  to  you  at  the  time,  of  your  father^s 
Mayor^s  feast.^ 

*<  So  Lord  George  Gilchrist  has  really  arrived 
in  the  neighbourhood  ?^  interrupted  Miss  Snod- 
grass,  testily. 
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"  Yes,**'  I  replied,  '•  are  you  acquainted  with 
him  ?" 

*'  Not  at  all.  I  have  seen  him  once  or  twice  ; 
he  is  quite  a  young  man,  apparently  not  more 
than  thirty.'" 

"  Do  you  call  that  young,  Maria  P**^  enquired 
Isabel,  "  I  call  it  being  quite  old.''' 

''Old!'*''  said  Miss  Snodorass,  "  vou  don't 
know  what  you're  talking  about,  child/^ 

"  His  Lordship  must  have  felt  it  a  great 
sacrifice  to  quit  town  at  this  gay  season,**'  I 
observed,  "  and  for  such  a  troublesome  business 
as  an  election,  too  Of  cour^^e  you  know  what 
a  London  spring  i>,  Miss  Snodgrass/' 

^'  1  am  ashanied  to  say  I  never  was  in  London 
but  on  one  occasion,  and  tlien  for  a  very  short 
time.  For  the  last  five  years  Papa  has  regu- 
lar! v  talked  of  indulging  us  witli  a  trip  there, 
but  one  thing  or  other  always  interferes  to 
prevent  it.  In  the  first  place,  lie  hates  being 
put  out  of  his  way  :  then  Mamma  lias  her  ob- 
jections  ■'^ 
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**  I  have  objections  certainly,  Maria.  To 
say  nothing  of  the  trouble  of  packing  up,  imd 
the  chance  of  damp  sheets  in  one^s  lodgings, 
the  expense  of  a  season  in  London  is,  I  am  told, 
beyond  what  could  be  conceived.'" 

**  Expense,  my  dear  Madam,^'  I  replied,  in 
no  little  alarm,  *'  surely  you  must  be  under  a 
misapprehension  !'^  I  then  proceeded  to  expa- 
tiate on  the  advantages  of  an  occasional  re* 
sidence  in  the  metropolis;  to  Miss  Snodgrass 
I  talked  of  the  agreeable  tone  of  its  literary 
society  ;  while  I  whetted  her  sister's  curiosity 
by  dwelling  on  its  various  public  exhibitions, 
balls,  theatres,  dances,  and  so  forth. 

The  bait  took  as  I  desired.  ^*  Oh,  Mamma  !" 
said  Isabel,  jumping  up,  and  clapping  her 
hands  in  ecstasy,  ^'  how  delightful !  Do,  pray, 
let  us  leave  this  horrid  dull  place.  I  shall 
never  be  happy  till  I  go  to  London.  There's 
Mary  Andrews  goes  once  every  spring,  and 
die*s  a  year  younger  than  I  am.  Oh  !  I  do  so 
want  to  see  all  the  sights.    And  the  dancing, 

VOL.   I.  I 
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tcK) !  Till  SO  fond  of  dancing,  you  can't  think  ! 
When  shall  we  set  oft,  ma  P**"* 

Before  her  mother  could  reply,  the  Alderman 
woke  up  from  his  nap,  which  was  the  signal  for 
the  ladies  retiring  into  the  drawing-room. 
When  the  door  had  closed  on  them,  he  said, 
putting  on  a  look  of  official  gravity,  "  I  never 
talk  of  business  before  women  ;  but  now  they're 
gone,  we  can  discuss  matters  at  our  ease.'*'  He 
then  enquired  minutely  into  all  the  particulars 
of  my  reception  by  the  committee,  compli- 
mented me  on  mv  address  to  the  electors,  and 
vowed,  that  if  he  expended  his  last  shilling,  he 
would  let  people  see  he  was  not  quite  the  fool 
they  took  him  for. 

Of  course  I  was  all  admiration  of  such  con- 
duet.  "  But,'''*  I  added  in  my  most  persuasive 
manner,  "  Mr.  Snodgrass  must  be  aware  that 
in  contests  of  this  nature  ready  money  was  the 
main  desideratum  ;  if,  therefore,  he  would  place 
at  my  disposal  certain  sums  which  were  requi- 
site for  the  service  of  the  committee,  who  had 
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done  me  the  honour  to  place  themselves  under 
my  guidance,  I  would  stake  all  my  Irish  estates 
on  the  chances  of  his  success.^ 

This  direct  allusion  to  money  matters  put  the 
fAd  fellow  on  his  mettle.  In  an  instant  he 
was  all  caution. 

^  Ahem  !  we^U  talk  of  this  to-morrow.  Help 
yourself.'* 

But,  my  dear  Sir,  consider  that  in  these 
promptitude  is  the  life  and  soul  of  husi- 


True,  very  true,  but  still- 


M 


^^  I  know  what  you  would  say ;  but  remem^ 
ber,  Sir,  the  old  adage,  *  nothing  venture, 
nothing  gab.'  An  dection-I  wiU  not  deny 
the  fact — is  like  every  thing  else,  a  lottery,  but, 
in  this  particular  instance,  it  is  a  lottery  in 
which  a  prize  is  all  but  certain.  And  what  a 
prize !  To  you.  Sir,  whose  eloquence  is  so  well 
known,  it  must  be  beyond  all  price.  I  almost 
fancy  I  see  you  rising  for  the  first  time  in  the 
House.     Ministers  are  in  despair — the  Opposi- 

I  2 
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tion  in  ecstasies  ;  while  the  Times,  next  morn- 
ing, in  noticing  your  triumphant  debute  says — 
'  Loud  cheers  from  all  parts  of  the  House 
followed  the  conclusion  of  the  Hon.  Member's 
speech/  " 

"  Enough — enough,**'  said  the  Alderman,  in 
that  peculiar  manner  which  betrays  marked  sa- 
tisfaction, while  it  would  fain  affect  indifference; 
"  nothing,  as  you  say,  is  to  be  done  without 
ready  money,"  and  acceded,  without  further 
hesitation,  to  my  demand ;  but  then,  as  if  glad 
to  get  rid  of  an  ungracious  topic,  he  rose  from 
liis  seat,  and  led  the  way  to  the  drawing- 
room. 

During  tea-time  I  took  my  station  beside 
Mii>s  Snodgrass,  who  had  a  thousand  gossiping 
nothino's  to  say  about  Lord  Georn^e  and  the 
election,  while  her  father  occupied  himself  by 
poring  over  the  contents  of  the  London  news- 
paper. 

Wlien  the  equipage  was  cleared  away,  my 
fair  neighbour   went  into    the   back    drawing- 
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room,  and  returned  almost  immediately  after 
with — horresco  referens ! — a  splendidly  bound 
Album,  which  she  placed  in  my  hands,  adding, 
«<  I  am  sure  you  are  fond  of  elegant  literature 
by  your  conversation,  though  perhaps  you  are 
too  modest  to  say  so  (it  is  astonishing  what 
keen  insight  women  have  into  character !)  re* 
member,  therefore,  that  I  shall  depend  on  you 
for  a  contribution;  nay,  no  excuse — you  are 
compromised.'*' 

**  Compromised  !"**  said  her  father,  throw- 
ing aside  his  Paper,  <^  who  says  I  am  compro- 
mised 7^  then  instantly  recovering  himself,  he 
added,  in  a  gayer  tone,  ^'  Pooh  !  pooh  !  my 
brain  is  always  running  upon  politics.'' 

*^The  choice  of  subject,"  continued  Miss 
Snodgrass,  taking  no  notice  of  this  interrup- 
tion, '^  I  leave  to  yourself,  though  I  had 
rather  it  should  be  something  in  verse,  for  of 

all  things  poetry  is ^*' 

*'  A  pack  of  rubbish,^  said  the  Alderman,  <<  if 
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I  had  my  will,  Fd  clap  every  poet  in  the  stocks; 
I  never  had  dealings  with  but  one,  and  he ^ 

•'  I  know  whom  you're  thinking  of,  papa- 
poor  young  Atkinson,  your  clerk,  whom  you 
dismissed  last  year  for  setting  fire  to  his  bed- 
curtains.  But  you  should  make  allowances 
lor  the  eccentricities  of  genius/'* 

"  Genius,  forsooth  !  why,  the  fellow  could 
not  cast  up  a  sum  in  Addition.  But  enough  of 
him.     O' Blarney,  do  you  play  whist  ?'''' 

''  No.''* 

*'  Sorry  for  that ;  for  Mrs  S.  and  myself  love 
a  (|uict  rubber, now  and  then. — Backgammon  ? — 

*^  No  " 

"  Well,  then,  suppose  you  sing  us  a  song  or 
two,  Maria. — Mr.  O'Blarney,  I  dare  sav,  is  fond 
of  music." 

To  be  sure  I  was  :  indeed,  it  was  quite  a  pas- 
sion with  me — a  confession  which  raised  me  still 
higher  in  the  good  graces  of  the  young  lady. 

But  let  no  man  vaunt  his  love  of  music.    It  is 
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a  dangerous  boast,  and  never  faOs  to  carry  its 
own  punishment  along  with  it.  Miss  Snodgrass 
chirped  one,  two,  three  Italian  airs ;  then  came 
a  duet  with  Isabel ;  then  a  French  canzonet ; 
and  lastly,  the  well-known  *^  Oh  !  ^tis  love,  His 
love!*^  sung  with  a  twist  of  the  mouth  peculiarly 
provocative  of  that  passion. 

But  as  all  sublunary  matters  must  have  an 
end,  so  a  termination  was  at  length  put  even  to 
Miss  Snodgrass^s  musical  displays;  and  at  a 
late  hour  I  quitted  the  Lodge,  but  not  before 
the  Alderman  had  insisted  on  my  making  his 
bouse  my  home,  whenever  I  found  it  con- 
venient. 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

A  CONTESTED  ELECTION. 

The  dav  of  the  election  had  now  arrived,  and 
all  Humbug  was  alive  with  the  hum  of  thou- 
sands passing  through  from  the  neighbouring 
villages  towards  a  large  field  that  skirted  the 
town,  in  tlie  centre  of  which  (the  Guild- 
hall being  under  repairs)  the  hustings  were 
erected. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  the  official  gentry  made 
their  ap])earance,  followed  by  the  Tory  candi- 
date, Lord  George  Gilchrist,  who  had  no  sooner 
taken  his  station,  when  aloud  uproar  announced 
the  advent  of  the  great  hero  of  the  day — Miles 
Snodgrass,  Esq. !  He  arrived  in  imposing 
state,  in  a  carriage  drawn  by  four  liorses,  pro- 
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fusdj  decorated  with  libbons.  Beside  him, 
sate  the  whole  existing  dynasty  of  the  Snod- 
grasses,  radiant  with  the  colours  of  the  rain- 
bow, and  simpering  benignly  at  the  crowd 
which  deafened  them  with  huzzas. 

And  now  the  great  man  alights  ! — ^The  cheers 
are  tremendous.    He  ascends  the  hustings!— 
The  cheers  are  redoubled.    Already  he  is  within 
a  yard  of  his  opponent,  when— oh,  death  to 
the  dignified  and  the  picturesque !— his  foot 
slips,  an  irreverend  exclamation  escapes  him^ 
and  he  is  precipitated,  by  the  force  of  gravi- 
tation, head-foremost  into  the  arms  of  an  elderly 
Whig  who  is  eyeing  him  with  evident  pride 
through  a  pair  of  green  spectacles.      Luckily 
no  damage  was  sustained,  and,  in  a  few  minutes, 
the  Alderman  re-appeared>  em^ging  from  the 
sea  of  heads  that  blackened  beneath  him,  like 
Achilles  from  the  waters  of  the  Styx* 

When  the  confusion  which  this  little  incident 
occasioned  had  subsided,  the  rival  candidates 
were  proposed,  seconded,  and  so  forth ;  after 

i3 
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which,  polling  commenced,  and  terminated  in  a 
majority  of  ietiy  in  favour  of  Lord  George. 

His  Lordship  first  came  forward  to  return 
thanks.  He  was  all  smiles  and  sunshine ;  en- 
logized  Church  and  State;  deprecated  the 
slightest  innovation  on  a  Constitution  which 
was  the  envj  and  wonder  of  surrounding  nations, 
and  which  the  wisdom  of  our  ancestors  had  ren- 
dered perfect ;  and  would  have  wound  up  bj  a 
peroration  of  (no  doubt)  surpassing  splendour, 
had  not  his  eloquence  been  cavalierly  abridged 
by  a  loud,  universal  groan,  as  if  ten  thousand 
individuals  were  at  one  and  the  same  moment 
seized  with  the  cholic. 

Mr.  Snodgrass  followed.  **  Gentlemen,^  said 
he,  *^  Gentlemen,  this  is  the  proudest  moment  of 
my  life  (loud  cheers)^  for  which  reason,  my  heart 
(cheers) — ^wherefore,  I  say.  Gentlemen,  I  feel  it 
an  unparalleled  honour  to  be  called  on  by 
so  numerous  and  respectable  a  constituency 
to  represent  the  free  and  independent  borough 
of   Humbug.     Rely  on  it,  if  you  return  me 
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{ckeer^)^  I  will  act  only  in  accordance  with 
your  interests;  for  I  am  attached  to  the  ex- 
oelleDcies,  not  the  defects,  of  the  Constitution ; 
for  bom  and  eddicated  a  Briton,  I  glory  in 
the  name  (enthusiastic  applause)  ;  but,  though 
a — ahem  ! — ^Briton  ^abem  !— -I  am  attached  to 
the  excellencies,  not  the  defects  of — I  mean,  I 
glory  in  the  name  of-— that  is  to  say,  bom  and 
eddicated  a-^.^  Here  the  worthy  Alderman 
paused  a  few  moments,  evidently  overcome  by 
his  emotion  ;  after  which,  he  proceeded  to  state 
that  he  was  strictly  independent  in  his  prin* 
ciples,  being  attached  neither  to  Whigs  nor 
Tories ;  that  he  was  favourable  to  a  moderate 
reform,  a  reduction  of  taxation,  a  modified  sys* 
tem  of  free  trade ;  and  concluded,  amidst  loud 
applause,  by  saying  that,  though  last  on  the 
poll,  he  hailed  the  omen  as  being  auspicious  of 
future  victory. 

At  the  close  of  this  matchless  specimen  of 
eloquence,  the  candidates  quitted  the  hustings, 
and,  accompanied  by  the  dense  crowd,  with  the 
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exception  of  a  few  who  lingered  behind  to  wit- 
ness a  fight  between  two  bricklayers  of  opposite 
politics,  made  the  best  of  their  way  back  to  their 
respective  hotels  and  taverns. 

In  England  nothing  can  be  done  without  a 
dinner.  The  rival  candidates  well  aware  of 
this,  liad  each  provided  one  worthy  of  the  occa- 
sion ;  and,  as  evening  drew  on,  the  effects  of 
such  unrivalled  cheer  began  rapidly  to  develop 
themselves  in  the  speeches  of  the  influential 
c  lectors  at  the  leading  hotels ;  and  more  espe- 
cially in  the  gait  and  gestures  of  the  bludgeon- 
men,  who  kept  sallying  forth,  in  small  parties  of 
two  and   three,  from   the  lower  public-houses 

towards  the  market-place. 

It  so  happened  that,  just  as  a  group  of  these, 
composed  equally  of  Snodgrasses  and  Gilchrists, 
had  turned  out  from  tlieir  respective  quarters 
for  fresh  air,  but  in  reality  for  an  adjustment 
of  differences  after  the  usual  electioneering 
fashion,  a  showman  in  the  interest,  as  was  sus- 
pected,  of  the  Gilcluist  faction,  announced  a 
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Beries  of    necromantic   entertainments  in    the 
market-place. 

This  announcement,  as  coming  from  a  Tory, 
was  resented  as  arrant  presumption  by  the 
Whif|;s,  who  insisted  on  the  man^s  instant  eva- 
nialiment*  In  vain  the  poor  conjuror  assured 
tbem  that  he  was  of  the  juaU-mUieu  in  politics, 
and  cared  nothing  for  either  party  ;  the  Snod- 
grasses  were  bent  upon  a  row ;  upon  which  the 
showman,  like  many  a  temporizing  politician 
before  him,  finding  he  could  make  nothing  by 
duplicity,  at  once  threw  off  the  mask,  and  called 
for  support  on  the  Oilchrists. 

MHien  did  Briton  ever  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the 
ciy  of  misfortune?  The  appeal  was  answered 
on  the  spot  by  a  battle  between  the  two  factions, 
both  of  whom  being  reinforced  by  detachments 
red-hot  from  the  public-houses,  set  to  work  with 
the  fixed  determination,  as  one  of  the  ring- 
leaders observed,  of  <<  having  it  out." 

And  now  commenced  a  conflict  to  which  it 
would  require  the  genius  of  a  Fielding  to  do  jus- 
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tice.     There  was  not  a  moment's  delay  on  either 
side.     Legs,  arms,  lungs — each  was  put  into  in- 
stant, active  requisition  ;  heads  violated  the  "fit- 
ness of  things,^"  by  taking  up  a  position  wher 
heels  sliould  be  ;  bludgeon  jarred  against  blud- 
geon ;  skulls  gave  out  hollow  sounds  like  drums; 
old  women  and  apple-stalls  were  strewed  here, 
committee-men  and  constables  there  ;   while,  by 
way  of  adding  to  the  uproar,  every  bell  in  the 
town  was  set  a-ringing,  every  dog  in  the  town 
a-barking ;    maid-servants    squalled    from    the 
house-tops ;  ladies  went   into   hysterics  in    the 
drawin<;-room  ;  cooks  resolved  tliemselves  into 
dew  into    the    kitchen ;    crash    went    windows, 
doors,  and  lamp-posts  ;  down  from  all  quarters 
came  sliutters,   pails,    and   bow-pots  ;  up  flew 
flags,  staves,  brick-bats,  cabbage-stumps,  dead 
dogs,  cats,   and  turnip-tops ;  until,  at  length, 
the  entire  market-place,  from  the  parish- pump 
in  the  north,  to  the  piggeries  in  the  south,  was 
strewed   with  pyramids  of  bodies  like  a  new- 
mown  field  will)  hay- cocks. 
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Mr.  Snodgrass  and  myself,  together  with  our 
committee,  were  seated  over  our  wine  at  the 
Cock  and  Toothpick,  when  the  tidings  of  this 
terrific  melie  reached  our  ears.  At  first,  we 
concluded  it  was  merely  a  slight  squabble  got 
up  to  diversify  the  evening^s  entertainments; 
but  800D  the  sounds  of  war  deepened,  and  pre* 
sently  in  rushed  a  waiter  with  his  head  bound 
op,  who  conjured  us  to  save  ourselves  by  flight, 
as  the  Tories,  having  defeated  the  Whigs,  were 
already  in  full  march  for  the  hotel. 

While  debating  what  was  to  be  done  in  this 
emergency,  the  landlord  staggered  into  the 
room,  ghastly  as  a  newly-shrouded  corpse.— 
^  Fly  !  fly  !  save  yourselves ;  five  hundred  of 
the  Oilchrists  will  be  down  on  us  in  an  instant 
— end  the  house  not  insured  too  !'^ 

Hardly  had  these  words  escaped  the  poor 
fellow,  when,  bang !  came  a  brick-bat  through 
the  window,  caught  him  in  the  midriff,  doubled 
him  up,  and  shot  him  right  under  the  chair- 
man.    This  hint  was  followed  up  by  a  huge 
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volley  of  stones,  which  had  tlie  immediate  effect 
of  scattering  us  in  all  directions.  Some  flew  up, 
and  comedown  stairs ;  while  others,  among  whom 
wasilr.  Snodgrass,  dived  with  incredible  agility 
into  the  subterranean  abysses  of  the  coal-cellar. 
As  for  myself,  I  sallied  out  at  the  back  en- 
trance of  the  hotel,  and,  snatching  a  Gilchrist 
shillelagh  from  a  drunken  Tory  who  was  stretched 
full  length  in  the  gutter,  fought  my  way  to  the 
market-place,  where  the  very  first  object  that 
caught  my  eye,  was  a  smooth,  round,  baldpate 
popping  cautiously  in  and  out  of  a  cobbler's 
stall.  Tlie  siglit  of  this  polished  sconce,  shining 
in  the  moonlight,  was  too  tempting  to  be  re- 
sisted by  one  in  my  frolicsome  and  pugnacious 
mood  ;  so  stealing  up  on  tip-toe  towards  the 
stall,  I  waited  till  the  skull  was  next  popjxid  out, 
when  I  let  fall  my  shillelagh  upon  it  — quite  a 
gentle  pat — but  instantly  such  a  shout  was  set 
up,  of,  '«  Murder!''  and  "Thieves!"  that  I 
had  nothing. left  for  it  but  to  make  a  preci- 
pitate retreat. 
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Meantime  the  battle  in  front  of  the  Cock  and 
Toothpick  contiiiued  to  rage  like  a  hurricane, 
and  God  knows  what  might  have  been  the  ul- 
timate consequences,  had  not  a  squadron  of 
dragoons,  who  were  quartered  within  a  few  miles 
of  the  town,  been  seasonably  apprized  of  the 
uproar.  By  the  exertions  of  these  warriors,  the 
81^  of  the  Cock  and  Toothpick  was  raised, 
and  order,  with  some  difficulty,  restored ;  but  it 
is  melancholy  to  be  compelled  to  add,  that  at 
least  a  dozen  sterling  patriots  spent  the  re- 
mainder of  the  night  in  the  watch-house. 
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CHAPTER  XVIII. 


SYMPTOMS  OF  SOCIALITY. 

Late  in  the  evening,  I  returned  with  Mr. 
Snodgrass  to  Calico  Lodge,  where  he  insisted 
on  my  taking  up  my  quarters  for  the  night. 
He  was  in  tlie  highest  possible  spirits,  full 
of  good  cheer,  eloquence,  and  patriotism. 

'*  Well,  O'Blarney,"  he  asked,  "  what  do  you 
think  of  our  chance  now  ?'*'' 

"  Nothing  can  be  more  promising ;  Lord 
George,  I  have  every  reason  to  believe,  has 
nearly  exhausted  his  strength." 

"  So  tliey  say.  Neverthless,  I  am  not  with- 
out my  fears  about  the  Corporation.  Our  can- 
vass in  that  quarter  has  not  been  such  as  I  had 
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a  right  to  expect.     However^  the  majority^  you 
aay,  will  remain  neutral.**' 

'*  Such  is  the  general  impression  of  our  com* 
mittee,  and  the  circumstance  of  Alderman  Sly- 
boots not  taking  the  decisive  part  it  was  sup- 
posed he  would,  strengthens  the  notion.^' 

^*  Ah  !  you  know  not  that  fellow.  He  is  a 
sly,  smooth  dog ;  says  little,  but  is  always  plot* 
ting  some  mischief.  I  disliked  the  look  he  gave 
me  when  we  met  on  the  hustings,  especially 
when  I  saw  him,  shortly  after,  busy  in  close 
whispering  with  Lord  George." 

"But  are  there  no  means  of  winning  him 
over  ?  Suppose  the  ladies  pay  a  visit  of  inquiry 
to  Mrs.  Slyboots  on  Monday.  I  am  sure  her 
husband  must  have  caught  cold  from  his  long 
exposure  to  the  air  on  the  hustings.  By  the 
way,  if  I  mistake  not,  he  has  a  daughter,  of 
whom  he  is  justly  proud ;  how  lucky  that  you 
are  on  the  eve  of  visiting  London,  and  that  there 
s  just  room  in  the  carriage  for  one ! — You  un- 
derstand me,  Mr.  Snodgrass  ?'** 
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"  Perfectly  ;  the  idea  is  excellent.  And  now 
tell  me,  what  did  you  think  of  my  speech  ? 
Egad,  I  thought  Lord  George  looked  a  little 
jealous.*" 

"  Particularly  when  you  alluded  in  such  ener- 
getic terms  to  your  having  been  born  a  Briton. 
He  appeared  quite  vexed  to  think  you  had  an- 
ticipated him  in  that  noble  burst  of  patriotism." 

'*  Aye,  that  idea  struck  me  while  I  was  on 
my  way  to  the  hustings.  I  had  always  a  knack 
at  public  speaking.  I  remember  old  Lord 
Leathcrhead  used  to  say, '  Take  my  advice,  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  and  enter  the  House.  A  person  of 
your  eloquence  and  sound  principles  cannot  fail 
to  make  a  finrure.  I  wish  to  God  we  had  many 
such  in  Parliament.' "" 

''  Tlie  very  remark  poor  Sims  was  making, 
when  he  was  knocked  down  by  the  butt-end  of 
a  bludgeon,'*'' 

"  What,  during  that  dreadful  hubbub  at  the 
hotel  r 

"  Yes,  we  were  just  stepping  out  together  to 
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see  what  could  be  done  to  restore  order,  when 
an  Irishman,  mistaking  him  for  one  of  Lord 
George^s  voters,  levelled  him  by  one  handsome 
flourish  of  his  shillelagh.*" 

The  Alderman  laughed  heartily  at  this  ac« 
count,  perceiving  which,  and  conscious  of  the 
importance  of  keeping  him  in  good  humour,  I 
added,  *'but  this  was  not  the  only  ridiculous 
incident  I  met  with  during  the  bustle.    On  es- 
caping from  the  hotel,  I  turned  into  one  of  the 
more  quiet  streets,  when,  suddenly,  a  dumpy 
parish-beadle,  close  pressed  by  one  of  the  Gil- 
christ party,  bounded  into  an  inn-yard,  near 
which  I  was  standing.    Just  as  he  entered,  a 
fierce  little  terrier  made  a  bite  at  his  leg,  which 
8o  alarmed  the  poor  fellow,  that  he  turned  round, 
and  bounded  back  again  into  the  street,  coming 
with  his  head  like  a  battering-ram,  full  tilt 
against  his  pursuer,  whom  he  shot  off  the  pave- 
ment, just  as  you  may  have  seen  a  sack  of  coals 

shot  out  of ^^ 

Whether  there  was  a  particular  something  in 
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this  invention,  or  in  my  mode  of  relating  it,  su- 
premely absurd,  I  know  not ;  but,  before  I 
could  bring  it  to  an  end,  I  turned,  and  behold  ! 
— the  Alderman  in  convulsions !  Such  a  hurri- 
cane of  Hah  !  hahs  !  His  whole  frame  shook 
and  heaved  beneath  the  jolly  tempest,  until, 
at  length,  I  myself  caught  the  infection,  and 
laughed  till  I  was  nearly  suffocated. 

When  the  storm  had  spent  its  strength,  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  wiping  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  said, 
*' CBlarney,  my  excellent  young  friend — God, 
how  my  sides  ache  ! — you  and  I  have  not  yet 
taken  a  glass  of  wine  together.  I  tried  to  catch 
your  eye  once  or  twice  at  dinner;  but  some 
committee-man  or  other  perpetually  interfered. 
We  must  repair  this  omission,'^  and,  rising, 
though  not  witliout  difficulty,  from  his  seat,  he 
rang  the  bell  for  the  butler. 

In  a  few  minutes,  having  received  due  direc- 
tions as  to  the  particular  bin  in  which  it  would 
be  found,  tlie  butler  reappeared  with  a  bottle 
of  champaign,  at  the  same  time  placing  a  small 
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packet  of  books  on  the  taUe,  which  had  just 
arrived  by  the  coach  from  London. 

The  Alderman  eagerly  opened  the  parcel, 
which  contained  Hansard''s  Parliamentary  De- 
bales  for  the  two  preceding  sessions.  <*  I  have 
ordered  these/'  he  said,  <<  to  enable  me  to  get 
aonie  nisaght  into  the  mode  of  doing  business  ia 
the  House.  When  a  man  becomes  an  M.  P.,^ 
he  added,  with  dignity,  <*  he  must  study  not  to 
pleaae  himself,  but  his  country.^ 

^^Your  ideas  do  credit  to  your  patriotism. 
Sir.     Capital  wine  this — quite  a  nosegay.*** 

^^  Tou  may  well  say  that.  Slyboots,  who  is 
the  best  judge  of  wine  I  know  of,  would  have 
given  me  my  own  price  for  it  ;^  and  the  Alder- 
man was  proceeding  to  enlarge  on  this  favourite 
theme,  when  suddenly — owing,  I  suppose,  to 
the  excitement  of  his  nerves,  and  the  zeal  with 
which  he  had  pledged,  and  been  pledged  by  his 
committee— -his  eyes  began  to  twinkle,  and  his 
articulation  to  thicken. 

At  this  auspicious  crisis,  I  resumed  the  sub- 
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ject  of  tlie  election.  *'  Mr.  Snodgrass,'^  said  I, 
"  there  are  a  dozen  refractor}  voters,  of  whom, 
to  their  shame  be  it  said,  I  can  make  nothing. 
Would  you  believe  it,  Sir,  the  fellows  have 
the  face  to  ask  ten  pounds  each  for  their  vote.^ 
What  is  to  be  done.?  I  am  really  afraid  we 
must  bribe  the  rascals,  for  it  would  be  a  thou- 
sand pities  to  risk  all  for  such  a  trifle.  How^- 
evcr,  you  are  the  best  judge.'*'* 

"  Don'*t  mention  it ;  you  shall  have  the  sum 
instantly  ;  I  have  set  my  heart  on  gaining  the 
election  ;'*''  and  hurrying  into  the  back-room,  he 
returned  in  a  few  minutes  with  a  cheque  for  the 
amount,  which  he  requested  me  to  see  duly  ap- 
portioned. 

"  And  now,"  said  I,  ''  that  this  troublesome 
business  is  settled,  permit  me  to  propose  a  toast. 
'  Success  to  the  Hon.  Member  for  Humbug  V  '** 

^'  Hear,  hear !"  replied  the  Alderman,  as 
if  he  were  already  seated  on  the  Opposition 
bench. 

*'  I  really  never  saw  papa  so  animated  before," 


A   BASUFUI*    IJilSHMAN.  193 

said  Miss  Snodgrass,  who,  with  her  mother  aud 
sister,  just  then  entered  the  room. 

Mrs.  Snodgrass  was  about  to  make  some 
replj,  when  the  Alderman  interrupted  her  by 
ringing  for  a  second  bottle  of  champaign,  which 
was  no  sooner  produced,  than  it  was  emptied 
with  as  much  zeal  as  its  predecessor. 

The  Alderman — accidents  will  happen  to  the 
best  of  us— was,  by  this  time,  in  that  peculiar 
state  which  the  experienced  in  such  matters 
hare  agreed  to  call  '*  half  seas  over.***  ^'  My 
excellent  young  friend,^  he  began,  in  a  sort 
of  muttered,  disjointed  soliloquy,  *'  you  are, 
without  exception,  the  cleverest  fellow  I  ever 
met  with. — Ah,  Izzy  1  you  there  ?  Why,  how 
the  child  grows  ! — No  wonder  my  speech  made 
such  a  hit !     How  jealous  that  Gilchrist  was  ! 

# 

And  to  laugh  at  me  too !  Well — ^let  them  laugh 
that  win.  That^s  my  maxim,  and  a  fine  old 
Tory  maxim  it  is.^ 

Whig,  you  mean.  Sir  ;*'  I  replied. 

Right — right — I  love  a  Tory  maxim.   De- 

VOL.  I.  K 
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pend  OD  it,  Sir,  the  Tories  are  the  only  men 
fit  to  govern  this  country.^  Then,  in  a  more 
solemn  tone,  while  he  shook  his  head  with  an 
air  of  uncommon  gravity,  he  added,  *<  excuse 
what  I  am  going  to  say,  hut,  really  my  young 
friend,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  you  are 
not  quite  so— -you  understand  me — temperance, 
O'^Blamey,  temperance  is  the  life  and  soul  of 
business.     Look  at  me  now.  111  do "^ 

What  the  Alderman  would  have  done,  can 
now  only  be  known  on  that  great  day  when  the 
secrets  of  all  hearts  shall  be  revealed.  What 
he  did,  admits  of  more  easy  solution.  Over- 
powered by  champaign,  and  a  long^x>ntinued 
flow  of  eloquence,  he  muttered  a  few  more  inar- 
ticulate sentences,  and  then  sunk  fast  asleep  in 
his  arm-chair. 

**  Papa^s  exertions,^  said  Miss  Snodgrass,  who 
could  not  but  perceive  the  state  of  the  paternal 
intellect,  and  wished,  indirectly,  to  apologize 
for  it,  **  have  been  too  much  for  his  strength, 
I  never  saw  him  so  ovoroome  before  ;^  and  then. 
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by  way  of  dlTerting  my  attention,  proposed, 

that  as  the  night  was  so  calm,  and  the  moon 

80  brilliaDt,  we  should  take  a  stroU  upon  the 
lawn. 

To  this  the  more  prudent  mother  objected, 
'^^g^^g  the  extreme  lateness  of  the  hour ;  her 
opposition,  however,  was  over-ruled,  and  we  all 
set  oat  togethor,  leaving  the  unsentimental  Al- 
derman  in  quiet  possession  of  his  arm-chair. 

We  walked,  as  Pope  wrote,  in  couplets.  Isa- 
bd  and  her  mother  went  first ;  Miss  Snod- 
grass  and  myself  followed ;  and,  as  we  rambled 
together  about  the  lawn,  on  which  the  moonshine 
lay  as  on  a  carpet  of  rich,  green  velvet,  our 
conversation  took  a  more  confidential  tone  than 
usual ;  for  single  ladies  hovering  on  the  dismal 
verge  of  thirty,  are  not  apt  to  be  ovor-reserved 
or  fastidious  when  wandering  alone  at  midnight 
with  an  agreeable  and  (if  I  inay  use  the  expres- 
sioo)  a  well-looking,  sbgle  man,  whom  their 
parents  have  honoured  with  their  esteem. 

After  a  quarter  of  an  bourns  stroll,  during 

K  2 
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wcx'2  ««  exciianecd  a  thousand  sentimental 
3cc:?iu^>.  Mrs.  Soodgrass  and  Isabel  rejoined 
tts..  viih  a  sumziMxis  to  the  drawing-room,  least 

TCTfiiveccuT^*  a$  the  careful  dame  alleged,  we 
nr<r^c  cia-h  culd  from  the  heavily  falling  dews. 

Acvordis^T,  ve  aU  returned  to  the  house,  and 

OD  .fescifcci^^  the  steps  that  led  to  the  hall-door, 

1  tcr!Kd  nxind  to  point  out  to  Biiss  Snodgrass 

the  etf^-t  of  nfcHTnFgfat  on  the  gravd-walk,  when 

I  coc^ervvd  with  astonishment  that  her  spare, 

tu  a  tt^c^xn^^  tor^fw  iorward  a  shadow  that  reached 

full  twvQCT  Tards  down  the  avenue. 


A    BASHFUL   IBISHMAK.  19? 


CHAPTER  XIX 

SYMPTOMS  OF  SENTIMENT. 

Thk  next  day  being  Sunday,  the  whole  fa- 
mily attended  church  as  usual,  with  the  exception 
of  the  Aldennan,  who  was  closeted  with  me, 
talking  over  electioneering  matters,  and  referring 
every  now  and  then  to  the  Parliamentary  Re^ 
gister,  in  which  he  seemed  to  take  prodigious 
interest,  as  recognizing  in  it  the  future  record  of 
his  eloquence. 

When  the  family  returned  home,  he  dis- 
patched his  wife  and  Isabel,  as  had  been  pre- 
viously agreed  on,  on  a  formal  visit  of  inquiry 
to  Mrs.  Alderman  Slyboots,  while  he  himself, 
knowing  there  was  not  a  moment  to  be  lost,  set 
out  on  another  visit  to  a  couple  of  Humbug 
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tradesmen,  on  whom,  with  all  my  eloquence,  I 
had  hitherto  made  no  impression. 

The  house  being  thus  comparatively  deserted. 
Miss  Snodgrass  considerately  proposed  that  I 
should  accompany  her  to  afternoon  service  at 
the  parish  church — a  proposition  with  which  I 
was  by  no  means  unwilling  to  comply. 

On  our  road  thither,  we  were  joined  by  two 
young  ladies  who  visited  at  the  Lodge,  and  to 
whom  Miss  Snod^jrass  introduced  me.  Thev 
were  lively,  chatty,  agreeable  women,  but  ra- 
ther too  much  so  for  Maria,  who,  as  I  have 
before  observed,  was  predisposed  to  sanctity  and 
sentiment,  and  to  whose  delicate  nerves  any 
thing  like  vivacity,  especially  from  the  youth- 
ful and  good-looking,  gave  a  shock  like  a  gal- 
vanic battery. 

The  service  concluded,  our  parly  took  leave 
of  eacli  other  at  the  church-door,  and  Miss 
Snodgrass  and  myself  returned^ to  the  Lodge,  by 
^vlwit  she  called  ''  a  short  cut"  across  the  fields. 

Our   conversation   turned    of  course    on   the 


4C 


A   BASHFUL    IRISHMAN.  199 

sermon  we  had  just  heard.  '^  Well,  what  do 
you  think  of  our  minister  ?''  inquired  the  lady, 
he  is  a  great  favourite  with  papa;  but, 
for  my  own  part,  I  cannot  say  I  like  him.*^ 

The  secret  of  this  dislike  was,  that  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Jenkins  was  old,  ugly,  and  had  lost  half  his 
teeth. 

**  If  you  wish  to  hear  an  eloquent  preacher ,^^ 
resumed  Miss  Snodgrass,  ^*  you  should  accom- 
pany me  on  Wednesday  evening  to  the  Meeting 
house  in  Pump  Street.  The  Rev.  Mr.^ant, 
who  officiates  there,  has  the  gift  of  tongues 
to  a  greater  degree  than  any  minister  I  ever 
heard.^ 

**  Is  he  married  ?**' 

*<  Married  !^'  replied  Miss  Snodgrass,  hastily, 
<*  Oh,  dear,  no ;  his  only  bride  is  his  church, 
and  it  is  delightful  to  hear  him  lecture  on  this 
subject  His  feelings  rise  so  naturally  from  his 
heart,  his  language  is  so  appropriate,  and  his 
iroioe  and  manner  so  persuasive,  that  I  always 
feel  myself  a  better  Christian  after ^^ 
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"That  is  impossible,  Madam,^''  said  I,  gal- 
lantly interrupting  her  ;  "  perfection  cannot  be 
improved  !*" 

"  Ah  !  you  gentlemen  are  such  flatterers. 
However,  whatever  may  be  my  defects,  want  of 
charity,  1  trust,  is  not  among  the  number. 
By-the-by,  Mr.  O'Blarney,  what  do  you  think 
of  the  two  Miss  Thompsons,  who  left  us  just 
now  ?  They  are  great  admirers  of  Mr.  Cant ; 
but  their  mode  of  shewing  it  is  so  bold  and 
undisguised,  that  I  am  sure  it  must  give  pain 
to  a  delicate  mind  like  his.'*'' 

''  Unquestionably  it  must ;  but  indeed  the 
Miss  Thompsons,  from  the  little  I  have  seen  of 
them,  are  just  what " 

'*  Husli !  I  will  not  hear  you  say  a  word 
against  them.  As  for  Harriette,  though  she  is 
decidedly  not  liandsome,  yet  I  can  assure  you 
she  is  uncommonly  amiable.  Emily,  too,  is  full 
of  vivacity,  and  except  that  she  dresses  rather  too 
much  like  a  girl  of  sixteen,  has  a  thousand  good 
qualities.*'' 
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'^  HeaTen  knows  she^has  need  of  them !  for  both 

.«- 

ia  face  and  figure,  the  poor  y oiing  lady '^ 

'*  Young,  did  you  "say?  You  would  be  sur- 
prised  if  I  were  to  tell  you  dear  Emily's  age. 
But  no,  I  will  not  be  uncharitable  enough  to 
betray  her  secret.^' 

**  Noble  sentiments !  Ah  !  Miss  Snodgrass, 
an  ailarged  mind  like  yours  .can  afford  to  be 

indulgent  to ^ 

**  Oh,  fie !  Mr.  O'Blamey ;  not  a  word 
against  my  Emily,  I  shall  really  be  quite  of- 
fended if  you  go  on.  If  she  do  affect  that  dan- 
gerous character,  a  wit,  it  is  not  for  us  to 
condemn.  But  to  turn  to  a  more  pleasing 
theme.  I  have  seldom  read  prettier  lines  than 
those  which  you  were  kind  enough  td  contribute 
to  my  Album — (I  had  returned  the  book  the 
day  preceding  with  some  stanzas  which  I  had 
copied  from  an  old  pocket-book,  entitled,  *  Per* 
fection,  a  Sketch  from  Life')-^I  assure  you, ' 
Mamma  considers  them  quite  the  gem  of  the 
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volume.  Are  they  reolly  a  sketdi  from  life, 
Mr.  O'Blarney  ?*' 

**  Wholly  so.    The  original  is '* 

"  Who  ?" 

"  Yourself  I" 

^*  Oh,  flatterer !'"  simpered  the  lady,  patting 
my  arm  coquettishly  with  her  hand. 

'*  Yes,  Miss  Snodgrass,  you  indeed  are  the 
original,  and  would  that  I  had  the  descriptive 
powers  of  a  Thomson  to  portray  that  indefi- 
nable  grace  of  manner — that  richly  cultivated 
mind — that  classic  outline  of  face ^ 

*^  Is  Thomson  one  of  your  favourite  poets  ?*^ 
interrupted  Miss  Snodgrass,  averting  her  head, 
so  that  I  might  see  it  in  full  [Nx>file. 

«  He  is  indeed.^' 

**  I  am  delighted  to  hear  you  say  so ;  for  his 
Seasons  have  long  been  the  companion  of  my 
solitary  walks."" 

*^  Of  course,  then,  you  remember  his  divine 
sketch  of  Musidora  ?^' 

«  Perfectly.'' 
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**  Ab,  Miss  Snodgrass,  despite  what  has 
been  so  often  said  and  sung  to  the  disparage- 
ment of  our  sex,  how  much  easier  is  it  to.  meet 
with  a  Damon  than  a  Musidora  !  Real  life  will 
often  supply  us  with  the  former;  indeed  at 
times,  in  moments  of  weakness,  I  have  been 
half  tempted  to  persuade  mysdf  that  in  the  im- 
passkmed,  and  still  more  in  the  disinterested, 

nature  of  Damon,  my  own  character  was !-but 

how  am  I  betraying  myself!  Ten  thousand 
pardons.  Miss  Snodgrass,  but  really  feeling  is 
such  an  egotist  i  As  for  Musidora,^  I  added, 
striking  into  a  more  playful  mood,  **  I  am  far 
too  much  a  man  of  the  world  to  venture  on  the 
hazardous  task  of  praising  one  accomplished 
woman  in  presence  of  another,^  and  I  bowed 
with  inexpressible  grace. 

We  had  by  this  time  reached  the  gates  of  the 
Lodge,  when  the  fair  Maria  proposed,  as  there 
was  just  time  before  dinner,  that  we  should 
take  a  stroll  across  the  lawn  towards  the  sum- 
mer-house.   To  this  I  readily  assented,  and  we 
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crossed  over  to  the  arbour,  which  was  built  in 
the  simplest  form  possible ;  contained  one  small 
bench  and  table,  and  was  thickly  overgrown 
with  parasitic  shrubs. 

*'  Here,"  said  Miss  Snodgrass  pensively, 
"  while  the  weather  permits,  I  pass  hours  in 
company  with  Cowper,  Grahame,  or  Thomson. 
The  spot  though  retired  is  far  from  gloomy, 
for  tlie  copse  beliind  us  is  full  of  music,  and  in 
the  loner  summer  twili2:hts,  Philomel        ^ 

"  Oh,  don't  say  a  word  in  prai.se  of  the 
nightini:::ale,  Miss  Snodgrass;  it  is  a  distrust- 
ful, querulous  bird,  and  always  lives  and  sings 
alone.  Trust  me,  there  is  no  true  enjoyment 
but  in  union.  You  remember  I  dare  say — to 
return  once  again  to  our  favourite  poet- 
Thomson  *s  exquisite  picture  of  domestic  bliss, 
especially  that  passage  which  relates  to  what 
the  divine  bard  calls  *an  elegant  sufficiency/ 
How  often  have  I  tliought  that  where  impas- 
sioned love— but  I  am  sure  I  must  be  wearying 
vou '' 
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^  Not  at  all ;  I  am  never  tired  of  listening  to 
the  praises  of  my  favourite  minstrel.^ 

<^  Well  then,  crfitai  and  often  have  I  thought 
that  where  love  such  as  Thomson  portrays, 
goes  hand  in  hand  with '  an  degant  sufficiency/ 
the  union  must  realize  all  that  man  or  woman 
ever  yet  conceived  of  happiness*  Oh,  the  perfect 
bliss  where  two  fond  hearts  blend  together  as 
one — ^where  the  husband's  smile  reflects  its 
happy  sunshine  on  the  countenance  of  the  wife 
«*where  if  the  one  is  sad,  the  other  cannot 
choose  but  droop  also — where  the  only  struggle 
between  them  is  as  to  which  shall  evince  the 
fullest  and  most  entire  affection — while  Time,  as 
he  rolls  over  the  heads  of  both,  must  content 
himself  with  mellowing  what  he  feels  he  cannot 
destroy!  Would  to  Ood  that  such  a  lot  were 
mine!  But  it  is  not  to  the  cold,  heartless 
world,  that  feelings  like  these  are  to  be 
breathed ;  but^if  I  may  be  permitted  to  use 
such  a  term — in  the  presence  of  a  congenial 
spirit,  when  the  scene-— the  hour — prompt  alike 
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to  candour  and  feeling — then  indeed  they  may 
with  some  propriety  be  breathed,  and  possibly 
even  forgiven,"  and  I  concluded  in  a  low,  sup- 
pressed whisper. 

"  Oil,  Mr.  O^Blarney  I" 

"  Ah,  Miss  Snodgrass  !" 

"  Pray  forgive  my  weakness,"'*'  interrupted 
the  susceptible  lady,  averting  her  head,  *'  but 
indeed,  indeed,  your  toucliing  picture  of  do- 
mestic— ^but  I  am  so  silly  !  Wliat  must  you  think 
of  me?''  she  added  with  a  faint  smile. 

"  Forgive,  madam  !  Nay,  it  is  I  who  should 
ask  forgiveness  !  I  who  have  drawn  tears  from 
those  lovely  eyes  !  I  who,  agitated  and  wholly 
overpowered  by  a  passion,  pure— fervent — dis- 
interested as  ever " 

"  For  God's  sake,  Mr.  O'Blarney,  be  com- 
posed.    I  must  not — dare  not  hear  this." 

"  Say  tlien  that  I  am  forgiven." 

"  Hush,  I  implore  you,  hush  !  I  hear  a 
footstep.  —  Oh  that  horrid  John  !" 

This  was   said  in  allusion   to   the  footman. 
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whom  we  now  saw  adyandng  towards  us. — 
«  One  word— but  one  little  word,^  I  continued^ 
**  and  I  release  you  from  my  frantic  persecu* 
tion.  Say,  dearest  Maria,  idol  of  this  devoted 
hearty  say  but  that  you ** 

*^  Oh,  I  know  not— ask  papa.* 

What  acuteness  women  have  in  all  matters 
rdating  to  matrimony !  They  absolutely  snuff 
an  offer,  as  Job^s  war-horse  snuffed  the  battle, 
^(  afar  off.^  However,  I  had  no  time  to  mo- 
ralise, fm*  just  as  I  had  imprinted  a  sonorous, 
Milesian  kiss  on  the  lady^s  half -averted  lips^ 
the  footman  approached  with  a  message  from 
Mrs.  Snodgrass,  that  the  first  bell  was  just 
about  to  ring  for  dinner. 
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CHAPTER.  XX. 

A  DISAPPOINTED  CANDIDATK. 

Late  on  the  fourth  day,  to  the  consternation 
of  the  independent  party,  the  election  termi- 
nated in  favour  of  Lord  George  by  a  meagre 
majority  of — twelve  !  This  result  was  chiefly 
owing  to  the  manoeuvres  of  the  Corporation, 
most  of  whom  were  Tories,  and — though  with 
admirable  tact  they  kept  their  opinions  to  them- 
selves till  the  proper  season  came  for  putting 
them  forth — looked  on  tlie  apostacy  of  one  of 
their  fraternity  as  a  sort  of  reflection  on  the 
whole  body.  Even  Alderman  Slyboots — *'  un- 
kindest  cut  of  all  V* — was  found  among  the 
number  of  Mr.  Snodgrass'^s  opponents,  and  gave 
a  plumper  (like  himself)  to  Lord  George. 
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This  defeat  was  a  grievous  blow  to  my  in- 
terests. It  at  once  demolished  all  the  fine 
castles  which  for  weeks  past  I  had  been  erecting 
in  the  air,  for  by  the  aid  of  the  Alderman^s  in*' 
flueDce  I  had  hoped  not  only  to  establish  myself 
amoDg  the  ilUe  of  Humbug,  but  perad venture 
even  to  become  nearly  connected  with  his 
family. 

But  if  my  disappointment  was  great,  far 
greater  was  the  Alderman's.  On  him  the  disas- 
trous tidings  burst  like  a  thunder-clap.  Never 
once  had  the  possibility  of  a  defeat  entered  into 
his  calculations,  so  eflPectually  had  his  pride-— 
his  ambition — and  above  all,  his  vanity,  con- 
spired to  mislead  his  judgment,  and  with  such 
persevering  flattery  had  I  kept  alive  his  wildest 
fantasies.  He  had  entered  upon  the  election, 
not  coolly  and  deliberately  like  a  man  of  the 
world,  but  with  all  the  red-hot  enthusiasm  of  a 
schooUboy ;  for  the  time  being  it  was  his  one 
engrossing  hobby ;  and  for  me,  as  the  author  of 
all  his  agreeable  self  delusion,  he  felt  of  course. 
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while  it  lasted,  the  utmost  respect  and  friend- 
ship. 

But  the  spell  of  my  influence  was  now  broken, 
and  just  in  proportion  as  I  had  risen,  did  I  fall 
in  the  Alderman''s  estimation.  For  one  whole 
week  he  confined  himself  to  the  retirement  of 
Calico  Lodge,  admitting  no  one  to  his  presence 
but  an  attorney,  whom  he  engaged  to  prosecute 
minute  inquiries  into  the  way  in  which  I  had 
disposed  of  certain  electioneering  sums  entrusted 
to  my  superintendence,  his  suspicions  being 
roused  by  the  singular  circumstance  of  the 
election  having  been  lost  by  the  very  same 
number  of  votes  which  he  bad  supplied  me  with 
fimds  to  purchase ! 

The  result  of  these  inquiries  was,  I  soon 
found  out,  unsatisfactory ;  for  when  I  ventured, 
a  few  days  after  the  election,  to  send  in  my  card, 
I  was  informed  that  my  puesenoe  at  the  Lodge 
was  no  longer  desirable. 

A  man  of  more  brass  than  I  can  possibly 
pretend  to,  would  have  insisted  ai  once  on  being 
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oonfironted  with  the  Alderman  and  his  attorn^ ; 
but  my  disastrous  di£Sdence  in  this,  as  in  every 
other  instance,  got  the  better  of  me ;  I  ima- 
gined, too,  that  by  remaining  quiet  for  a  time, 
the  storm  would  blow  x>Yer,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass 
be  brought  to  regard  my  conduct  with  a  more 
unprejudiced  eye,  espedaUy  as  I  had  every 
reason  to  believe  I  should  find  a  warm  advocate 
in  his  eldest  daughter ;  so  I  allowed  the  golden 
moment  to  escape,  and  the  sand  in  the  hour- 
glass to  run  out,  till  it  became  almost  too  late 
to  retrieve  myself. 

At  length  stung  into  resolution  by  the  slan- 
derous whispers  that  began  to  gain  ground  in 
the  borough,  I  determined,  conte  qui  couie,  on 
obtaining  an  interview  with  the  Alderman,which 
with  some  difficulty,  after  repeated  applications, 
I  was  lucky  enough  to  accomplish. 

Just  a8  1  was  turning  an  angle  of  the  road 
that  led  sharp  round  to  the  gates  of  the  Lodge, 
I  suddenly  encountered  Mrs.  Snodgrass  on  her 
way  on  foot  to  Humbug.     The  good"  lady  re- 
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cognized  me  in  an  instant,  but  looked  shy,  em- 
barrassed, and  more  inclined  to  retrogade  than 
advance ;  on  which  with  as  much  easy  assurance 
as  a  man  of  my  peculiar  temperament  could 
muster,  I  hastened  forward  to  accost  her ;  and 
after  alluding  delicately  and  feelingly  to  the 
unfortunate  prejudice  which  I  understood  her 
husband  had  of  late  been  persuaded  to  entertain 
against  me,  I  observed  that  I  was  now^  by  his 
express  desire,  on  my  way  to  pay  him  a  visit, 
when  I  had  no  doubt  I  should  be  able  to  ex- 
plain every  thing  to  his  perfect  satisfaction. 
The  mention  of  the  word  *^  visit^  convinced 

the  good-natured  dame  that  the  quarrel  was 
about  to  be  made  up  between  her  husband  and 
myself,  and  in  an  instant  she  became  as  friendly 
and  communicative  as  ever. 

**  Well,**  she  exclaimed,  "  I  always  said 
every  thing  would  be  cleared  up,  though,  to 
tell  you  the  truth,  Mr.O'Blarney,  the  Alderman 
has  been  in  a  sad  way  about  you.  Some  one 
has  put  it  into   his    head  that  youVe  been 
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making  a  catVpaw  of  him,  though  as  I  told 
him  at  the  time—*  My  dear  Mr.  S.,'  said  I, 
*  what  matters  it  what  people  say?  they  will 
talk,  yon  know ;  so  let  ^em,  and  when  theyVe 
tired,  they'll  hold  their  tcmgues.'  Those  were 
the  very  words  I  used,  Mr.  O'Blamey,  for  I 
knew  you  must  have  a  good  heart  hy  your 
taking  so  much  notice  of  Sam.'^ 

^'  Ah,  my  little  playfellow,  Sammy  !'*'  said  I 
with  affectionate  vivacity,  '*  how  is  the  dear 
little  fellow  9  It  may  be  a  weakness,  Mrs.  Snod« 
grass,  but  I  never  see  children  without  feeling 
my  heart  warm  towards  them,  as  if  they  were 
my  own.  And  your  fair  daughters — are  they 
too  in  good  health  .^^ 

The  old  lady  shook  her  head.—**  Very  odd, 
Mr.  O^lamey,  but  Maria  takes  the  loss  of 
the  election  more  to  heart  than  even  Mr.  S. ! 
I  can't  conceive  what's  come  to  the  girl.  She 
says  nothing  except  that  she  is  resigned  to  the 
visitation,  and  that  if  it  be  the  will  of  Ood  she 
must  submit.    But  she  was  always  of  a  serious 
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turn,  you  know.  I'm  sure  what  with  one  thing 
and  what  with  another,  I  have  not  a  momenta's 
peace.  There''s  Mr.  S.,  he  does  nothing  but 
sit  and  sulk  from  morning  till  night ;  I'm 
afraid  he's  in  a  delicate  way,  for  he  eats  a  mere 
nothing  to  minify.  In  short,  Mr.  O'Blarney, 
weVe  all  in  a  peck  of  troubles.  However,  I'^m 
glad  your  going  to  clear  up  matters  with  the 
Alderman.  I  always  said  you  could  if  you 
would,  and  perhaps  if  you  find  him  out  of 
humour,  you'll  just  give  into  him  a  bit;  he 
means  well,  though  he's  a  little  hasty.  Tm  sure 
if  my  good  word's  of  any  service,  you're  welcome 
to  it,  for  I  never  will  believe  any  harm  of  a 
man  who  is  fond  of  children,  and  so  I  told 
the  .\ldemian  last  night,  when  he  was  snub- 
bing you  before  Maria." 

'*  And  did  Miss  Snodgrass  not  condescend 
to  say  one  little  word  in  my  behalf.'^''* 

"  She !  Lord  bless  you,  she's  grown  as  mute 
as  a  fish  !  Between  you  and  me,  Mr.  O'Blar- 
ney" — and  here  the  good  lady  put  on  an  air  of 
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slyness — ^*  Vm  afraid  the  girPs  had 
a  CaSL  Sad  bosiiiess  I  Mr.  S.  hates  the  Me* 
thodists.  He  says  they^re  enemies  to  the  eon- 
sHtfUian — and'  so  they  are,  for  this  Cant  has 
done  a  deal  of  harm  to  Maria.  She*s  not  half 
the  gill  die  was.^ 

**  Fm  glad  to  see  that  you  at  least  bear  up 
against  these  afflicticmsy  Mrs.  Snodgrass.^' 

^  Who,  I  ?  Oh,  I've  lots  of  trouble  too, 
only  I  haven't  time  to  be  down-hearted.  Who 
would  look  after  the  servants,  if  I  were  to 
lay  up  ?  But  I  must  not  stay  gossiping,  so 
good  bye,  Mr.  O^Blamey ;  I  wish  you  success 
with  Mr.  S. ;  but,  pray,  don't  take  him  up 
too  short,  if  he  should  be  a  little  hot  at  first. 
It's  merely  a  way  he's  got ;  my  brother,  the 
barrister,  has  just  the  same  ;'*  and  without  al- 
lowing herself  time  to  complete  the  sentence, 
the  old  lady  vaoiahed  at  a  brisk  pace  round  the 
comer. 

Far  different  was  my  interview  with  the  Al- 
derman.   Six  publicans,  on  whose  faces  tribu- 
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lation  was  written  at  full  length  and  in  the 
clearest  type,  were  just  quitting  the  house  as  I 
reached  the  hall-door — a  circumstance  w^hich, 
taken  in  connexion  with  the  sinister  glances  of 
the  footman,  and  the  suggestions  of  Mrs.  Snod- 
grass,  convinced  me  that  I  should  have  need  of 
all  my  temper  and  address. 

No  sooner  had  I  announced  my  name,  than 
the  servant  showed  me  into  a  small  parlour, 
while  he  went  and  informed  his  master  of  my 
arrival ;  and  returned  almost  immediately  with 
a  bluff  answer  (which  lost  nothing  of  its  rude- 
ness by  his  mode  of  delivery),  to  the  effect  that 
I  must  wait  awhile,  for  the  Alderman  was  en- 
gaged. 

For  full  an  hour  I  remained  in  this  slate 
of  suspense,  till  at  length,  when  tired  of  waiting, 
I  was  making  up  my  mind  to  depart,  the  study* 
bell  rung,  and  I  heard  the  Alderman's  surly 
voice  in  the  passage,  desiring  the  footman  to 
*'  send  in  that  fellow."" 

On  entering  the  study,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  who 
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was  Mated  at  the  table,  neither  looked  up  nor 
rote  to  meet  me,  but  kept  his  eyes  livetted  on 
the  table.  His  personal  appearance  was  by  no 
means  improved  by  his  late  disappointment.  His 
hee  was  yellow  as  a  crocus ;  a  beard  of  at  least 
two  days'  growth  threw  bis  chin  into,  what 
artists  would  call,  a  fine  hadow ;  and  he  perpe* 
tually  shifted  his  position,  like  a  man  in  a  high 
state  of  nervous  excitement.  I  could  not  but 
fed  for  his  situation,  and  was  just  beginning  to 
express  my  regret  at  finding  him  so  much  of  an 
invalid,  when  he  interrupted  me  fiercely  with, 
^  Aye,  you  may  well  condole  with  me ;  none 
bat  an  egregious  blockhead  would  have  listened 
tar  an  instant  to  such  an  Irish  adventurer  !^ 

I  made  allowances  for  this  burst,  so  calmly 
refdied,  **  Mr.  Snodgrass,  you  do  me  injustice. 
I  am  no  adventurer.  Sir,  but  a  man  who,  wish- 
ing well  to  the  cause  of  good  government,  has 
endeavoured  to  .  procure  for  that  cause  the 
ablest  advocate.  It  was  on  this  principle,  and 
thif  only,  that  I  sought  to  interest  you  in  behalf 
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of  I  he  independent  party.  I  was  prepared  for 
a  more  difficult  ta>k  than  I  encountered,  for 
you  Were  already  half  a  Liberal  when  I  stepj>ed 
in  to  confirm  vour  faith.'"* 

The  Alderman  here  started  from  his  seat,  and 
lii>  eye  happening  to  fall  on  a  volume  of  Han- 
sard's Parliamentary  Debates,  which  lav  with 
a  paper-cutter  in  the  leaves  on  the  table,  he 
flunfx  it  with  violence  on  the  floor,  exclaiming 
as  he  resumed  his  chair,  *'  who  placed  this 
boi)k  here  ?  YouVe  all  leaccued  to  drive  me 
mad  ;*"  then,  as  if  recollecting  himself,  he  added, 
''  what  is  this  matter  that  you  sav  vou  have  to 
exphiin  ?    Tell  it  at  once,  and  be  off',"'^ 

'•  Language  like  this,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  scarce- 
ly deserves  a  reply.  However,  to  show  you 
that  I  am  not  vindictive,  and  can  make  every 
allowance  for  your  situation " 

"  My  situation  !  what  do  you  mean  by  that. 
Sir  ?  Tliink  of  your  own.  Yet  what,  after  all, 
is  yours  compared  to  mine  ?  I  have  lost  every 
thing.     For  the  money  I  care  nothing ;   it  is 
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gone^  and  tbere*s  an  end  of  it ;  but  where  is  my 
standing  with  the  Corporation ;  where  my  bo- 
rough influence ;  where  my  character  for  con- 
sistency?^ 

«  Have  courage.  Sir,  and  all  will  yet  be  well." 

The  Alderman  took  no  heed  of  my  interrup- 
tion, but,  as  if  unconscious  he  was  overheard, 
continued,  *^  To  be  bamboozled — lampooned-— 
paragraphed — and  held  up  to  ridicule  by  both 
parties ; — a  man  of  my  years  and  station,  to  be 
treatedin  this  manner,  and  all  through  the 
trickery  of  an  obscure  Irish  adventurer — ^by 

God  'tis  not  to  be Ah,  what  youVe^  there 

still.  Sir,  laughing,  no  doubt,  in  your  sleeve  at 
my  q;regious  folly  .'*^ 

"  Folly,  Mr.  Snodgrass  I'' 

^  Well,  wisdom  then,  if  you  like  it  better, 
for  wise  indeed  I  have  shown  myself  to  be  your 
dupe!  You  knew  from  the  first  I  had  no 
chance.  But  what  did  that  matter,  so  long  as 
you  could  feather  your  own  nest  P  But  proceed 
with  your  story,  Sir.^ 

L  2 
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"  It  is  very  plain  and  simple.  In  one  word, 
Mr.  Snodgrass  (for  I  perceive  you  are  not  in  a 
fit  state  calmly  to  consider  the  details  of  my 
proposition),  I  have  every  reason  to  believe  that 
Lord  George's  election  has  been  carried  solely 
by  means  of  the  most  notorious  bribery  and 
corruption  ;  and  that  if  you  think  fit  to  petition 
against  his  return,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
the  House  will  decide  in  your  favour.  To  be 
sure,  we  are  far  from  immaculate  ourselves  ;  but 
fortunately  our  manoeuvres  have  been  managed 
witli  skill  and  secresy,  whereas  Lord  George's 
party  have  been  openly  boasting  of  theirs." 

*^  Well,  Sir,  and  what  then  ?'*' 

"  Merely  this,  that  it  remains  with  yourself 
to  decide  whether  you  will  choose  to  affix  M.P. 
to  your  name  or  not.  Your  chance  is,  I  am 
persuaded,  better  than  ever ;  for  the  House  en- 
tertains such  a  well-bred  horror  of  bribery,  that 
the  mere  charge  is  almost  enough  to  ensure 
the  condemnation  of  the  luckless  wight  against 
whom  it  is  brought." 
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'^  Indeed  P  said  the  Alderman,  drawling  out 
the  word,  as  if  he  were  half-asleep ;  **  and  pray. 
Sir,  for  your  valuable  assistance  in  this  matter, 
what  further  sums  may  be  necessary  ?  Will 
another  hundred  pounds  satisfy  you  7* 

^*  I  understand  your  sneer,  and,  as  an  ho* 
nest  man,  meet  it   with  tlie  contempt  it  de- 


**  What,  and  have  you  the  impudence  to  call 
yourself  an  honest  man  ?  Honest,  forsooth  ! 
Ha !  ha  V*  and  the  old  savage  grinned  in  my 
face  like  a  hyaena. 

This  stung  me  to  the  quick ;  *'  Oh,  Mr. 
Soodgrass,  Mr.  Snodgrass,^  said  I— >for  I  could 
not  but  perceive  that  all  hope  of  reconciliation 
was  at  an  end — *^  it  grieves  me  to  the  soul  to  see 
such  powers  of  sarcasm  and  eloquence  as  you 
possess,  thrown  away  on  an  obscure  individual 
like  myself.  Reserve  it,  I  beseech  you,  for  those 
apostate  Ministers  whose  reduction  of  the  Five 
per  Cents. " 

These   words  wrought    quite    a  talismanic 
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iL.  j»2irz:r. 


iocd» 


-     -r.r*'^  -it::^::'.  '^zd  H  t^ju  iaam  too 
;— -^:.-i-^.  xu.  xit  r«-r?  :  ,r^7  riatt  ajself, 

;.-.-        ^        ri         •«     ^'"      i-l^    Vt'     T-'liUa    I   22k   TOO 

nir     Tiiis^c?'    -    -i^nvriEi'Jtr  j'-Tirattf  of  the 
t  -r    *"!   :  v^r-?  aor  at  amt,  to  quit 
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tioD  debts,  did  yoa  ay? 
howy  explain  yoorsd^  my  cxeeflent  joong 
friend.  I  am  hasty,  it  is  true,  bat  always  open 
to  oonvictiaiL" 

*'  Oh,  my  plan  is  scarcely  worth  mentioning; 
it  merdy  regards  pecuniary  matters,  which,  as 
you  observed  just  now,  weigh  notlm^  in  your 
estimation  compared  with  the  loss  of  roar  cha- 
racter for  consistency  •** 

''  True,  I  did  say  so,  nerertfaeleaB '^ 

^  You  are  anxious  to  hear  it.  Be  it  so, 
though  I  am  by  no  means  sanguine  that  a  per- 
son of  your  distinction  will  adopt  it.  Hoverer, 
such  as  it  is,  it  is  at  your  serrice.  You  may 
have  heard.  Sir,  in  the  course  of  your  long — 

commercial— ezpeiienoe '^  sand  I,  paofiog 

between  each  word,  '*  of *' 

"  Yes,  yes,  very  good,  go  on." 

*^Of  an— act— entitled — the— Insolvent 
Debtor^s  Act.    It  is  one  of  singular—'" 

**  Knave ! — swindler !— nscal !  Is  it  thus 
you  add  insult  to  injury  ?" 
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«  You  complain  of  your  debts.  I  propose  to 
you  a  remedy.  Am  I  to  be  blaned  for 
this?*' 

^^  How  dare  you,  fellow,  throw  out  such 
hints  to  a  man  of  my  character  ?'* 

^<  Character,  Mr.  Snodgraas?  Why,  your- 
self assured  me  just  now  that  you  had  none 
left,  and  as  a  gentleman,  I  felt  bound  to  believe 
your 

^*  Quit  the  room  instantly.  Sir.  I  dis- 
grace  myself  by  holding  conversation  with 
you."" 

'<  There  is  no  need  of  bluster,  Mr.  Sood* 
grass,^  said  I,  moving  with  unruffled  digmty 
to  the  door;  <^  I  quit  your  bouse  far  more 
readily  than  I  entered  it,  fully  convinced  that 
when  you  have  regained  your  senses,  you  wiR 
do  me  that  justice  which  your  blind  passioii 
just  now  withholds.  Infatuated  old  man  i 
where  now  is  that  keen  political  foresight 
which,  detecting  at  one  glance,  as  it  were,  the 
great  public  embarrassments  that  must  ensue 
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die  liedoetion   of   the  Fhe  per  Cents^ 

miAj "^ 

*'  The  Fhe  per   Cents  again !     By  God, 

m- ^^ 

Just  at  this  instant  a  gaunt,  sulky  pubKcan 
fixeed  bis  way  into  the  roooi,  and  after  stam* 
cot  one  or  two  awkward  words  of  con- 
approached  Mr.  Snodgrass,  and  thrust^ 
ing  forward  something  that  bore  the  semblance 
of  a  bfll,  was  just  commencing  with  <*  touching 
tltts  littie  aoeoinit,*  Vhen  the  Alderman  snatched 
the  paper  from  the  dun^s  talons,  and  throwing 
it  to  me,  exclaimed,  <^  this,  fellow,  is  your 
aflair,  not  mine.  You  have  had  the  money,  and 
OHist  asd  shall  be  responsible.'^ 

^*  IteqpoDsiUe  I  And  for  your  debts  too  ! 
Nov  no*  Mr.  Snodgrass,  I  have  no  objection  to 
be  justi  but  I  really  cannot  afford  to  be  gfr- 


''  Qod  of  heaven,  this  impudence  surpasses 
bafief !  Wliat,  have  you  not  had  my  cheques 
for  the  tavern  bills,  as  well  as  for  those  twelve 

l3 
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voters,  to  not  one  of  whom  you  ever  paid  a  six- 
pence ?  Nay  more,  Sir,  have  you  not,  through- 
out the  whole  business,  been  bent  on  my  ruin  ? 
Yes,  Sir,  my  ruin,  I  say."" 

'^  Not  I,  ilr.  Snodgrass,  but  the  Five  per 
Cents,  have  been  your  ruin.**' 

*'  D — n  the  Five  per  Cents.  /"  thundered 
the  Alderman,  "  whafs  that  to  the  purpose, 
you " 

"  Aye,  what  indeed  ?"  interrupted  the  pub- 
lican, who  began  to  tremble  for  his  account : 
"  I  sliall  look  to  you  for  payment,  Mr,  Snod- 
grass. I  know  iiothink  of  this  here  gemman. 
These  are  hard  times,  Mr.  S.,  and  I  mean  no 
offence,  but  justice  is  justice  and  law's  law. 
Sir ;  and  so.  Sir,''"  putting  on  his  hat  with  a  ve- 
hement thump  on  the  crown,  "  I  wish  you 
good  morning,  Sir."" 

'^  And  I  shall  follow  this  worthy  man's  ex- 
ample. Possibly,  ]Mr.  Snodgrass,  you  and  I 
may  never  meet  again  ;  I  avail  myself,  there- 
fore, of  this  opportunity  to  declare  that,  des- 
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pile  your  oonduct  towards  me,  which  I  must 
say  has  been  marked  by  flagrant  iogratitude, 
fipom  my  soul  I  pity  and  forgive  you  ;*'  and 
I  stalked  in  sullen  majesty  from  the  apart- 
ment. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

A  DISAPPOINTED  CANDIDATE'S  REVENGE. 

Having  rarely  known  a  contested  election 
terminate  without  a  quarrel  among-  the  losing 
parties,  I  was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  sur- 
prised at  the  Alderman^s  indignation ;  though  I 
had  no  idea  he  would  have  carried  it  to  the  ex- 
treme  length  of  holding  me  publicly  forth  as  an 
adventurer  and  a  swindler.  True,  certain  sums 
entrusted  by  him  to  me  for  distribution,  did 
not  exactly  reach  their  destination ;  but  surely 
this  did  not  justify  the  atrocious  placards  and 
paragraphs  that  now  daily  appeared  against 
me!  The  truth  is,  that  in  the  hurry  and 
bustle  necessarily  attendant  on  a  contested 
election,  the  money  had  been  overlooked  :  but 
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1  put  it  to  any  man  of  feeling  and  delicacy, 
vbether,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances  of 
the  case,  such  an  act  of  forgetfulness  was  not 
perfectly  natural ;  or  if  an  error,  whether  it 
were  not  one  <^  omissioo,  rather  than  of  com- 
mission. 

But  I  have  a  better  plea  to  urge  than  that  of 
mere  omission.  As  principal  agent  for  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  it  was  of  course  necessary  that  I 
should  make  a  parade  of  superior  respectability 
— IB  £sct,  keep  all  but  open  house.  Now  tiufi 
ooald  not  be  done  on  the  weekly  pittance  I  Ire* 
edved  from  the  ^*  Flying  Reporter,^  and  I  #a8 
compelled  in  consequence  to  appropriate  a  poi^ 
tion  of  the  sums  received  from  the  Alderman ; 
and  pray*  to  what  more  fitting  or  laudable  pur- 
pose, could  I  devote  his  money,  than  to  secure 
the  interests  of  his  election  ?  For  myself  in- 
dindually,  I  neither  asked  nor  received  one 
farthing  for  my  labours  v*.  they  were  undertaken 
solely  with  reference  to  the  public  good ;  and 
the  reward  I  met  with  for  such  heroic  disin* 
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terestcdness  was,  first,  to  be  denounced  as  a 
swindler;  secondly,  to  be  dismissed  from  my 
editorial  functions  ! 

In  this  predicament,  with  a  name  tainted 
throughout  Humbug,  and  but  one  paltry  hun- 
dred pounds  left  in  my  exchequer,  I  felt  I  had 
no  alternative  but  to  appeal  once  more  to  the 
sense  and  justice  of  Mr.  Snodgrass.  Accord-> 
ingly,  after  much  deliberation  and  blotting  of 
paper,  I  dispatched  an  argumentative  and  pa- 
thetic latter  to  the  Lodge,  to  which  no  reply 
being  vouchsafed,  I  allowed  a  week  to  elapse, 
and  then  sat  down  and  penned  a  second  to  the 
following  effect  :— 

"  Wellington  Place,  Humbug,  1821. 
"  Sib: 
"  The  pertinacity  with  which  you  persist  in 
blasting  the  character  and  fortunes  of  one  who 
never  injured  you,  is,  I  hope  and  believe,  with- 
out parallel  in  the  annals  of  human  depravity. 
^^  In  justification  of  such  conduct,  you  allege 
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tfaat  I  have  appropriated  to  my  own  use  a  con* 
adeiuUe  portion  of  certain  Bumu  which  you  had 
entrusted  to  me  for  electioneering  expenses. 
To  this  vague  charge  I  have  but  one  reply  to 
make.  Produce  your  vouchers  (I  knew  he 
could  not),  or  else  cotifess  that  you  have  wan* 
Uialy  slandered  a  name  which  the  breath  of 
calumny  has  never  yet  dared  to  taint. 

*^  One  or  other  of  these  alternatives  I  feel 
tfiat  I  have  a  right  to  insist  on.  Should  neither 
be  acceded  to,  then,  as  a  matter  of  course,  I 
shall  demand  that  satisfaction  which  one  gentle- 
man never  withholds  from  another  whom  he  has 
aggrieved. 

**  You  have  been  pleased,  I  perceive,  in  one 
of  your  numerous  placards,  to  allude  in  terms 
fiir  from  flattering  to  what  you  call,  my  <  im- 
measurable impudence.*  Ah,  Sir!  did  you 
but  know  me  as  I  fed  that  I  deserve  to  be 
known,  you  would  be  convinced  that  if  there  be 
one  infirmity  beyond  another  which  I  inherit 
from  a  long  line  of  ancestors,  it  is  an  extreme 
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a  fortnight  from  the  publication  of  my  pam- 
phlet, the  Assizes  took  place,  and  among  the 
trials  which  engrossed  public  attention,  was  that 
of  **  Snodgrass  v.  O'Blamey,"  in  which,  after 
the  plaintifTs  counsel  had  inveighed  elaborately 
against  the  licentiousness  of  the  Press,  and  the 
defendant**s  had  insisted,  with  equal  pertinacity, 
on  its  perfect  freedom  as  the  ''  Palladium  of 
the  British  Constitution*" — both,  in  the  fervour 
of  their  eloquence,  losing  sight  of  the  main 
features  of  the  case — the  jury  brought  in  a  ver- 
dict of  guilty ;  and  I  was  sentenced  to  six 
months'*  imprisonment,  and  a  fine,  which  I  had 
no  earthly  chance  of  ever  being  able  to  liqui- 
date. 


A  BASHFUL   IBI8HHAN.  $135 


CHAPTER  XXII. 


FBISON  ASSOCIATES. 


What  a  change  had  the  last  few  days 
wrought  in  my  condition  !  But  one  short  month 
before,  I  was  in  no  inconsiderable  repute  in 
Humbug.  I  was  now  the  proscribed  inmate  of 
a  county  jail.  My  position  was  indeed  a  hope- 
less one,  and  the  mean,  dark,  cheerless  apart-* 
ment  I  inhabited  was  by  no  means  calculated  to 
raise  my  spirits.  The  walls  were  constantly 
dripping  with  wet;  the  floor  was  begrimed 
with  dirt ;  and  the  cmly  furniture  consisted  of  a 
ricketty,  wooden  chair,  and  a  small  deal  table, 
on  which  lay  two  or  three  dogs*-eared  tracts. 

*<  How  many  last  moments,*^  thought  I,  as  for 
lack  of  better  employment,  I  turned  over  the 
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well-thumbed  pages,  "  have  been  spent  in  com- 
munion ^\  ith  these  books !  How  many  hot,  scald- 
ing tears  have  been  dropped  on  them  !  What  a 
tale  their  very  look ^ tells,  of  every  emotion  that 
can  raise  or  depress  humanity  !  Repentance  has 
leant  on  them  as  her  last  resting-place  on  this 
side  eternity  ;  despair  has  dashed  them  from  her 
presence  as  a  curse.  They  have  softened  the 
grim  features  of  death  till  the  spectre  wore 
almost  a  smile;  they  have  darkened  them  till 
it  were  madness  to  look  on  his  frown.  Silent 
but  expressive  moralists,  would  that  ye  could 
impart  your  lessons  in  some  more  social  fashion  ! 
But,  alas!  ye  do  so  in  darkness  and  in  solitude, 
to  the  wandering  brain  and  the  broken  heart 
that  quit  ye  only  for  the  scafFold."*"* 

My  soliloquy  was  here  broken  off  by  the 
entrance  of  Mr.  Graves  the  turnkey,  who,  af- 
fected by  my  prompt  munificence — for  I  had 
slipped  a  guinea  into  his  hand  only  the  day 
preceding — came  to  propose  to  me  "  a  turn""  in 
the  court-yard,  to  which  I  readily  assented. 
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I  found  it  filled  with  prisoners,  chiefly  of  the 
male  sez,  some  of  whom  were  fMicing  up  and 
down  in  groups  of  twos  and  threes;  others 
playiiig  at  hustle-cap  and  chuck-farthing ;  and 
odiers  seated  on  a  bench,  enjoying  the  philoao* 
phieal  luxury  of  pipes  and  tobacco. 

While  the  turnkey  was  pointing  out  to  my 
notice  some  of  the  more  notorious  among  them, 
whidi  he  did  with  an  emphasis  amounting 
almoei  to  reverence,  we  were  joined  by  a  grave, 
stout,  formal  personage,  with  an  enonnoua 
bullet-head,  firmly  fixed,  with  little  or  no  in* 
terventian  of  neck,  between  two  massive 
shoulders. 

This  stranger,  whom  I  soon  discovered  to 
be  a  piquant  mixture  of  the  scamp  and  the 
pedant,  making  me  a  profound  obeisance,  while 
at  the  same  time  he  eyed  me  from  head  to  foot 
with  an  air  of  scientific  discrimination,  expressed 
his  regret  at  my  presence  in  a  {dace  so  ill^cak 
colated  to  improve  my  moral  or  physical  oo&di* 
tion.     ^<  But,  Sir,^  he  added  with  amazing 
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pomp  of  manner,  "  you  have  the  consolation  of 
knowing — no  matter  what  be  the  cause  that 
brought  you  here — that  you  are,  like  myself, 
the  victim  of  destiny.  Vice  and  virtue,  Sir,  are 
mere  matters  of  impulse,  as  I  endeavoured  to 
show  in  a  little  treatise  I  latelv  wrote,  entitled 
'  Death,  the  fulfilment  of  Destiny,'  for  which 
a  man  is  no  more  to  be  blamed  or  praised, 
than  he  is  for  being  short  or  tall,  thin  or  stout. 
For  my  own  part  I  have  come  to  tlie  conclu- 
sion that,  do  what  we  will,  neither  the  best  nor 
worst  of  us  can  control  our  actions,  being  alike 
mere  spokes  in  the  wheel  of  fate  ;  and  that  the 
sum  and  substance  of  all  human  wisdom  may 
be  comprised  in  this  one  sentence — what  will 
be,  will  be." 

"  A  very  sagacious  conclusion,  Mr. I  beg 

your  pardon,  but  may  I  ask  whom  I  have  the 
honour  of  addressing  ?^'  I  inquired,  not  a  little 
amused  by  my  new  companion'^s  loquacity. 

"  Stubbs,  Sir — Justinian   Stubbs,  late  pro- 
fessor of  languages   at   the  Humbug   Charity 
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School-— a  gentleinan,  and  (I  trust  I  may  add) 
a  scholar,  who,  by  one  of  those  sudden  vicissi-i 
tades  to  which  the  best  of  us  are  liable,  has 
been  but  just  subjected  to  the  unchristiaD  per* 
seeution  of  the  pillory  ."^ 

♦•  Indeed  r 

^  YeSy  Sir,  the  bumble  individual  before  you 
has  <  fretted'— I  would  add  <  strutted/  but  the 
quoCatian  would  be  inapplicable — his  ^  little 
hoax'  in  that  elevated  podtion.^^ 

*'  May  I  inquire  the  causeof  such  an  accident?^ 
Oh,  certainly.  Sir;  I  need  have  no  re- 
with  one  of  your  respectability.  It  was 
my  fate  some  months  since  to  be  detected 
in  certain  verbal  inaccuracies  touching  the 
amount  of  a  few  Corporation  subscriptions  for 
the  Humbug  Charity  School,  and  to  be  pub- 
licly exhibited,  in  consequence,  to  the  gaze  of 
the  most  unpolished  rabble  I  think  I  ever  saw.'*' 

<^  They  certainly  did  let  fly  uncommon 
sharp,^  interposed  the  turnkey ;  *'  the  cabbage- 
stumps  flew  like  any  thing.'' 


«( 


240  SOREOWS    OF 

**  Vulgar  beast  !'*'*  whispered  the  fatalist. 

"  You  could  scarcely  have  expected  other- 
wise, Mr.  Stubbs;'"  I  replied,  '-  the  pillory  is 
no  place  for  the  cultivation  of  the  gentilities." 

"  Sir,  your  position  is  unanswerable-  After 
the  most  impartial  consideration  I  can  give  to 
the  subject,  I  find  it  impossible  to  reconcile 
myself  to  the  idea  that  it  is  either  an  elegant  or 
creditable  exhibition.  Still,  like  every  thing 
else,  it  has  its  redeeming  points.'* 

"  How  so  ?'^ 

"  Why,  Sir,  if  it  pander  to  the  malignant 
tastes  of  the  oppressors,  you  must  at  least  allow 
that  it  teaches  the  oppressed  a  lesson  of  for* 
bearance ;  enables  him  to  put  in  practice  the 
precepts  of  philosophy ;  to  endure  adversity 
with  becoming  resignation. '*'* 

''  Sweet  are  the  uses  of  adversity,"  I  observed. 

**  You  are  right,  Sir ;  and  the  poet  who 
broached  that  wholesome  truth,  must  himself 
have  tasted  them  in  the  pillory.  It  is  the  very 
Paradise  of  such  sweets." 
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^*  You  seem  to  entertain  a  very  soothing  re- 
eollection  of  them.* 

**  And  why  not  ?  On  me,  Sir,  the  pillory 
had  no  effect  but  what  was  strictly  salubrious. 
Conscious  that  I  was  the  victim  of  destiny,  I 
bade  a  philosophic  defiance  to  the  storm  that 
hurtled  round  me.  Beddes,  I  reflected  that 
the  pillory  was  classic  ground,  and  derived  in- 
expressible comfort  from  the  consideration  that 
though  I  was  nearly  pelted  out  of  all  shape 
there,  I  yet  had  not  my  ears  cropped  like 
that  iOastrious  sage,  De  Foe.^' 

^  Why,  no,"  said  I,  with  an  arch  smile,  *'  it 
is  plain  they  are  as  long  as  ever.^ 

^  Tott^re  a  wag,  Sir^  I  conjecture,  and  inas- 
much as  a  little  seasonable  facetiousness  in  no- 
wise detracts  fix>m,  but  rather  gives  an  agree- 
able relish  to,  the  grave  discourse  of  wisdom,  I 
partake  your  mirth.  By  the  way,  talking  of 
sudi  trifles — ^the  bye-play  of  the  mind,  as  the 
learned  Hdvetius  calls  them^could  you  oblige 
me  with  a  shilling  ?'' 

VOL.   X.  H 
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The  abruptness  of  this  request,  following,  as 
it  did,  on  the  heels  of  such  high-flown  senti- 
ments, not  a  little  astounded  me.  However,  I 
acceded  to  the  fatalisms  petition,  who  instantly 
left  me,  with  a  low  bow  and  a  profusion  of  apo- 
logies. 

When  we  met  again  next  day  in  the  court- 
yard, our  conversation  turned  on  my  late  elec- 
tioneering experiment  on  Alderman  Snodgrass, 
in  which  Mr.  Stubbs  found  much  food  for  con- 
demnation. My  resolution  to  abide  the  result 
of  tlie  trial  especially  astonished  him.  *'  Doubt- 
less/' said  he,  "it  was  an  honourable,  even  an 
heroic  determination,  but  utterly  lost,  as  you 
now  find  to  your  cost,  on  an  unreflecting  age, 
like  the  present.  You  should  have  quitted 
Humbug,  Sir,  the  instant  your  degenerate  pa- 
tron liad  lost  his  election.  Of  what  consequence 
were  the  opinions  of  the  rabble  ?  It  is  the  un- 
erring test  of  a  great  mind  to  treat  them  with  a 
lofty  indifference.  Speaking  on  this  point,  the 
learned  Hclvetius "*" 
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u 


I  ooofess  my  weakness,  Mr.  Stubbs;  but 
todety,  you  know " 


(4 


Society  !^'  interrupted  that  eminent  philo- 
sopher, "  talk  not  to  me  of  society.  Sir.  It  is 
diseased  to  the  hearts  core.  There  is  no  moral 
harmony — no  nice  adjustment  of  parts— no  oon- 
sentaneousness  as  a  whole,  in  the  present  state 
of  things.  What  is  our  social  code,  but  a  huge 
conglomeration  of  blunders  ?  Look  at  me,  Sir, 
I  am  an  instance  in  point.  Why  am  I  her<e  ?^ 
^*  Because  you  can't  get  out,  I  suppose.*" 
**  I  am  here,^  resumed  the  fatalist,  **  because 
the  mental  abstraction  necessarily  attendant  on 
philosophic  pursuits,  like  mine,  rendered  me,  on 
a  certain  occasion,  oblivious  of  worldly  discre- 
tion. Accident  was  in  my  case  misconstrued 
into  design.  Hence  the  pillory  and  a  year'^s 
impriaonment !  But  I  have  one  consolation. 
It  could  not  have  been  otherwise.^ 

We  were  here  interrupted  by  the  approach 
of  a  flippant,  light-haired,  red-faced  young  fel- 
low, who  taking  a  dgar  from  his  mouth,  and 
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addressing  me  with  an  air  of  affected  courtesy, 
exclaimed,  '*  Proud  to  have  the  honour  of  your 
acquaintance.  Sir ;  I  presume,  like  the  rest  of 
us,  you  are  the  sport  of  f<»tune«  Singular,  bow 
the  blind  goddess  always  persecutes  the  diligent 
and  the  deserving !  However,  what  will  be, 
will  be ;  a  vulgar  truism,  but  not  the  less  valu- 
able on  that  account*— hey,  Stubbsr* 

<'  Vulgarity,'^  observed  the  schoolmaster, 
taking  out  an  iron  snuff-box,  and  offering  me  a 
pinch,  **  is  of  two  kinds,  physical  and  intel- 
lectual. The  physical  may  be  said  to  consist 
in  a  perverse  indulgence  in  such  habits  as  have 
a  tendency  to  stultify  or  brutalize  themind.  Now 
smoking  is  one  of  these  habits ;  wherefore— — ^ 


**  You  are  out  there,  Stubbs,  quite  out,^ 
plied  Wilde  (such  was  the  name  of  my  new 
acquaintance) ;  ^*  I  am  a  smoker  myself,  and 
have  been  so  for  years.  Snuff-taking,  I  grant 
you,  is  a  vulgar  habit.     I  never  snuff.^ 

**  Simff-taking  T   rejoined  the  philosopher, 
**  nothing  can  be  pronounced  vulgar  that  tends. 
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io  howerer  humble  a  degree,  to  stimulate  the 
Realties  of  thought,  and — but  I  see  an  old  ac- 
quaintance yonder;  I  must  go  and  join  her;^ 
and  away  he  posted  to  recreate  his  epigastrum 
with  a  glass  of  the  best  British,  or  Falemian,  as 
he  called  it«  which  an  old  woman,  in  a  scarlet 
hood,  had  just  smuggled  into  the  prison. 

No  sooner  had  he  quitted  us,  than  Wilde, 
pointing  after  him,  said,  <*  there  goes  one  of  the 
biggest  rogues  in  all  England,  who,  while  he 
grasps  you  cordially  with  one  hand,  will  pick 
your  pocket  with  the  other*  He  sounded  the 
depths  of  mine  within  ten  minutes  of  our  first 
acquaintance,  while  I  was  listening  to  a  long 
story  about  Helvetius.^ 

*'  Bless  me  !^  said  I,  **  I  have  heard  twice  of 
that  author  already.  I  had  no  idea  he  was  such 
a  suspicious  character.^ 

<<  Then,  Sir,  rely  on  it,  you  have  paid  dearly 
for  your  knowledge.  Stubbs  is  no  advocate  for 
gratuitous  instruction.^ 


246  SORKOWS    OF 

*'  No,**'  I  replied,  after  a  diligent  examination 
of  my  pockets,  *'  fortunately,  all's  right.  Never- 
theless, I  thank  you  for  your  caution ;  when  I 
next  hear  of  Helvetius,  I  will  take  care  it  shall 
be  at  a  respectful  distance.'*'' 

"  I  am  not  unreasonable  enough,'*''  continued 
Wilde,  "  to  condemn  our  friend  for  wishing  to 
keep  his  hand  in  practice ;  such  a  wish  is  cre- 
ditable to  liis  ambition  as  an  artist ;  but  that  he 
should  affect  the  moralist  all  the  while  ~  this, 
Sir,  is  what  enrages  me.  Confound  such  cant- 
ing scoundrels  !  Give  me  the  knave  who  has 
manliness  enough  to  avow  his  vocation.  I  have 
no  notion  of  a  man  being  above  his  business. 
For,  after  all,  Sir,  what  difference  is  there  be- 
tween the  thief  and  the  conqueror  ?  Between  the 
plunder  of  individuals  and  that  of  nations?  I 
protest  I  can  see  none.  But,  perhaps,  I  am 
partial." 

**  The  main  difference  lies  in  this,  that  society 
binds  a  laurel  wreath  round  the  brow  of  the  con- 
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queror,  while  it  adjusts  a  rope  to  the  neck  of 
the  thief.  I  trust,  Mr.  Wilde,  you  are  in  no 
danger  of  the  latter  distinction.^ 

"  God  forbid !  I  am,  indeed,  condemned  to 
undergo— excuse  my  speaking  professionally — 
the  last  penalties  of  the  law  for  an  awkward 
sort  of  night  blunder,  made  on  the  premises  of 
Alderman  Square- stem  last  spring  (one  is  apt  to 
make  mistakes  in  the  dark,  you  know) ;  but 
luckily  on  my  trial  a  doubtful  point  arose, 
which  induced  the  judge  to  grant  me  a  respite, 
till  he  had  consulted  the  whole  twelve.'^ 

**  And  can  you  feel  at  ease  while  in  such  a 
state  of  suspense  ?'^ 

**  Suspense!  Nonsense!  My  attorney  say  s—^^^ 

"  Mr.  Wilde-Mr.  Wilde,'^  said  I,  in  a  so- 
lemn but  affectionate  tone,  *^  the  less  you  have 
to  do  with  attomies,  the  better.  Rely  on  it. 
Sir,  they  are  not  safe  or  creditable  associates 
for  a  gentleman  of  your  character.  But  I  beg 
pardon  for  interrupting  you-— what  about  your 
attorney  ?^ 
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''  Why,  he  assures  me  that  the  point  in 
question  is  all  but  decided  in  my  favour 
al  ready  ."*"* 

"  My  dear  Sir,  I  am  transported  to  hear 
it." 

"  No  personalities,  I  beg.  I  hate  that  word, 
*  transported  ^  'tis  a  villanous  phrase,  and 
should  never  be  used  among  decent  folks.  An- 
otlier  man,  now,  would  be  offended  by  such  an 
expression  ;  but  I  am  a  citizen  of  the  world, 
and  take  things  coolly.'" 

"  And  the  adventures  of  such  a  cosmopolite 
must  be  well  worth  hearing.  If  it  be  not 
exacting  too  much  from  your  politeness,  may 
I  beg  a  sketch  of '" 

"  Oh,  certainly,  Sir,  your  request  is  most 
flattering.  At  present,  however,  I  can  say  no- 
thing on  the  subject,  for  I  see  Graves  yonder 
preparing  to  lock  up ;  to-morrow,  my  history 
(such  as  it  is)  shall  be  at  your  service.*" 

Accordingly,  on  the  following  day,  when  we 
came  out  for  our  usual  hour'*s  airing,  Wilde, 
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true  to  hk  promifle^  seated  himself  on  the  stump 
of  80  old  tree,  dose  under  the  wall,  and  gave 
me  the  fcdlowing  rambling  outline,  which  I 
hoe  repeat,  |Mfetty  nearly  as  I  heard  it,  of  his 
past  life. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

THE    SAYINGS    AM)   DOINGS   OF    MR.  JONA- 
THAN WILDE,  THE  YOUNGER. 

^'  I  AM  a  zealous  advocate  for  family  pride, 
which,  I  think,  you  will  scarcely  wonder  at, 
when  you  hear  the  name  of  the  individual  whom 
I  have  the  honour  to  call  great-grandfather. 
By  my  father's  side  I  can  boast  no  illustrious 
pedigree ;  but  my  mother  was  lineally  descended 
from  the  renowned  Jonathan  Wilde  ;  and  was 
the  only  sister  of  four  brothers,  all  men  of  cxipa- 
city  in  their  line,  but  all  equally  unfortunate. 
Tlie  eldest  of  these  worthies  (pardon  my  pro- 
lixity, but  I  love  to  talk  of  my  ancestors)  was 
transferred  from  his  happy  home  at  White- 
chapel  to  Botany  Bay  ;  the  second  died  of  a 
broken   heart   in  Horsemon<T^er-lane ;  the  third 
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feQ  a  Ticdm  to  a  severe  cold,  caught  while 
gazing  at  one  of  the  prettiest  prospects  in  all 
Berks  from  a  damp  pillory ;  while  the  fourth 
got  his  head  accurately  bissected  at  an  Irish 
wedding. 

*'  By  these  successive  calamities,  added  to 
the  premature  death  of  both  my  parents,  I  was 
left  with  nothing  but  ten  remarkably  docile 
fingers  to  rely  on  for  support.  Luckily,  how- 
ever, there  dwelt  in  my  neighbourhood  a  certain 
butcher,  who  observing,  what  he  called,  my 
'  predicament,*  took  me  into  his  employ  as  an  er- 
rand-boy ;  and  shortly  afterwards,  fancying  that 
he  discovered  in  me  evidences  of  superior  genius, 
he  despatched  me  to  a  neighbouring  gram- 
mar-school, where  I  soon  became  distinguished 
by  my  thirst  for  letters,  inasmuch  as  I  had  got 
the  *  Forty  Thieves'  and  the  <  Newgate  Ca- 
lendar' by  heart — two  works  which  made  a  deep 
impression  on  my  youthful  mind. 

<<  I  had  remained  but  two  years  at  school,  when 
I  was  expelled,  together  with  a  lad  named  Fus* 
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by,  for  tying  crackers  to  my  master's  coatr 
tail.  The  joke  scarcely  merited  such  retribu- 
tion, so  by  way  of  revenge,  and  also  as  a  pleas- 
ing memento  of  my  school-boy  days,  I  ab- 
stracted the  pedagogue's  watch  and  seals ;  after 
which  I  wrote  him  a  courteous  but  spirited 
note,  wherein  I  assured  him  that  my  mind 
soared  far  above  the  idea  of  dependence,  and 
that  in  future  I  should  look  on  myself  as  my 
own  master. 

**  You  will  scarcely  believe  that  for  this  harm- 
less frolic,  I  was  taken  up — tried— tied   to  a 
cart's  tail — flogged — rubbed  down  with  vine- 
gar— put  into  tlie  black-hole  to  dry— and  then 
imprisoned  for  three  tedious  months;    at  the 
expiration  of  which  time,  finding  myself  inde- 
pendent alike  of  money,   prospects,  and  con- 
nexions, I  was  compelled,   in  self-defence,  to 
commence  business  as  a  conveyancer. 

**  It  was  at  the  Surrey  Theatre — I  linger  on 
tlie  recollection  with  a  pleasing  melanclioly — 
(hat  I  made  my  first  ap{>earance  as  an  artist  in 
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diis  line.  The  house  was  crowded,  and  as  good 
lock  would  have  it,  I  chanced  to  stand  next 
an  asthmatic  old  man,  to  whom  I  imparted 
niy  suspicions  of  there  being  thieves  in  the 
house,  and  hastened  to  prove  the  fact  by  de- 
eampiog  with  his  souff4x>x. 

^  This  ex{doit  at  once  got  me  into  repute 
among  my  contemporary  artists,  and  inspred  me 
with  such  self'-confidence,  that  for  upwards  of  a 
twelvemonth  afterwards  I  wrought  successfully, 
night  and  day,  at  my  new  vocation ;  and  one 
eveniiig,  on  the  steps  of  the  Opera  House,  had 
the  honour  of  a  personal  interview  with  the 
Prince  Regent.** 
**  Indeed  !^  said  I,  ^  how  came  that  about  T' 
^*  Why,  Sir,  in  attempting  to  ease  his  Royal 
EUghneas  of  a  remarkably  handsome  gold  snuff- 
box, I  happened  to  make  a  false  step  and  stum- 
ble  up  against  him,  whereupon  he  turned  round 
with  a  smile,  and  made  me  such  a  gracious  bow, 
that  I  have  been  the  most  loyal  of  men  ever 
since.    But  in  politics  I  was  always  a  Tory, 
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though  I  cannot  say  I  have  fingered  so  much 
public  money  as  Lords  E —  or  B — .  However, 
a  man  can  but  do  his  best. 

"It  was  at  this  period  of  my  life  that  I  became 
acquainted  with  the  immortal  Ikey  Singleton. 
We  shook  hands  (strange  enough!)  in  the  coat- 
pockets  of  a  clergyman,  who  had  stuck  himself 
at  the  back  of  one  of  the  dress-boxes  in  Covent- 
garden,  and  against  whom  our  professional  dex- 
terity was  at  one  and  the  same  moment  employed. 
Ikey  was  a  great  man,  8ir ;  still  I  cannot  but 
think  he  was  over-rated.  Certes,  his  mode  of 
effecting  transfers  was  prompt  and  intelligent ; 
but  it  wanted  originality.  You  might  know 
him  any  where  by  his  style.  With  his  cotem- 
porary.  Slender  Billy,  it  was  otherwise.  He 
was  all  versatility,  and  had  the  finest  conception 
of  a  burglary,  of  any  man  I  ever  met  with, 

"  But  to  return  from  this  digression,  into 
which  I  have  been  led  by  my  respect  for  de- 
parted genius.  Scarcely  had  I  achieved  notoriety 
by  the  felonious  capubililiesof  my  fingers,  when 
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my  mind,  fitted  for  nobler  pursuits,  began  to  lan- 
guish for  pre-eminence  in  the  higher  branches  of 
the  profession.  Ah  !  Sir,  ambition  has  been  my 
niin,as  it  hasbeen  that  of  many  a  great  manbefore 
me.  On  sounding  my  old  schooUfellow,  Fusby, 
on  the  subject,  he  readily  entered  into  my  feel* 
iDgs,  and  agreed  to  join  me  in  an  attempt  on 
a  house  in  Brunswick- square,  where  I  had 
{veviously  ascertained  that  a  rich  old  bachelor 
resided. 

**  Punctual  to  the  moment,  we  proceeded  to 
effect  a  lodgment  in  his  kitchen ;  but  unluckily^ 
while  we  were  ascending  towards  the  drawing- 
room,a  stout  scullery  girl,  who,unperceiTed,had 
watched  our  motions,  assaulted  us  both  with  her 
fists  in  so  cowardly  and  unprovoked  a  manner, 
that  we  were  compelled  to  make  a  precipi- 
tate retreat.  Detection  was  the  inevitable  con- 
sequence. Fusby,  however,  escaped  by  turning 
king'*s  evidence,  while  I  was  tried,  convicted, 
and  transferred  to  his  Majesty'^s  colony  at 
Botany  Bay,  where  I  was  immediately  placed 
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in  the  seryioe  of  a  Scotch  emigrant,  who  held 
vast  pasturages  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Sidney. 
^  I  cannot  say  much  for  the  society  in  this 
quarter  of  the  globe.  .Your  Australian  colonist 
is,  at  best,  but  semi-barbarous, — so  mudi  so, 
that  whenever  I  chanced  to  fall  in  with  a  kan- 
garoo,  I  invariably  made  a  point  of  taking  off 
my  hat  to  him,  to  mark  my  sense  of  his  superior 
intelligence  and  respectability.  Conceive  the 
innate  vulgarity  of  a  wretch  who  could  think  of 
nothing  better  for  me  to  do,  than  associate  with 

his  own  sheep !  Yet  this  was  my  sole  occupa- 
tion. From  morning  till  night  did  my  master 
compel  me  to  keep  company  with  his  Merinos, 
till  at  length — such  is  the  force  of  habit— J 
actually  began  to  *  ba-a""  in  my  sleep,  as  natu« 
rally  as  if  I  had  been  a  ram. 

**"  For  many  wearisome  months  I  submitted  to 
this  monster's  tyranny  with  the  meek  resignation 
of  a  Christian,  but  when,  not  content  with  making 
me  do  duty  as  a  sheep-dog,  he  set  me  also  to  su* 
perintend  the  education  of  his  pigs— by  Jove ! 
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I  could  Stand  it  no  longer;  so  seizing  the  first 
favourable  opportunity  of  flight,  I  set  oS  for 
Cape  Hoire,  whence  I  secretly  embarked  in  a 
free  trader  bound  for  England. 

*^  The  voyage  home  was  long  and  stormy,  and 
our  little  vessel  went  staggering  over  the 
Pacific,  just  as  if  she  were  dead  drunk.  For 
weeks  together  I  was  constantly  dripping  like 
a  parish  pump,  and  knew  not  what  it  was  to  eat 
a  meal  in  safety.  You  see  this  scar  on  my  left 
cheek.  It  was  made  by  a  fork,  which,  taking 
a  slanting  direction,  one  squally  day  at  dinner, 
when  I  was  attempting  to  convey  a  small  bit  of 
stale  pork  to  my  mouth,  ran  clean  through, 
and,  I  fear,  has  spoiled  my  beauty  for  life. 
But  this  is  a  trifle.    The  worst  is  to  come. 

**  Late  one  night  I  was  roused  from  an  uneasy 
slumber,  by  the  cry  of  <  breakers,  ahead  !^ 
and,  on  rushing  on  deck,  found  the  ship  in 
strong  hysterics,  kicking  and  plunging,  and 
groaning,  among  a  cluster  of  sharp,  white, 
jagged  rocks.     Ah !  Sir,  that  was  an  awful 
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spectacle,  worse  even  than  the  black  cap  on  a 
Judge^s  head !  The  waves  ran  mountains  high ; 
and  as  each  fresh  one  broke  over  us,  our  poor 
little  vessel  trembled  from  stem  to  stem,  and 
finally  went  to  pieces ;  while  I ,  after  floating 
about  some  time  on  the  fragment  of  a  mast, 
was  lifted  up  by  an  enormous  billow,  and 
hurled  far  on  land  in  a  state  of  utter  insen- 
sibility. 

<^  On  recovering  consciousness,  I  found  myself 
stretched  on  a  sandy  coast,  surrounded  by  a 
host  of  peculiarly  loquacious  savages,  who,  as  I 
afterwards  learned,  were  discussing  the  interest* 
ing  point,  as  to  whether  or  no,  they  should  eat 
me !  Fortunately,  the  humane  interferenceof  one 
of  the  chiers  wives — I  was  always  a  favourite 
with  the  ladies— Hsaved  my  life ;  and,  instead  of 
being  cooked  myself,  I  was  taken  up  into  the 
country,  and  set  to  cook  for  others. 

**  Folks  in  England  are  in  the  habit  of  talking 
of  savages,  as  wholly  uncivilized.  Never  was  such 
arrant  presumption  !  They  defraud — bully — lie 
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— and  make  warupooeachotber— quiteasreadily 
as  we  do  here;  and,  in  point  of  manual  dexterity^ 
mig^t  put  to  shame  the  best-instructed  artist  in 
the  metropolis.  I  assure  you,  Sir,  I  felt  quite 
humiliated  to  think,  after  all  my  practice,  how 
much  I  had  still  to  learn  in  this  respect. 

"  You  wonder,  no  doubt,  why  I  quitted  such 
a  eivilized  people.  My  reason  was  this.  When  I 
had  remained  with  them  the  best  part  of  a 
year,  I  began  to  acquire  such  a  plump  and 
tempting  rotundity,  as  to  excite  the  Epicurean 
propensities  of  the  high  priest — a  noted  can* 
nibal— «nd  not  relishing  the  idea  of  being 
served  up,  hot  and  smoking,  at  one  of  his  dinner 
parties  (for  he  was  remarkably  hospitable,  and 
gave  capital  entertainments)  I  made  no  more 
ado,  but  hurried  o£P  to  the  sea-coast ;  where,  a 
few  days  afterwards,  I  was  discovered  by  the 
crew  of  a  homeward-bound  English  merchant* 
man,  which  had  put  in  there  for  fresh  water, 
and  safely  conveyed  to  Liverpool ;  from  which 
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plaee  linstantlymadethebest  of  my  way  tothe 
inetrDpolis. 

**  Here,  for  four  subsequeDt  years,  my  pnxfe»- 
sioDal  tact,  sharpened  by  experience,  enaUed 
me  to  live  in  oomfcHt,  if  not  in  a£9uence.  like 
my  illustrious  ancestor,  too,  I  became  the  cap- 
tain of  as  choice  a  gang  of  spirits  as  ever  rode 
a  mare  foaled  of  an  acorn;  assisted  by  whom  I 
levied  contributions  on  all  classes  with  an  im-> 
partiality  which  [I^  shall  ever:  reflect  on  with 
satisfaction.  But  where,  you  will  ask,  are  all 
these  great  men  now?  Alas!  one  languishes 
in  the  hulks  at  Woolwich ;  another  treads 
the  horrid  flats  of  Australia;  a  third  takes 
compulsory  exercise  at  Brixton ;  a  fourth,— 
but  I  have  no  heart  to  proceed.  I  must  weep 
awhile. 

*^  The  rest  of  my  tale  is  brief.  My  gang  dis- 
persed—my person  proscribed — my  fame  blown 
far  and  wide — I  was  compelled  to  quit 
London  and  seek  some  more  fitting  scene  of 
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aetioD.  This  I  fondly  hoped  I  had  found  in 
Humbug.  But  the  eye  of  the  law — or  as  our 
fnend  Justinian  would  say,  of  destiny— was  on 
me ;  and  scarcely  had  I  resumed  business, 
when  I  was  taken  up,  convicted,  and-— here  I 
am.  And  thus,  Sir,  conclude  the  adventures 
of  the  last  and  least  worthy  of  the  Wildes." 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THE  DEATH-WARRANT. 

In  this  flippant  style,  Wilde  was  in  the  habit 
of  conversing  with  me  whenever  we  happened 
to  encounter  each  other  in  the  court-yard.  As 
1  became  better  acquainted  with  him,  however, 
I  found  that  he  was  at  best  but  a  lively  bore, 
full  of  levity  whicli  he  mistook  for  wit,  and 
without  one  atom  of  real  moral  or  physical 
fortitude.  I  was  disgusted,  besides,  with  the 
rhodomontade  spirit  in  which  he  boasted  of  his 
past  achievements,  just  as  if,  under  any  circum- 
stances, they  were  not  to  be  deeply  regretted. 
Hundreds  are  scamps  from  necessity ;  but  he 
who  is  a  scamp  from  choice,  is  a  wretch  whom 
all  men  are  equally  interested  in  persecuting  to 
the  death.    This  is  one  of  those  sapient  moral 
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saws  which  I  owe  to  my  intercourse  with  the 
casuist  Justinian,  who,  whenever  we  conversed 
together  on  the  subject  of  our  mutual  acquaint- 
ance, always  shook  his  head,  gravely  and  dis- 
trustfully, as  Socrates  may  be  supposed  to  hate 
done,  when  pondering  on  the  irregularities  of 
the  young  Alcibiades. 

Meanwhile,  the  time  drew  on  when  Wilde's 
destiny  was  to  be  decided,  and  unknown  to 
himself,  I  could  detect  a  very  visible  alteration 
in  his  feelings.  He  began  to  shrink  from  the 
society  of  his  former  crony,  Justinian,  who, 
like  a  true  Job*s  comforter,  exhorted  him  to 
prepare  himself  for  the  worst ;  and  to  cling  more 
tenaciously  to  me,  with  whom  he  held  repeated 
discussions  on  the  subject  of  his  chances  of  ac- 
quittal ;  and  though  both  of  us  came  to  the  same 
conclusion,  I  from  good-nature,  and  he  from 
sheer  incapacity  to  brave  the  worst ;  still  it  was 
impossible  not  to  see  from  his  strange,  fitful  alter** 
nations  of  mirth  and  melancholy,  that  an  uneasy 
something  was  perpetually  hanging  about  him. 
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One  night,  by  permission  of  the  turnkey,  and 
at  Wilde's  earnest  intercession,  I  accompanied 
him  to  his  cell.  He  was  in  rather  more  equable 
spirits  than  usual,  abounding  in  anecdotes 
of  his  past  life,  and  speculations  as  to  his  future 
course  of  conduct.  He  was  tired,  he  said,  of 
his  old  habits,  and  had  serious  thoughts,  if  only 
for  the  novelty  of  the  thing,  of  turning  over  a 
new  leaf.  I  approved  highly  of  his  project, 
and  was  dwelling  on  its  advantages,  when  sud- 
denly, "  Hark  !**  exclaimed  the  poor  fellow, 
turning  on  the  instant  as  white  as  a  corpse,  *'  I 
hear  a  footstep." 

"  Nonsense,"  I  replied,  "  Uis  mere  fancy  ;  or, 
perhaps,   they're  locking  up   for  the  night/'' 

But  the  quick  instinct  of  fear  was  correct ; 
for  while  I  was  yet  speaking,  we  heard  a  heavy, 
measured  tread,  accompanied  by  the  clanking 
of  keys,  proceeding  along  the  passage.  An  in- 
stant, and  the  step  was  at  the  door. 

"  It  is  the  turnkey,"  said  Wilde,  fetching  up 
a  breath  from  the  very  bottom  of  his  heart,  and  as 
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be  spoke,  the  door  opened,  and  in  walked  that 
important  official  with  a  written  paper  in  his 
hand. 

I  looked  anxiously  into  his  faoe,  and  saw  at 
once  that  there  was  no  hope.  Wilde,  too, 
caught  the  glance,  but  instantly  closed  his  eyes, 
and  waived  off  the  man  with  an  impetuous, 
movement  of  his  hand. 

*<  Jonathan  Wilde,^'  commenced  the  turnkey, 
clearing  his  throat  with  a  few  solemn  hems, 
"  it  is  my  painful  duty ^ 

**  Not  a  word — I  will  not  hear  a  word.  It 
is  false  as  hell,  and  you  know  it.  Come,  come, 
Mr.  Graves,  confess  now  you  are  joking,^  and 
the  poor  wretch  clutched  the  turnkey  by  the 
arm  like  a  madman. 

But  the  man  only  shook  his  head. 

'*  Liar !  It  is — ^it  must  be  false.  Oh  !  Mr. 
Oraves,  my  best— my  only  friend,  as  you  hope 

« 

for  mercy  hereafter— as  you  would  not  have  the 
curse  of  a  dying  man  on  your        ^  Then  ab- 

VOL.   I.  N 
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ruptly  breaking  off  as  the  word  "  dying'*''  struck 
on  his  half- bewildered  brain — "  dying,  indeed  • 
Faith,  this  is  excellent.  Hah  !  hah  !  hah ! 
Who's  afraid  !'**  and  he  broke  out  into  a  fierce 
laugh,  while  the  blood  surging  upwards  to  his 
forehead,  gorged  the  veins  there  till  I  thought 
.they  would  have  burst. 

"  Mr.  Wilde,'^  resumed  the  turnkey,  "  ray 
duty,  however  painful,  must  be  performed. 
Prepare  yourself  for  the  worst.  You  have  but 
two  days  to  live." 

A  moment's  pause  succeeded  this  awful  inti- 
mation. At  length,  "  O'Blamey,"'*  said  Wilde, 
in  a  whisper,  such  as  a  curse  is  breathed  in, 
"  take  my  hat  off — quick — quick — it  binds  my 
temples." 

"  Hat,  man  !  sure  youVe  dreaming.  Youv'e 
got  no  hat  on.*"  But  he  heard  me  not.  Sense 
and  feeling  were  alike  crushed  out,  and  dashing 
his  doubled  fists  against  his  forehead,  he 
dropped,  as  if  shot  clean  through  the  heart. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

A  CONFLAOBATION  AND  AN  £SCAP£. 

A  FEW  days  after  this  sad  occurrence,  as  full 
of  serious  and  painful  thoughts,  I  was  gazing 
oo  the  stump  of  the  old  liine4ree  where  I  had 
last  seen  Wilde  seated,  I  was  joined  by  Mr. 
Justinian  Stubbs,  who,  observing  my  melan- 
dM^y,  said,  **  Doubtless,  Sir,  you  are  thinking 
of  the  poor  young  man  who  made  such  a  disas- 
trous exit  the  other  morning.  It  was  a  sad 
business,  certainly;  but  is  so  far  satisfac- 
tory, inasmuch  as  it  confirms  the  great  philo- 
sophic axiom,  that  what  will  be,  will  be.  Our 
defunct  friend.  Sir,  was  bom  to  be  hanged. 
Often  and  often  did  the  humUe  individual  who 
has  the  honour  to  address  yon,  delicately  hintto 

n2 
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him  this  ungracious  truth ;  but  the  young  man, 
with  a  thousand  estimable,  and  some  few  bril- 
liant qualities,  was  strangely  regardless  of  all 
that  militated  against  his  own  view  of  a  ques- 
tion. However,  I  do  not  blame,  I  only  pity 
him.  It  was  a  shocking  case.  Do  you  take 
snuff' .^'' 

'•  You  would  indeed  have  pitied  him,  had 
you  witnessed  his  death." 

'*  I  believe  you,  Sir  ;  death  is  at  all  times  an 
awkward  matter,  as  I  showed,  and  I  flatter  my- 
self, with  some  success,  in  my  Treatise  on  the 
subject.  Death,  I  observed,  being  the  inevitable 
fulfilment  of  destiny,  it  is  sheer  folly  to  attempt 
to  retard  or  deprecate  its  approach."* 

'•  Poor  Wilde!"  said  I,  interrupting  the  flow 
of  the  fatalist's  eloquence. 

"  YouVe  affected.  Sir,  I  see,  and  vour  feel- 
ings  do  honour  to  your  heart.  Nevertheless,  it 
is  as  well  to  bear  in  mind,  that  undue  feeling  is 
injurious  to  philosophy,  which,  after  all,  is  but 
the  perfection   of  phlegm.      Besides,"   added 
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Justinian,    with   wonderful   composure,    ^^  we 
must  all  die,  you  know.*^ 

<«  True  ;  and  in  the  majority  of  cases,  death 
is  rather  a  blessing  than  a  curse ;  for  what  is 
life,  but  a  synonym  for  sorrow,  and  the  world 
itself  but  a  melancholy  Mausoleum  raised  to  the 
memory  of  blighted  hopes  and  buried  loves  ?^ 

*•  Mr.  CBlamey,'*  replied  the  sage,  con- 
descendingly, **  permit  me  to  congratulate  you 
on  tbe  exceeding  eloquence  of  your  last  re- 
mark. I  confess  I  am  partial  to  a  striking, 
conversational  style;  it  shews  character;  but 
enough  of  this  for  the  present,  Graves  is  beckon- 
ing  us;^  and  putting  his  arm  through  mine,  the 
fatalist  and  myself  strolled  back  to  our  re- 
spective cells. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  while  I  was 
still  sadly  pondering  on  Wilde^s  melancholy 
end,  my  meditations  were  put  an  end  to  by  a 
tremendous  uproar,  and  the  shouts  of  many 
hundred  voices  outside  the  prison-gates.  A 
few  minutes  afterwards,  the  turnkey  rushed 
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into  my  apartment,  breathless  with   astonish- 
ment and  consternation. 

**  Hey-day,  Mr.  Graves,"  said  I,  **  what's  the 
matter  now  ?  You  seem  completely  at  your 
wit's  end.'* 

"  Matter  ?  Why  that  Corn  Law  business 
has  turned  all  the  people^s  heads,  I  think.  The 
Radicals  have  been  holding  a  public  meeting 
this  morning  about  it ;  and  having  broken  every 
M'indow  in  town,  and  set  fire  to  the  Mayor's 
house,  they  have  now  come  up  here  in  a  body  of 
eight  hundred  or  a  thousand  strong  ;  and  swear, 
if  we  don't  set  all  the  prisoners  free,  they  11  burn 
the  jail  down.  I'm  bless'd,  if  I  know  which 
way  to  turn." 

"  Have  you  not  sufficient  force  within  to  beat 
them  off.?"  I  inquired,  and  my  heart  leaped 
with  delight  at  the  probability  of  my  liberation. 

''  Force !  Bless  your  heart,  what  can  force 

do  against   a hark  !    there   they  go   again. 

They're  at  it  now  in  right  arnest."" 

Knowing  well   the    innate    ferocity    of    all 
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Bobsy  I  proffered  Mr.  Oiai^ea  the  iboH  dbin* 
terested  advice  in  my  power,  by  exhpztJBg  him 
9t  oBoe  to  throw  opea  the  prisoa-gales ; 
"otherwise,'"  said  I,  *< you  may  rely  oii  it  your 
life  will  be  in  jeopardy,  and  it  will  be  but  a 
poor  ooQaolatioa  to  you,  when  daogling  from 
the  prison  wall,  to  know  that  you  have  done 
your  duty.  Our  first  duty  is  to  our  owb  necks. 
Our  second  to  our  country.** 

But  the  man  was  deaf  to  my  exhortations. — 
**  Bless  your  soul,**  he  argued,  *^  if  I  were  to  do 
as  you*— —oh  Lord,  oh  Lord,  what  shall  I  do  ? 
Hark,  bow  they*re  banging  away  at  the  gates  !** 
**  Break  open  th^  doors — set  fire  to  the  jail — 
down  with  the  parson-justices-^no  taxes — no 
eom  laws — ^Hunt  for  ever  !**  thundered  a  thou- 
sand hoarse  voices  outsdde  the  prison  walls. 

These  shouts  were  followed  up  by  a  terrific 
attack  on  the  gates.  Hammers,  brickbats, 
bludgeons,  and  huge  beams  of  wood,  we^e  all 
at  once  pressed  into  the  service  of  the  mob, 
who  cheered  each  other^s  progress  in  the  work 
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of  destmctioo  hr  repeated  hiizias,  which  were 
as  kx2dl  T  rejdied  to  bj  the  prisoDers. 

In  Ettle  more  than  half  an  hour  from  the 
cummeDccBhent  of  the  assault,  the  efforts  of  the 
rtoCers  were  crowned  with  success.  The  huge, 
braxen  gates  groaned — yawned,  and  finally  gave 
war  beneath  the  rush  of  an  infuriated  rabble 
who  poured,  like  a  cataract,  into  the  jail,  bear- 
ing down  all  before  them. 

Mt  apartment,  king  nearest  to  the  gates,  was 
the  fir^  they  entered.  The  turnkey  made  no 
exposition — indeed  from  the  first  he  had  stood 
stupided  like  one  boreft  c^  all  his  faculties  — 
but  holding  forth  the  keys,  mechanically  as  it 
w^v,  thrust  them  into  the  hands  of  the  fore- 
most rioter,  who  acknowledged  the  receipt  by 
a  blow  which  compelled  poor  Graves  to  salute 
his  mother  earth. 

To  rush  out  with  the  keys,  unlock  all  the 
cells,  and  then  set  fire  to  the  jail,  were  the  acts 
of  almost  one  and  the  same  moment.  I  pro- 
fited by  the  confusion,  and  forcing  my  way  over 
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neaps  of  drunkeo  rioters  who  lay  sprawling  in 

all  directions,  gained  at  length  the  exterior  of 
the  prison. 

Here  the  very  first  person  that  met  my  eyes 
was  the  sage  Justinian,  who  was  engaged  in  an 
animated  altercation  with  the  Ordinary,  whom 
he  had  unscrupulously  seized  hold  of  by  the 
collar. 

**  D — n  your  eyes,  you  old  cove,''  said  the 
phflosopher,  surprised  for  the  moment  out  of 
his  usual  dignified  equanimity,  ^^tip  us  your 
castor,  and  be  quick  about  it;''  with  which 
words  he  snatched  the  hat  (a  shovel  of  the  first 
water)  from  the  sconce  of  the  astounded  eccle- 
siastic, who  had  barely  time  to  pronounce  his 
opinion  of  this  act  of  sacrilege^  when  he  found 
himself  stripped  also  of  his  coat. 

*<  Please  your  Reverence,''  snuffled  Justinian, 
while  he  hastened  to  invest  himself  with  the 
Ordinary's  coat,  and  offered  his  own  in  lieu  of 
it,  '^  exchange  is  no  robbery.  We  have  warrant 
for  it  in  scripture.    But  come,  O'Blamey — 

n3 
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ScroggiDS,  I  should  say — we  have  no  time  to 
lose,"  and  making  a  formal  obeisance  to  the 
parson,  who  having  hastily  shoved  his  hand 
through  the  ragged  elbows  of  the  fatalist^s 
coat,  kept  thrusting  and  driving  away  with 
both  arms  in  a  state  of  the  most  ludicrous  irri- 
tability, we  made  the  best  of  our  way  to 
Humbug,  just  as  the  fire  began  to  mount  aloft 
above  the  prison  walls. 

Scarcely  had  we  lost  sight  of  the  jail,  when 
the  loud,  sullen  clangour  of  the  alarm-bell  con* 
vinced  us  that  the  authorities  of  Humbug  were 
on  the  alert.  This  induced  us  to  pause  awhile 
and  arrange  our  future  plans,  which  we  were 
busily  discussing,  when  we  heard  a  heavy  tramp 
of  horse,  and  presently  a  squadron  of  cavalry, 
with  their  drawn  swords  flashing  like  meteors 
in  the  night,  came  galloping  towards  us. 

There  was  no  time  for  flight  or  concealment 
The  soldiers  were  on  us  in  an  instant ;  on  which 
my  companion  with  admirable  readiness  address* 
ing  the  commander  of  the  troops,  who  had  just 
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haite^  tor  the  purpose  of  taking  a  pjose  euryey 


of  our  penona,  S8]4>  **  For  God's  sajf;^*  Sirs, 
be  quick,  or  you  will  be  too  late;  the  jail 
ia  already  oa  fire  ia  every  part,^  and  he  pointed 
to  where  Uie  blaiiag  oooflagration  towered  high 
Bp  into  the  sky — a  vast  fiery  beaooo,  seen  for 
vika  and  miles  toimd  the  country. 

"  Who  are  you.  Sir  ?""  readied  the  officer,  '<  I 
have  orders  to  Biiotp  all  suspicious  persons.^ 

*<  Who  am  I  ?^  said  Justinian  with  wdl- 
fieigned  surprise,  '<  why.  Sir,  I  am  the  prison 
Ordinary,  and  this  is  Mr.  Orasres  the  turnkey. 
We  have  but  just  effiscted  our  escape  from  the 
rioters,  and  are  now  on  our  way  to  Hum- 
bug/' 

**  Enough,  Sirs,  I  have  no  time  to  hear 
BDKMie,  pass  on  ;*'  and  giving  the  word  to  the 
soldiers  to  move  forward,  the  xifficer  put  spurs 
to  his  horaB)  and  the  whole  squadron  vanished 
in  the  direction  of  the  jaiL 

As  we  entered  the  town,  we  found  fright — 
astonishment-:— desp^r — depicted  on  every  coun- 
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tenance.  All  the  shops  were  shut ;  the  lamp- 
lights in  many  of  the  principal  streets  were 
smashed  ;  and  in  the  one  large  Square  (the 
West  End  of  Humbug)  groups  of  urchins  were 
indulging  in  minor  matters  of  mischief,  pro- 
portioned to  their  tender  years — such  as  pelt- 
ing stones  at  the  drawing-room  windows,  or  at 
the  heads  which  were  every  now  and  then  thrust 
out  of  the  upper  stories;  while  more  than  one 
special  constable,  kept  in  countenance  by  the 
solemn  parish  beadle,  who  blushed  deeper  than 
his  scarlet  coat  at  this  affront  to  all  legitimate 
authority,  looked  tamely  on,  as  if  to  interfere 
wore  to  be  lithographed. 

When  we  reached  the  open  space  before  the 
Mayor's  liouse,  a  far  more  fearful  sight  was  re- 
vealed to  us.  The  whole  building  was  one  enor- 
mous  mass  of  living  fire  ;  and  beneath  its  lurid 
light,  danced  and  shouted  a  band  of  ghastly, 
half-naked  wretches,  in  the  most  frantic  state  of 
drunkenness.  Others  of  the  rioters,  scarce  able, 
from  their  excesses,   to  stir  liand  or  foot,  lay 


A    BASHFUL    IRISfiMAK.  277 

wallowing,  like  swine,  in  the  middle  of  the 
rood;  and  one,  in  particular,  was  stretched 
right  underneath  the  building,  writhing,  and 
shrieking,  and  blaspheming,  like  a  tortured 
fiend — his  teeth  clenched,  his  white,  shivering 
lips  apart,  and  his  eyes  with  a  stony  stare  in 
them,  such  as  is  seen  in  tombs — ^in  a  pool  of 
red-hot  lead ! 

A  groan  of  horror  burst  from  the  mob,  as 
they  witnessed  this  appalling  object.  **  Save 
him,  for  God's  sake,  save  him  !^  was  the 
general  cry.  But  not  a  soul  stirred.  Fear 
had  froxen  up  the  faculties  of  the  whole  multi- 
tude. They  stood,  fixed  and  spell-bound,  like 
the  statues  in  the  Oriental  City  of  the  Dead. 

At  length  one  more  intrepid  than  the  rest, 
^rung  forward  to  where  the  wretch  lay  con- 
vulsed in  his  last  agonies ;  but  scarcely  had  he 
made  this  movement,  when  a  stentorian  voice 
in  his  rear,  shouted  out,  **  Stand  back,  the  roof 
is  falling.*^  The  crowd  caught  up  the  cry. 
*^  The  roof  is  falling,^  roared  out  one  and  all. 
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"  See,  the  walls  are  giTUig  way.    Stand  back. 
Sir,  for  your  life.'* 

This  warning  induoed  the  stranger  to  pause, 
and  casting  one  brief  glance  upward  at  the 
blazing  building,  which  enabled  him  to  take  in 
the  whole  extent  of  his  danger,  be  darted  back 
among  the  mob,  just  at  the  moment  when  the 
walls,  after  tottering  and  rocking,  as  if  under 
the  action  of  an  earthquake,  came  down  with  a 
crash,  involiing  the  whole  fabric  in  their  fall. 

Awestruck  at  this  catastrophe,  I  hurried 
forward  with  Justinian  towards  the  Market- 
place. On  our  way  thidier,  at  the  bend  of  a 
dingy,  narrow  lane,  we  saw  a  forlorn,  solitary 
female  figure,  sitting,  with  her  head  buried  in 
her  hands,  at  the  door  <^  a  small  house,  beneath 
the  dim  glimmer  of  a  lamp.  Wliatevermay 
be  my  sangfroid^  as  fSn:  as  man  is  concerned, 
I  cannot  pass  unmoved  a  woman  in  affliction. 
I  halted  accordingly,  and  addressing  a  few  kind 
words  to  the  poor  creature,  inquired  whether  I 
could  render  her  any  service ;  but  she  made  me 
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no  other  reply  than  a  low  moan ;  on  which  I 
was  again  moving  on,  when  one  of  the  ndgh- 
houra  came  up;  and  in  answer  to  my  questions, 
iafociDed  me  that  the  mourner  was  a  widow, 
whose  husband  had  heen  killed  in  the  forenoon, 
at  Ae  riots  befcve  the  Ghiildhall ;  and  that  from 
the  moment  his  corpse  had  been  brought  into 
her  house,  she  had  persisted,  despite  the  in- 
tveaties  of  her  neighbours,  in  sitting  where  we 
aow  saw  her,  like  one  bereft  of  reason. 

This  expUmation  shot  a  sudden  pang  to  my 
heart,  for  it  brought  to  mind  my  own  wife;  while, 
to  gire  a  ^ill  more  subdued  tone  to  my  feelings, 
I  oould  hear,  as  I  stood  listening  to  it,  the  merry, 
iiMloor  laughter  of  the  poor  widow^s  unconscious 
children.  '*  What  a  contrast  is  here,^  thought 
I.  '<  Joy  riots  within,  while  a  fi»id,  warm 
heart  is  breaking  without  ;^  and,  with  a  sigh, 
which  I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  repress,  I 
left  the  disconsolate  mourner  still  sitting,  appa- 
rently indifferent  to  all  things,  at  the  door  of 
the  house  which  contained  her  husband^s  re- 
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mains,  like  Memory  keeping  watch  beside  the 
grave  of  Love. 

A  few  minutes'*  brisk  walkinor  brought  us 
to  the  Market-place,  where  some  hundreds  of 
men  and  boys  were  assembled,  listening  to,  and 
laughing  at,  the  ravings  of  a  half-witted,  reli- 
gious enthusiast,  whom  I  recollected  to  have 
seen  occasionally  among  the  debtors  in  the 
court-yard  of  the  jail ;  and  whose  imagination, 
kindled  by  the  scenes  he  had  witnessed  during 
the  day,  was  now  venting  itself  in  all  sorts  of 
prophetic  anathemas.  "  Woe,  woe  unto  ye  !'*'' 
he  exclaimed,  "  ve  Scribes  and  Pharisees  !    Ye 

'  ml 

have  been  weighed  in  the  balance,  and  found 
wanting.  The  Hand-writing  on  the  Wall  has 
gone  forth  against  you.  Lo,  yonder  it  is,  graven 
in  dark  characters  on  God''s  own  palace  f  and 
he  pointed  with  his  long,  lean  right  arm,  to  the 
black  body  of  cloud,  which  hung,  in  still  air, 
like  a  funeral  pall  above  the  city. 

He  was  proceeding  in  this  frantic  style,  when 
a  small   knot  of  special  constables  made  their 
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appeanmce,  on  which  the  rabble,  true  to  their 
old  instiDcts,  from  the  days  of  Jack  Cade 
downwards,  scampered  off  in  all  directions. 
Justinian,  too,  took  the  hint,  and  whispering  in 
my  ear,  **  now  that  the  Civil  Power  is  begin- 
ning to  reooyer  its  senses,  we  may  as  well  be 
cautious,'*^  drew  me  away  from  the  Market-place 
into  one  of  the  long,  dark  streets  in  which 
Humbug  abounds. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 


THE   FAREWELL. 


Just  as  I  had  passed  the  memorableCock-and- 
Toothpick,  which  stands  at  one  corner  of  the 
Market-place,  I  saw  a  carriage,  whose  dashing 
panels  I  at  once  recognized,  turning  into  the  inn- 
yard,  and  further  on,  at  about  a  hundred  yards 
distance,  the  plump  figure  of  Alderman  Snod- 
grass,  who,  it  was  clear,  had  but  just  reached 
Humbug,  and  was  busy  receiving  information 
from,  and  giving  directions  to,  some  three  or  four 
tradesmen.  The  unsuccessful  M.  P.  was  as  full 
of  bustle  as  ever,  talking  at  the  very  top  of  his 
voice,  and  turning  every  now  and  then  a  wrath- 
ful glance  in  the  direction  of  the  prison. 

Though  aware  of  the  hazard  of  accosting  my 


A   BASHFUL   IBISHM  AN.  888 

implacable  persecutor,  I  could  not  resist  the 
temptation^  so  stood  unperoeiyed  beneath  the 
shade  of  an  old  wall  till  the  gossips  had  retired, 
when  just  as  the  Alderman  was  following,  I 
stepped  forward,  and  making  him  ^he  pro- 
fouodest  of  bows,  addressed  him  as  follows :— - 
'*  I  am  most  happy,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  in  this 
opportunity  of  again  meeting  with  a  gentleman 
whose  discernment  and  generosity  of  spirit 
have,  no  doubt,  taught  him  by  this  time  to  do 
me  justice.  I  hope.  Sir,  all  the  members  of 
your  excellent  family  are  well ;   and  that  the 

fair  Miss  Maria ^but  excuse  my  enlarging 

at  present  on  this  delicate  topic ;  it  is  my  in- 
tention to  pay  my  respects  to  the  young  lady 
to*morrow,  when  I  trust  that  my  modesty  may 
not  again  prove  a  bar  to  my  good  fortune.  You 
looi^  well,  Mr.  Snodgrass,  whence  I  conclude 
that  the  little  unpleasantnesses  of  the  election 
are  already  forgotten,  and  above  all  that  affair 
of  the  Five  per^ — ^ 

During  all  this  time  the  Alderman  had  stood 
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like  one  bewildered ;  but  no  sooner  had  I  men* 
txmed  the  wwds  «  Five  per  CenU^  than  the 
blood  rushed  to  his  face,  and  he  gave  vent  to 
his  astonishment  and  wrath  in  such  broken  sen- 
tences as—**  Well,  I  never — Gracious  heavens, 
is  it  possible  ? — ^Prodigious  impudence ! — ^Bdt 
you  shall  not  escape  me  this  time  ;'*  and  seizing 
me  by  the  collar,  he  endeavoured  to  drag  me 
back  to  the  inn-yard,  when  I  freed  myself 
from  his  grasp,  while  Justinian,  who  was  but  a 
few  dozm  yards  in  advance,  attracted  by  the 
scuffle,  turned  back  to  offer  me  his  aid. 

His  presence  did  not  in  the  slightest  de- 
gree daunt  Mr.  Snodgrass,  who  swore  he 
would  not  rest  satisfied  till  he  had  again  seen 
me  consigned  over  to  justice,  hurling  in  his 
passion  a  thousand  coarse  epithets,  such  as 
**  rogue,  swindler,  vagabond,*^  in  my  teeth ; 
whereupon  seeing  a  raw-looking  constable  a  few 
yards  a-head,  I  requested  Justinian  to  prevent 
the  Alderman*s  escape,  and  running  up  to  the 
man,  said—**  Are  you  a  stranger  to  Humbug  ?^^ 
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**  Eez  I  be,  I  war  only  swore  in  this  mom* 
mg. 

*^  Well  then  follow  me,  I  want  you  to  take 
charge  of  a  suspicious  character.^* 

The  man  obeyed  my  commands,  which  were 
given  with  an  air  of  authority,  and  when  we 
reached  the  spot  where  the  Alderman  was  still 
struggling  in  Justinian's  grasp,  I  said,  pointing 
towards  him — ^'Arrest  that  man.  This  gen- 
tleman and  myself  have  proof  that  he  is  one  of 
the  incendiaries  who  set  fire  to  the  jail.^ 

The  constable  instantly  laid  fast  hold  of  Mr. 
Snodgrass,  who  roared  out—Hold  off,  villain,  or 
you  shall  pay  dearly  for  this  assault.  Do  you 
know  who  I  am  V* 

^^  Eez,  you  be  one  of  the  incendiaries  like.**^ 
*'^  Rascal,   I  am    Alderman    Snodgrass,    a 
county  magistrate.'* 

*^  A  loikely  story,  faith,*^  said  the  constable, 
leering  at  me  with  a  knowing  wink. 

**  Alderman  Snodgrass !"  said  I,  "  how  dare 
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you  use  the  name  of  that  much  respected  in- 
dividual !     Take  him  away,  constable.'" 

"  Ay,  away  with  him,**"  said  Justinian,  who 
saw  at  once  the  real  state  of  the  case,  *'  away 
with  hira  to  the  watch-house,  and  we  will  follow 
and  give  evidence  against  him.  Alderman 
Snodgrass  indeed !  What  should  a  person 
of  his  rank  want  wandering  alone  at  midnight 
in  this  suspicious  manner  ?" 

During  this  brief  discussion,  Mr.  Snodgrass 
kept  struggling  and  vowing  vengeance  against 
all  three  of  us ;  but  the  more  he  roared,  the 
tigliter  hold  the  clodhopper  kept  of  him ;  until 
at  length,  despite  his  magisterial  dignity,  I  had 
the  satisfaction  of  seeing  him  safely  walked  off 
to  the  watch-house. 

For  appearance's  sake  we  followed  the  con- 
stable and  his  prisoner  for  a  few  minutes,  but 
when  we  came  within  sight  of  the  inn  we  gave 
them  both  the  slip,  and  turning  down  a  narrow, 
arched  passage  were  instantly  lost  to  sight  in 
the  gloom 
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After  threading  a  variety  of  lanes  and  alleys, 
we  reached  a  low,  dingy  hrkk  building,  with  a 
sqaare  court-yard  before  it,  at  the  end  of  which 
a  solitary  lamp  was  burning.  Here  making 
a  sudden  halt,  '*My  firiend,"  said  the  jAi* 
losopher  solemnly,  '<  do  you  see  yon  edifice  ?^ 

**  Yes,  what  of  it  ?  It  looks  like  a  lock*up 
bouse." 

**  A  what  y*  replied  Justinian,  drawing  him- 
self up  with  an  air  of  hauteur,  ^  a  lock-up 
house  ?  Sir,  that  building,  meanly  as  you  may 
be  pleased  to  think  of  it,  is  neither  more  nor 
less  than  the  celebrated  Humbug  Charity  school ! 
Within  the  walls  of  that  edifice  the  obscure  in- 
dividual before  you  first  projected  his  Treatise 
on  Destiny.  I  am  a  total  stranger  to  litenury 
vanity— 4B  doubtless  you  have  long  since  per- 
odi^— but  I  certainly  do  pique  myself  on  the 
composition  ef  an  essay  which  has  fbr  its  sub- 
lime oligect  the  overthrow  of  all  existing  social 
abuses,  and  the  introduction  of  a  more  en* 
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lightened  code  of  ethics.      Hail,   consecrated 
fabric,  within  whose "* 

His  meditations  were  liere  abruptly  put 
an  end  to  by  a  cry  of  *'  Stop  thief!*** 
which  proceeded  from  the  upper  end  of  the 
street,  and  was  followed  by  a  crowd  of  boys 
and  men,  who  came  rushing  forward  in  the 
direction  where  we  stood.  This  ominous  in- 
terruption wrought  the  same  talismanic  effect 
on  Justinian's  nerves  that  the  invectives  of 
Cicero  wrought  on  Cataline.  His  enthusiasm 
was  below  zero  in  an  instant.  Abiit — excessit 
— evasit— erupit ! — In  plain  English,  he  bolted. 

In  vain  I  conjured  him  to  stop,  assuring  him 
that  there  was  no  cause  for  apprehension.  The 
more  nimbly  I  cried  *'  Stop,"*"*  the  more  nimbly 
he  sliot  forward  ;  while  I,  though  a  far  better 
hand  at  running,  could  with  difficulty  keep  up 
with  him,  such  an  impetus  had  fear  given  to  his 
muscles,  and  so  completely  was  I  convulsed 
with  laughter. 
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Away  he  flew — ^up  this  street,  down  that — 
and  whenever  he  shewed  symptoms  of  flagging, 
I  kept  him  at  full  speed  by  maliciously  crying 
out,  **On,  on  !  theyVejust  behind  us.'"  Having 
at  length  cleared  the  town,  he  stopped  an  instant 
to  draw  breath ;  when,  suddenly  looking  be- 
hind me,  I  again  exclaimed  with  affected  dis- 
may, that  the  constables  were  close  at  our  heels. 
**  Oh  Lord !''  cried  the  philosopher,  perspiring 
like  an  Alderman  in  the  dog-days;  ^^it^s  all 
over  with,  me,  so  I  may  as  well  die  here.^' 

^*  Nonsense,  man ;  I  tell  you  we  must  run 
for  it.'' 

**  Run  for  it ! — ^Ah  i  it's  very  well  for  you  to 
talk  of  running ;  but  for  me,  with  this  weight 

of however,  I  suppose  there's  no  help  for 

it,''  and  he  made  one  more  desperate  effort, 
when,  having  reached  the  high-road,  he  shot 
across  it,  and  thence  head-foremost,  through  a 
quick-set  hedge,  into  some  secluded  meadows, 
a  few  hundred  yards  to  the  rear  of  Humbug. 
Here,  halting  to  wipe  the  perspiration  from 

VOL.  1.  o 


200  ^OR!.0>V5    OF 

hii  forehead,  he  was  beginning  tu  pour  forth  hit 
pbintive  lam  on  tat  ions,  whea  a    six.'ciacle  prt^ 
jcntrJ  itstlf,  wbicii,  fur  tho  nmaient,  banished 
t-vcrv  othtr  con sii! oration  fruui  liis  mind     Tbif 
was  no  other  than  the  fiiH.  iininiiu'diil  vier-^— 
the  Jirst  time  we  h.ul  vtt  witiiefstd   it   in    aiil 
ii*  subi'iiiiiv— of  i!ic  biazing  pri>ijn  ;  whi«::::h, 
nntwithilanding  that  the  night  was  black  a&    the 
raven's  wing,  yet  brought  out  everv  house,  tree, 
hedge,  and  barn,  throughout  the  neighbourhood, 
as  distinctly  as  if  it  had  been  mid-day.       for  an 
instant,  all   would  be  gloom,  as  volume  after 
volume  of  smoke  swept   across   the  skv  ;     and 
thtn,    a  broiid,  nd,   iininterrupled    column    of 
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wards,  and  spread  over  an  airy  reach  of  miles, 
made  the  wdkin  ring  again  with  their  huzzas. 

After  gazing  our  full  on  this  terrific  spectacle, 
Justinian,  who  had  by  this  time  partially  reco- 
vered his  wind,  seated  himself  on  a  hillock,  and 
began  to  moralize  on  the  subject.  "  A  fire,' 
said  he,  "  taking  a  long,  solemn  pinch  of  snufi*, 
**  is  a  fine  theme  for  philosophic  contemplation. 
I  recognize  in  it  the  principle  of  good  strug* 
gling  with  that  of  evil.  See,  the  firemen  are 
endeavouring  to  put  it  out.  They  are  the  re- 
presentatives  of  bigotry,  who  are  interested  in 
stifling  the  blaze  of  truth.  But  it  will  triumph, 
in  spite  of  them ;  for  what  will  be,  will  be.*" 

*<  But  you  don't  take  into  consideration  the 
poor  wretches  who  have  lost  their  lives  in  the 
flames."^ 

Young  man,  my  philanthropy,  I  say  it  with 
honest  pride,  is  altogether  on  a  comprehensive 
scale.  I  sympathize  with  humanity  in  the  ag- 
gregate, not  in  the  particular ;  for  so  long  as  so- 
ciety continues  in  its  present  sophisticated  state, 
grounding  the  laws  that  regulate  meum  and 
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tuum  on  the  shifting  sands  of  conventional 
opinion,  instead  of  on  the  immutable  rock  of  in- 
stinct—so long  will  it  be  the  duty  of  those 
who,  like  myself,  cherish  virtue  for  its  own 
sake,  to  suspend  their  sympathies  for  indi- 
viduals, in  order  to  devote  them  exclusively  to 
the  interests  of  the  mass.^ 

I  could  with  difficulty  repress  a  smile  while 
the  philosopher  made  these  remarks ;  he  made 
them  with  such  sublime  fervour  of  manner 
and  intonation.  One  is  prepared  to  meet  with 
animation  in  the  young;  but  to  see  a  fat, 
middle-aged  man  enthusiastic,  is  as  novel  and 
grotesque  a  sight  as  would  be  that  of  a  prize- 
ox  starting  at  Epsom  for  the  Derby. 

Justinian  was  proceeding  still  further  with 
his  sage  speculations,  when  finding  that  I  was 
beginning  to  get  a  little  ennuied,  he  adroitly 
changed  the  theme,  and  lowering  his  lofty  tone, 
said,  <*  My  friend,  pardon  the  suddenness  of  my 
resolution,  but  I  must  here  bid  you  farewell. 
Fain  would  I  proceed,  but  a  certain  twitching 
in  the  calves  of  my  legs — to  say  nothing  of  my 


A    BASHFUL    lEISHMAN.  1193 

ribsy  which  ache,  just  as  if  I  had  been  pum- 
melled with  a  dozen  bludgeons— warns  me  that 
I  must  either  sink  with  fatigue,  or  make  the 
best  of  my  way  back  to  Humbug.  Will  you 
accompany  me  ?'^ 
**  Never ! — the  alternative  is  too  hazardous.^* 
'*  Oh,  as  to  that,  so  far  as  I  am  concerned,  I 
fed  convinced — ^notwithstanding  my  late  unac- 
countable  panic,  which  I  attribute  rather  to  a 
deranged  state  of  the  nervous  system,  than  to 
any  inherent  lack  of  moral  fortitude — ^that  this 
disguise  will  afford  me  quite  sufficient  protec* 
tioo,  while  you—: — "^ 

*'  'Tis  of  no  use  talking,  Mr.  Stubbs ;  my  re- 
solve is  taken.*^ 

**  And  whither  does  your  destiny  lead  you  ?*^ 
^  I  know  not :  possibly  to**  South  Wales, 
which  is  easiest  of  access  from  this  neighbour- 
hood, where  I  shall  remain  secluded  till  my  late 
adventures  are  forgotten.  Bad  as  it  is,  I  have 
no  other  resource  left.  A  licentious  Press  has 
ruined  me  for  ever  in  this  neighbourhood.^ 
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"  Arcadian  simplicity  !  The  idea  is  not  amiss 
in  theory,  but  defective,  I  fear,  in ""^ 

"  Practice.  Possibly  so ;  but,  to  say  the 
trutli,  I  am  sick  to  death  of  all  literary  and  po- 
litical turmoil ;  so,  for  a  season  or  two,  I  shall 
content  myself  with  peeping  at  the  world  through 
'  the  loop-holes  of  retreat."*  I  have  been  an  active 
agent  long  enough.  I  now  intend  to  become  a 
mere  passive  spectator  of  other  men's  doings."*' 

"  Farewell,  then,"*"  said  Justinian,  grasping 
me  fervently  by  the  hand ;  **  not  a  moment  is  to 
be  lost — so,  farewell,  my  friend,  for  ever  !  A 
few  days  since,  and  I  could  have  borne  our 
parting  with  indifference;  but  now — forgive 
the  starting  tear — I  feel  the  man  triumph  over 
the  philosopher,''  and  he  applied  the  Or- 
dinary'*s  handkerchief  to  his  eyes. 

I  was  not  a  little  astonished  at  this  pathetic 
ebullition  ;  but,  before  I  had  time  to  recover 
myself,  Justinian,  who  had  marked  my  emotion, 
continued:  — 

'*  I  see  my  sensibility  surprises  you— and  no 
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woDder»  I  am  not  apt  to  be  thus  overcome ; 
but  the  truth  is,  my  young  friend,  from  the 
Tery  first  moment  we  met,  there  was  a  certain 
something  about  you  that  irresistibly  won  my 
affection  r 

*^  You  are  pleased  to  be  complimentary,  Mr, 
Stubbs."" 

^*  No ;  I  am  too  sad  to  be  insincere.  I 
thought  I  could  sympathize  only  with  the  many. 
Alas,  I  feel  I  have  a  tear  for  the  one.  But 
I  hear  footsteps:  let  us  hide  ourselves,^  and, 
accordingly,  we  both  squatted  down  under 
the  hedge,  till  a  ploughman,  who  was  mounted 
00  a  huge  dray-horse,  had  galloped  past  us ; 
when  we  ventured  forth  from  our  hiding-place, 
and  the  philosopher,  after  again  bidding  me 
farewell,  and  straining  me  to  his  breast,  in  what 
he  called  *^  a  long  and  last  embrace,^  hurried 
back,  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him,  to 
Humbug. 

No  sooner  was  he  out  of  sight,  than  a  strange 
presentiment  flashing  across  my  mind,  I  jdunged 
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my  hand  into  my  coat-pocket,  and  found  that 
this  accomplished  rascal,  while  busy  hugging 
me  in  his  arms,  had  actually  found  means  to 
elope  with  my  pocket-book  !  I  have  detested 
the  word  "  pliilosophy'  ever  since  ! 

But  other  ideas  soon  diverted  my  attention. 
Just  as  I  turned  to  pursue  my  solitary  route, 
the  churcli  clock  of  St.  Laurence  struck 
twelve:  and  while  I  yet  stood, listening  with  in- 
voluntary awe  to  the  echo  of  the  last  stroke  as 
it  rolled  away  in  distance,  a  wild  yell  of  exul- 
tation caught  my  ear,  and  instantly  the  prison- 
walls  fell  in  with  a  tremendous  crash,  while 
millions  of  sparkles,  followed  by  a  dense  body 
of  smoke  that  blackened  the  entire  firmament, 
announced  that  the  work  of  destruction  was  con- 
summated. Such  was  the  joyous  illumination 
that  ushered  in  the  passing  of  the  Corn  Laws. 

END    OF    VOL.  I. 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE   VALE  OF   TOWY. 

It  was  on  a  warm,  meUow  summer  evening, 
when  the  sheep  were  browsing  on  the  Black 
Mountains,  and  the  vale  of  Towj,  which  lay 
beneath  him,  caught  a  thousand  glowing  tints 
from  the  West,  that  a  stranger,  manifestly 
young,  intelligent,  and  perhaps  handsome,  but 
with  his  expressive  features  sicklied  over  with 
mdancholy,  stood  alone,  with  folded  arms  and 
downcast  eyes,  on  the  highest  summit  of  Lljn^n- 
y-van.  That  interestmg  stranger  was — Myself  f 
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Disgusted  with  England,  I  had  no  sooner  quit- 
ted Humbug,  than  chance,  or  perhaps  that  ruling 
destiny  which,  do  what  we  will,  still  sways  all 
our  motions,  led  my  steps  in  the  direction  of 
South  Wales. 

As  I  stood  among  the  lofty  peaks  of  the  Car- 
marthen Alps,  and  glanced  my  eye  abroad  over 
the  far-spreading  landscape  of  hill  and  dale, 
wood  and  water,  sylvan  meadow,  and  sun-lit 
rock,  that  lay  in  unequalled  loveliness  beneath 
me,  all  my  gentler  sympathies  were  called  forth 
by  the  sight ;  and  I  exclaimed  aloud,  *'  Yes, 
here  indeed  is  a  Paradise,  in  which  even  I  may 
find  repose.  Here,  like  the  patriarch  of  Eld,  will 
I  set  up  my  tent,  and  enjoy  the  sweet  solace  of 
pastoral  life.  Hope,  thy  visions  have  faded  ! 
Ambition,  thy  dream  is  at  an  end  !  On  the  sum- 
mit of  this  wind-swept  crag,  in  this  saddening 
twilight,  I  bid  ye  both  farewell !  Lo,  I  shake 
the  dust  of  England  from  off  my  feet,  and  de- 
scend to  pass  the  threshold  of  a  more  auspicious 
clime.    Within  this  secluded  valley  I  shall  find 
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gentle  hearts  and  unsophisticated  beads;  the 
busy  slanders  of  the  great  world  cannot  pierce 
these  mountain  ramparts :  here,  then,  I  may  be 
free  from  persecution  and  detection.  Hark !  the 
bells  from  yonder  village  warn  me  onward ; 
see,  even  while  I  speak,  day  drops  behind  the 
groves  of  Ghx>ngar  Hill  !^' 

From  this  high-flown  soliloquy,  the  reader 
will  at  once  perceive  that  I  am  a  man  who  can 
accommodate  himself  to  drcumstances.  I  can 
indeed — ^and  I  thank  God  for  the  fortunate  tem- 
perament— conform  to  the  peculiarities  of  every 
position  into  which  circumstances  may  throw 
me.  No  mode  of  life,  no  turn  of  thought,  come 
amiss.  With  the  satirist  I  can  sneer — with  the 
good-natured  I  can  laugh — with  the  hypo- 
chondriac I  can  sigh.  In  fact,  it  was  ever  my 
opinion  that  the  golden  rule  of  wisdom  consisted 
in  being  all  things  to  all  men.  I  was  now  to 
adapt  myself  to  a  new  fashion  of  society,  and, 
\oi  I  felt  already  prepared  for  the  change. 
Strange !  that  a  man  so  invincibly  shy  and  bash- 
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ful,   should    possess   such    antipodean    qualifi> 
cations. 

On  I  went,  right  down  the  mountain's  side, 
till  I  found  myself  trespassing  on  the  boundary 
line  of  a  bog,  and  ankle-deep  in  mud.  This 
would  have  damped  the  enthusiasm  of  many  a 
less  resolute  pedestrian,  especially  as  night  was 
fast  blackening  around  me  ;  but  I  was  stout  of 
heart,  and  struggled  bravely  through  the  mo- 
rass, advancing  at  the  satisfactory  rate  of  two 
steps  back  for  every  one  I  made  forward. 

Just  as  I  had  reached  a  bit  of  elevated  ground, 
which  afforded  me  a  secure  footing,  I  caught 
siglit  of  a  copse,  beyond  which  lay  something 
like  a  hifrh-road.  Scrambling  with  sore  detri- 
mcnt  to  my  hands  and  feet  through  this  jungle, 
I  at  length  gained  the  desired  point,  where  I 
met  with  a  countryman,  squatted  on  a  hillock, 
and  tying  together  a  broken  leash,  in  which  he 
held  a  goat. 

Had  this  rencontre,  at  such  an  hour,  oc- 
curred in  a  more  civilized  country,  I  should,  as 
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a.  matter  of  course,  have  been  robbed,  murdered, 
and  buried  in  a  ditch,  to  be  dug  up  again  a 
IcMtnight  after  in  a  state  of  perplexing  decom- 
position; but  civilization  has  madelesb  progress 
in  Wales  than  in  England,  for  the  Schoolmaster 
is  more  domestic,  and  less  abroad  at  night 

The  man  replied  to  my  inquiries  by  inform- 
ing me  that  Llandwarrys  (such  was  the  name 
of  the  nearest  village)  was  at  least  three  miles 
off;  but  this  news,  though  it  surprised,  did  not 
disconcert  me,  so  I  pushed  forward  again,  amus- 
ing myself,  as  I  proceeded,  with  framing  shapes 
out  of  the  odd  shadows  that  twilight  flung  down 
upon  the  earth.  One  in  particular,  thrown  by  a 
short,  squat  black-thorn,  across  my  path,  struck 
me  as  bearing  a  flattering  likeness  to  old 
Snodgrass. 

The  last  gleam  of  day  had  now  faded  off  the 
horizon.  There  was  clearly  not  an  instant  to 
be  lost ;  so,  holding  on,  as  well  as  I  could,  a 
mean  course  between  the  broad  ruts— and  such 
ruts  ! — of  the  cross-road,  I  kept  up  my  con- 
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con6dence  by  anticipating  the  various  comforts 
that  awaited  me  at  my  journey''s  end. 

But  fancy  ill  accords  with  an  empty  stomach. 
You  may  blunt  grief  by  reflection,  and  passion 
by  philosophy,  but  I  am  yet  to  discover  what 
mental  specific  can  take  the  edge  off  a  craving 
stomach.  Hunger  is  not  to  be  argued  into  sub- 
mission. It  is  a  stubborn  Catholic  that  knows 
its  rights,  and  will  maintain  them. 

By  this  time,  darkness,  with  a  gianf  s  step, 
had  traversed  the  whole  landscape.  My  very 
pathway,  not  a  yard  before  me,  looked  dim  and 
doubtful,  and  so  far  from  leading  out,  seemed 
only  to  lead  me  further  into  a  labyrinth. 

At  length,  after  incredible  toil,  and  a  thou- 
sand turnings,  now  to  the  right,  and  now  to 
the  left,  I  was  lucky  enough  to  stumble  up 
against  the  low  paling  of  a  cottage-garden 
which  jutted  out  beside  the  cross-road.  Avail- 
ing myself  of  my  good  fortune,  I  knocked  at 
the  half-open  door,  and  was  received  by  the 
tenants  with  the  usual  Welch  hospitality.  The 
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Dight'^s  meal  was  just  at  an  end,  but  the  friendly 
cottagers  relaid  the  cloth,  and  placing  a  home- 
baked  loaf,  a  lump  of  cream-cheese,  and  a  jug 
of  delicious  Welch  ale,  on  the  table,  told  me  to 
commence  the  onslaught. 

A  hungry  traveller  needs  no  persuasives ;  so 
I  set  to  in  a  steady  spirit  of  determination, 
when,  having  satisfied  the  claims  of  the  gastric 
juice,  I  commenced  putting  divers  questions 
touching  the  distance  of  Llandwarrys,  and  the 
possibility  of  reaching  it  in  time  to  obtain  ac- 
commodation for  the  night. 

Not  a  little  to  my  mortification,  I  found 
that  I  was  still  three  miles  ofi\  even  taking 
the  nearest  road,  which  was  difficult  to  find 
in  the  dark ;  I  had  better,  therefore,  added 
my  informant,  wait  till  the  moon  should  rise, 
when  I  should  be  able  to  find  my  way  to 
the  Common,  at  the  further  end  of  which  the 
town  was  situated. 

This  advice  was  too  reasonable  to  be  rejected ; 
I,  therefore,  acceded  to  it  at  once,  and,  after  an 
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hour*s  halt,  had  the  sadsfaction  of  seeii^  the 
first  heams  of  the  risen  mooo  gtinmier  in  at  the 
Lutice. 

^  Now,^  said  mine  host,  <<  you  may  proceed 
with  safety,  hut  as  the  fifst  part  of  your  road 
may  perhaps  give  you  some  little  trouble,  I 
will  accompany  you  as  far  as  Llyn-ym-d  wanys, 
when  you  will  be  within  a  mile  of  the  town,  and 
can  no  looger  make  a  miss  of  your  way.*^  He 
then  proceeded  to  put  on  a  pair  of  thick  wooden 
clogs,  and  whistling  to  his  dog,  who  came  bound- 
ing over  the  garden*fence  at  the  well-known 
summons,  led  the  way  down  the  cross-road. 

It  was  a  fine  star-light  night,  with  a  brisk 
wind  that  kept  hurrying  the  clouds  in  rapid 
succession  across  the  moon's  disk,  and  chequer- 
ing the  landscape  with  spectral  varieties  of  light 
and  shade.  Now  and  then  the  breeze  came  in 
sharp,  shrill  gusts  that  whirled  the  dead  leaves 
by  hundreds  across  our  path,  and  brought  to 
our  ears  the  hooting  of  the  owl  or  the  tinkling 
of  many  a  shy  streamlet. 
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We  had  held  on  our  course  for  some  two 
mfles  or  more,  aad  I  was  beginning  anxiously 
to  speculate  on  the  chances  of  a  speedy  termi- 
nation to  it,  when  on  rounding  the  brow  of  a 
low  hilly  we  at  length  came  in  sight  of  Llyn- 
ym-dwairys.  I  have  seldom  seen  a  more  pic- 
turesque landscape  than  the  one  now  presented 
to  my  eyes.  Before  me,  the  country  lay  open 
for  miles,  with  every  rugged  feature  softened 
into  beauty  by  the  mellow  moonlight.  Right 
through  the  centre  of  the  Common  lapsed  the 
Towy,  forming  at  the  most  distant  extremity,  a 
broad  sheet  of  water,  like  a  lake,  whose  surface, 
as  the  quick  wind  swept  over  it,  glistened  with 
a  thousand  silver  spangles.  At  a  few  yards 
from  this  estuary  stood  Llandwarrys,  conspi- 
cuous by  its  one  dim,  grey  church-spire. 

My  companion  here  made  a  halt.  '^  Yonder 
is  the  town,^  said  he,  **  you  have  now  only  to 
keep  right  a^head  till  you  reach  the  church- 
yard, when  you  must  turn  sharp  round  by  the 
yews,  which  will  bring  you  right  opposite  the 
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Red  Lion.  Good  night,  Sir. — Come,  Rhys/' 
continued  he,  whisthng  to  his  dog  ;  "  we  must 
be  quick  back,  or  the  old  woman  will  think 
we're  going  to  make  a  night  of  it  at  Ceven- 
frorneth.'* 

The  lights  were  still  twinkling  in  the  houses 
of  Llandwarrys,  as  I  passed  the  church-yard. 
In  a  few  minutes  more  I  had  entered  the  town, 
and  was  safely  housed  in  the  snucj,  sanded  front 
parlour  of  the  Red  Lion.  What  luxury  was 
mine  at  this  moment !  Epicures  may  talk  of 
the  pleasures  of  the  palate,  and  poets  of  those 
of  romance,  but  I  contend  there  is  no  enjoy- 
ment equal  to  that  which  a  jaded  traveller  ex- 
])criences,  when,  his  day'^s  toil  fairly  at  an  end, 
he  exchanges  two  tight  boots  for  a  spacious 
j)air  of  list  slippers. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

A  WELCH  VILLAGE  AND  ITS  CONTENTS. 

The  town,  or  more  strictly  speaking,  the 
Tillage,  of  Llandwarrys,  is  situated  in  the  centre 
of  the  luxuriant  vale  of  Towy.  On  every  side 
it  is  barricaded  by  double  ranges  of  hills,  the 
most  elevated  of  which  are  the  Black  Moun* 
tains,  whose  monarch  Llynn-y-van,  may  vie  in 
colossal  magnitude  with  the  proudest  eminences 
of  North  Wales.  The  town  consists  of  one 
long,  straggling  street ;  and  its  church,  remark- 
able for  a  grove  of  yews  that  tower  like  majestic 
mourners  above  the  tombs,  stands  alone,  just 
outside  the  town,  on  the  verge  of  Llyn-ym- 
dwarrys,  through  whose  Common  winds  the 
Towy,  spanned  by  a  wooden  bridge,  which  his 
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free  mountain  spirit  makes  a  point  of  indig- 
nantly sweeping  away  once  a  year,  when  the 
winter   floods   pour   down    from    the   adjacent 
highlands. 

The  great  charm  of  Llyn-ym-dwarrys  is  its 
perfect  rusticity.  No  Welch  Nash  has  yet  de- 
faced it  by  Regent''s  Park  conceits.  It  is  just 
what  nature  intended  it  should  be,  a  vast  cir- 
cular carpet  of  the  freshest,  greenest  turf, 
placed  at  the  base  of  hills  studded  with  flocks 
of  sheep,  and  sheltering  whole  villages  in  their 
recesses.  In  one  part  it  rises  into  gentle  undu- 
lations, on  whicli  are  perched  cottages  with 
their  pretty  strips  of  flower-garden  in  front,  and 
of  kitchen-ground  behind  ;  and  in  another,  it 
forms  shelving  declivities,  the  sides  of  wliich,  at 
the  fitting  season,  are  enamelled  with  heath-bell ; 
moss,  fragrant  as  cinnamon ;  primrose  tufts, 
whereon  the  homeward-bound  bee  loves  to  rest 
her  weary  wing ;  celandine,  and  the  creeping 
wild  strawberry  phmt. 

Two  ranges  of  hills,  as  I  have  already  ob- 
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served,  sentinel  this  miniature  Paradise.  The 
nearest  are  robed  to  the  very  summit  in  nature's 
richest  drapery ;  while  the  more  distant  are 
abrupt — ^barren — ^precipitous — and  rear  up  their 
bluff  fronts  to  the  sky,  as  if  disdaining  all  con- 
nexion with  earth.  More  aristocratic-lookiog 
mountains  I  never  yet  beheld. 

It  was  in  one  of  the  cottages  that  adorned 
this  lovely  Common,  that  I  took  up  my  abode. 
Apparently  no  situation  could  be  more  attrac- 
tive or  commodious.  It  stood  within  a  stone^s 
throw  of  Llandwarrys,  yet  enjoyed  perfect  se- 
clusion. A  small,  but  productive  garden  was 
attached  to  it,  which  stretching  up  a  little 
green,  sunny  knoll,  afforded  a  ddidous  glimpse 
of  the  surrounding  scenery. 

My  establishment  consisted  of  a  stout  lad 
and  lass,  whom  I  selected  from  among  a  host 
of  applicants,  from  their  rustic  manners  and 
appearance.  Both  seemed  models  of  simplicity ; 
both  in  perfect  keeping  with  the  patriarchal 
character  of  the  valley  they  inhabited. 
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For  the  first  ten  days  or  fortnight  my  time 
passed  wholly  to  my  satisfaction.  A  stroll 
about  the  Common  ;  to  the  ivied  bridge  of 
Pont-y-kle-kys  ;  to  the  nearest  uplands,  or  the 
more  distant  Grongar  Hill,  occupied  the  best 
portion  of  my  mornings;  while  my  evenings 
were  passed  in  chit-chat  with  any  one  whom  I 
might  chance  to  fall  in  with  ;  and  at  night,  my 
landlord,  Mr.  Davis,  would  drop  in  at  the 
cottage,  and  over  the  old  national  relish  of  a 
Welch  rabbit,  initiate  me  into  the  politics,  &:c. 
of  the  neighbourhood. 

It  was  through  the  medium  of  this  gossip, 
assisted  not  a  little  by  the  ennui  wliich, 
despite  my  vaunted  ability  to  conform  to  cir- 
cumstances, began  to  creep  over  me,  that  I 
got  introduced  to  the  Club  of  village  dignita- 
ries who  assembled,  almost  every  evening,  for 
the  purpose  of  social  compotation  and  chit-chat, 
at  the  Red  Lion. 

I  sliould  previously  have  mentioned,  that 
owing  to   its  secluded   site,  being  full    thirty 
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miles  distant  from  the  nearest  English  town, 
wholly  removed  from  the  usual  route  of  tourists, 
and  holding  out  no  inducements  to  manufac- 
turing or  agricultural  schemers,  Uandwarrys 
possessed  all  the  agreeable  strangeness  of  no- 
velty. The  majority  of  its  inhabitants— K>f 
course  I  speak  not  of  the  more  wealthy  or  pa- 
trician classes,  but  of  those  whose  occupation 
or  otherwise  wedded  them  to  the  district — ^were 
*'  full  of  mark  and  likelihood,^  and  kept  the  even 
tenor  of  their  way,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
precisely  as  their  fathers  had  done  before  them. 
Shy,  sequestered  nooks  like  Llandwarrys  are 
still  to  be  met  with-^r  were  at  least  fourteen 
years  ago— jn  the  interior  of  Wales ;  for  it  is 
not,  like  the  Highlands  or  the  northern  lakes,  a 
country  which  every  one  makes  a  point  of 
visiting ;  but,  to  a  certain  extent,  an  untrodden 
8(h1,  where  a  strange  face  is  seldom  seen ;  and 
where  the  tradesmen  and  small  farmers,  wholly 
occupied  with  their  own  concerns,  busy  their 
heads  but  little  with  those  of  the  great  world. 
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The  Red  Lion,  where  the  Club  to  which  I 
have  just  alluded  were  in  the  habit  of  assem- 
bling, was  one  of  those  snug,  old-fashioned 
inns,  now  so  rarely  to  be  met  with,  except  in 
the  east  of  England.  It  had  a  deep,  wide 
brick  porch,  from  whose  roof  swung  a  magpie 
in  a  wicker-cage.  This  porch  opened  into  a 
tolerably-sized  hall,  wherein  stood  an  oblong 
oaken  table,  grievously  notched,  albeit  hooped 
with  iron ;  and  a  few  high-backed  arm-chairs 
of  the  same  material.  Opposite  the  window 
was  the  fire-place,  within  whose  ample  range 
four  men  might  sit  with  ease;  and  on  the  walls, 
hung  on  one  side,  a  book- shelf,  containing  a 
few  odd  volumes  of  Swedenborg'^s  works ;  and 
on  the  other,  a  glass-case,  in  which  was  a  stuffed 
salmon  reclining  full-length  on  some  bits  of 
artificial  grass. 

Among  tliose  who  were  oftenest  to  be  met 
with  in  this  cozy,  outlandish  hall,  was,  first  and 
foremost,  the  auctioneer,  a  person,  who  in  an 
isolated  Welch  district,   usually  enjoys  great 
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consideration.  He  was  a  duck-legged,  pom- 
pous little  being,  fond  of  making  allusions  to 
a  professional  visit  which  he  paid  to  London 
in  the  year  1814,  when  he  had  the  rare  luck 
to  see  the  Allied  Sovereigns,  and  squeeze  the 
homy  fist  of  Blucher.  This  was  the  one  lead- 
ing incident  in  his  life,  from  which  he  always 
dated. 

Next  came  a  half-pay  ofiBcer,  a  grim-looking 
dog,  snappish — disputatious — egotistical — with 
a  dried  liver,  and  cheeks  sallow  and  wasted, 
which  went  in  like  the  two  sides  of  a  fiddle,  and 
spread  out  again  at  the  chin  and  forehead. 
This  warrior— or  the  ^'  Captain*'  as  he  was  com- 
monly styled — held  it  as  the  chief  article  of  his 
creed  that,  whatever  is,  is  wrong,  and  was  never 
so  happy  as  when  setting  people  by  the  ears 
together.  His  favourite  hobby  was  India, 
about  which,  like  Oeneral  Harbottle,  he  was 
fond  of  telling  marvellous  stories.  In  person 
he  was  remarkably  prim ;  wore  a  blue  frock 
coat,  a  little  white  at  the  edges  in  front,  and 


20  80BB0WS   OF 

buttoned  dose  op  to  the  throat;  stiff  black 
stock ;  and  boots  pierced,  but  polished — ^for  he 
prided  himself  oo  a  small  foot — ^with  singular 
attentioo  to  effect.  On  warm,  sunny  days  he 
might  be  seen  sitting  on  the  parapet  of  the 
TowT  bridge,  rocking  his  legs  listlessly  to  and 
fro,  humming  a  firagment  of  some  old  mess  tune; 
or  taking  brisk  turns  up  and  down  the  bridge, 
and  jerking  out  an  impudent  **hem  V*  whenever 
a  petticoat  approached  him.  When  heated  with 
argument,  he  had  a  trick  of  giving  sharp, 
irritable  tugs  at  his  shirt-oollar. 

Third  in  station  was  the  attorney,  who  ex- 
acted respect  by  virtue  of  his  profession,  and 
who  was  withal  so  cautious  of,  what  he  called, 
committing  himself  befcnre  Court,  that  in  allud- 
ing to  any  particular  individual,  he  never  men* 
tioned  more  than  his  or  her  initials.  This 
feUow^  like  his  prototype  Rondibilis,  had  the 
keen  scent  of  a  stag-hound  for  a  law-suit, 
wha[ice  it  came  to  pass  that  he  was  more  re- 
verenced  than  loved  by  his  neighbours,  many 
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of  whom  he  had  coDtrived  to  render  singularly 
poetical  about  the  pockets. 

The  fourth  was  my  Lmdlord,  the  apothecary, 
a  good-natured,  silly  creature,  blessed  with  a 
widowed  sister,  who  superintended  his  esta- 
blishment, and  of  whom  I  shall  presently  have 
occasion  to  speak.  His*  chief  occupation  con- 
sisted  in  sauntering  about  the  neighbourhood, 
with  his  hands  in  his  breeches-pockets,  and 
talking  to  any  one  who  would  talk  with  him. 
He  had  projecting  eyes,  like  a  lobster,  with  a 
rague,  unmeaning  stare,  and  usually  kept  his 
mouth  ajar — I  suppose  from  a  habit  he  had 
acquired  of  swallowing  every  extraordinary 
story  he  heard  or  read. 

Lastly,  came  the  curate  of  Llandwarrys,  an 
amphibious  phenomenon,  compounded,  in  nearly 
equal  portions,  of  parson,  poacher,  and  pugilist. 
He  was  social  and  bibulous,  with  a  prodigious 
face,  the  thickest  part  of  which  was  downwards 
like  a  bee-hive ;  a  fist  like  a  quartern  loaf;  and 
an  inordinate  love  of   song.      His  favourite' 
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arietta  was  "Cease,  rude  Boreas,'^  which,  when 
in  fine  voice,  he  generally  sung  right  through, 
with  a  lavish  expenditure  of  wind  that  might 
put  a  hurricane  to  the  blush.  I  never  heard 
this  tempestuous  bravura  (the  parson  called  it 
an  air  !)  but  once,  and  was  deaf  for  two  days 
afterwards. 

A  few  farmers  from  the  adjacent  villages  oc- 
casionally joined  this  coterie  on  their  way  home 
on  market-days  :  now  and  then,  too,  a  traveller 
from  Humbug,  or  the  other  large  towns  on  the 
borders,  would  drop  in  ;  but  these  were  merely 
chance  customers,  whereas  the  above  were  re- 
gular fixtures  at  the  Red  Lion. 

Till  within  a  few  months  of  my  arrival,  these 
dignitaries  had  been  in  the  habit  of  mustering 
at  the  Castle ;  but  a  slight  of  some  sort  or  other 
having  one  evening  been  put  on  them  by  the 
landlady,  a  pert,  pretty  widow,  who  had  but 
recently  resigned  the  office  of  chambermaid  at 
the  Pulteney  Hotel,  Bath,  the  whole  coterie 
instantly  transferred  their  patronage  to  the  Red 
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The  consequence  of  this  elopement  was 
•ism  between  the  rival  landladies,  which« 
ding  more  or  less  to  all  their  dependents, 
iced  a  violent  party-spirit  in  the  town, 
.'  to  the  endamaging  of  its  peace  and 
ctability. 

ch  was  the  state  of  public  feeling  in  Llan- 
rys  at  the  time  I  came  to  reside  there.  On 
!rst  introduction  to  the  Red  Lion,  I  was 
2d  on  as  a  sort  of  intruder  bj  the  Club— 
itrange  to  tell,  many  of  the  old  prejudices 
inst  the  Irish  still  exist  in  the  more  sequea- 
ed  nooks  of  Wales— but  gradually,  by  listen* 
;  to  the  anecdotage  of  one ;  submitting  to  the 
w  laid  down  by  a  seomd ;  laughing  at  the 
^uU  jokes  of  a  third ;  and  adopting  the  opinions 
^f  a  fourth ;  I  conciliated  the  good  will  of  all 
parties. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

now  TO  MAKE  THE  MOST  OF  ONE'S 

SITUATION. 

I  HAD  now  been  nearly  a  month  resident  at 
Llandwarrys,  and  the  pittance  I  had  been  able 
to  preserve  from  the  wreck  of  my  fortune  at 
Humbug — independently  of  that  portion  with 
which  the  philosophic  Stubbs  had  eloped — was 
fast  dwindling  away.  My  domestics,  whom  in 
the  innocence  of  my  heart  I  had  imagined  void 
of  guile,  materially  assisted  the  diminution  of 
my  funds.  Two  more  assiduous  conveyancers 
never  yet  carried  on  business  in  the  metropolis. 
Nothing  escaped  their  clutches. 

But  this  was  far  from  constituting  my  sole 
grievance.     As  autumn  drewn  on,  the  cottage. 
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which,  under  the  influence  of  sunshine  and  dry 
weather,  I  had  fancied  so  attractive,  became  not 
ooljr  damp,  but  positively  untenable.  The 
walls  and  ceilings  began  to  thaw,  like  Falstaff 
in  the  dog-days;  while  that  domestic  insect 
which  Sir  J.  Banks  once  endeavoured  to  boil 
into  a  lobster,  took  possession  of  every  nook 
Bod  cranny  in  my  bed-chamber.  To  wind  up 
the  sum  of  my  household  annoyances,  a  flood 
one  night  came  down  from  the  mountains,  burst 
open  my  pantry  door,  and  committed  a  burglary 
on  all  that  my  servants  had  left  untouched. 

When  I  rose  the  next  morning,  the  valley  was 
cme  broad  sheet  of  water.  The  Towy  roared 
and  chafed  like  an  angry  sea ;  and  I  just  reached 
my  ground-floor  in  time  to  see  two  boiled  fowls 
swim  off  in  hasty  pursuit  of  a  cold  turkey  ;  and  a 
fillet  of  veal  '*  clear  out^*  from  the  lower  pantry 
•helf,  for  a  voyage  down  the  Towy  to  Llandilo. 

I  should  observe,  in  addition  to  these  vexa- 
tions, that  my  pursuits  neither  answered  the 
purpose  of  amusement  nor  utility.     My  horti- 

VOL.  II.  c 
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cultural  experiments  just  sufficed  to  convince 
me  that  a  man  must  have  an  innate  genius  for 
superintending  the  education  of  fruits  and 
vegetables ;  my  reading,  which  was  chiefly  re- 
stricted to  the  bulky  tomes  of  Emmanuel  Swe- 
denborg,  served  only  to  bewilder  or  set  me 
asleep ;  and  when  with  rod  in  hand,  I  took  a 
saunter  along  the  banks  of  the  Towy,  I  was 
constantly  hooking  the  calf  of  my  leg,  jerking 
my  hat  into  the  water,  or  pulling  up  a  huge 
weed  in  mistake  for  a  salmon.  The  fish,  I  have 
often  thought  since,  must  have  entertained  a 
very  mean  opinion  of  my  abilities. 

On  specifying  these  grievances  to  the  apothe- 
cary, he  consoled  me  by  the  assurance  that  they 
were  mere  matters  of  course,  to  which  a  few 
months'  endurance  would  not  fail  to  reconcile 
mo.  But  this  consideration,  though  well  enough 
so  far  as  it  went,  had  not  quite  the  effect  that 
he  anticipated.  Like  the  widow  in  Voltaire, 
for  whose  benefit  the  sage  Memnon  drew  up  a 
consolatory  catalogue  of  all  the  wives  who  had 
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lo6t  husbands  before  her^  I  refused  to  be  com- 
forted ;  and  by  way  of  effectual  safeguard,  as 
well  from  peculating  domestics,  damp  walls, 
floUtude,  and,  worse  than  all,  consumptive 
finances,  I  proposed  to  the  apothecary  for  the 
future  to  take  up  my  abode  with  him. 

For  the  better  enforcement  of  this  abrupt 
|»opofiition,  I  pointed  out  the  various  services  I 
might  be  the  means  of  rendering  him  in  his  vo- 
cation. I  stated  that  medicine  had  been  my 
favourite  study  ever  since  the  period  when  I 
first  commenced  it,  under  the  auspices  of  a  cele- 
brated physician  in  the  county  Galway ;  that  I 
was  convnsant,  in  all  their  forms  and  varieties, 
with  the  infirmities  of  poor,  weak,  shivering 
humanity — ^though  I  did  not  for  a  moment  pre- 
sume to  compete  with  him  in  medical  ability — 
and  that  such  being  the  case,  I  considered  it 
almost  a  matter  of  course  that  a  mutual  con- 
nexion would  turn  out  profitable  to  both  of  us. 
I  concluded  with  the  payment  of  my  quarter's 
rent. 

c2 
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How  eloquent  is  egotism  !  Where  is  the 
man  who  does  not  kindle  into  enthusiasm  when 
Self  is  the  hero  of  his  story  ?  The  apothecary 
partook  in  some  degree  of  my  emotion.  In 
common  with  the  rest  of  the  world — that  is  to 
say,  of  that  illustrious  and  influential  portion  of 
it  which  constituted  the  Club  at  the  Red  Lion 
— he  held  my  talents  in  exceeding  respect ;  and 
was  prepared  to  augur  well  of  my  success  in 
business,  from  having  so  recently  witnessed  the 

O  ml 

skill  with  which  I  had  converted  into  friends 
and  admirers,  those  who  had  at  first  received 
me  as  an  alien  and  an  intruder. 

Still  he  had  his  doubts  of  the  propriety  of 
ray  partnership  project.  I  was  young — I  was 
a  stranger — I  was  inexperienced.  Granted, 
but  I  was  industrious,  persevering ;  at  home  in 
the  theory,  if  not  quite  so  much  so  in  the  prac- 
tice of  medicine  ;  and  was  besides  in  possession 
of  a  recipe  (imparted  to  me  by  the  famous  Dr. 
Killquick,  of  Gal  way)  which  had  effected  the 
nu>st  miraculous  cures. 
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I  saw  that  the  apothecary  was  staggered  by 
my  reasoning,  so  followed  up  blow  after  blow 
with  all  the  zeal  I  could  muster,  for  I  felt  that 
every  thing  depended  on  perseverance ;  and  after 
a  week  of  doubts  and  demurrings  on  his  part, 
I  had  the  satisfaction  of  finding  my  efforts 
crowned  with  success.  Drop  by  drop,  water 
will  in  time  wear  out  the  toughest  rock. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

A  SECOND  MATRIMOxXIAL  CATASTROPHE- 
THE  PROGRESS  OF  QUACKERY— A  TIT  OF 
THE  HOKRORS. 

About  this  time  another  and  more  momen- 
tous change  took  place  in  my  domestic  condi- 
tion. I  allude  to  my  marriage  with  the  ajx)- 
thccary's  widowed  sister — a  catastrophe  which 
took  place  after  a  month''s  acquaintance  with  tlie 
lady,  on  an  erroneous  supposition  that  slie  was 
worth  money. 

And  here  it  may  possibly  be  urged  that  I 
was  guilty  of  a  grievous  backsliding,  inas- 
much as  my  first  wife  was,  most  probably, 
still  alive.  I  plead  guilty  to  the  charge, 
but  may  state  in  extenuation,  that  such  was 
the  havoc  which  repeated  disappointments  had 
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wrought  on  my  memory,  that  not  till  the 
nuptial  ceremony  was  concluded,  did  it  occur 
to  me  that  I  had  committed  bigamy.  When, 
however,  the  dreadful  conviction  flashed  on  my 
mind,  the  shock  it  occasioned  was  inconceiv- 
able! 

I  should  be  trifling  with  the  credulity  of  my 
readers,  and  militating  against  the  sacred  in- 
terests of  truth — which,  with  me,  are  paramount 
to  every  other  consideration — ^were  I  to  assert 
that  my  second  wife  realized  all  that  a  romantic 
fancy  could  conjure  up  of  loveliness  and  sensi- 
bility. She  was  neither  a  Helen  nor  a  Juliet ; 
and  for  these  reasons,  which  I  take  to  be  con- 
clusive on  the  point.  In  the  first  place,  she  was 
ancient,  irascible,  and  jealous ;  secondly,  she  was 
as  unimaginative  as  a  steam-engine;  thirdly, 
she  had  a  long,  lean  neck,  like  a  vinegar- 
cruet;  and  lastly,  she  was  remarkable  for 
her  thriftiness  ;  and  when  displeased  with,  what 
she  called,  my  extravagance,  was  fond  of  insti- 
tuting comparisons  between  me  and  her  first 
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husband,  which  made  me,  notwithstanding  my 
general  forbearance,  more  than  once  express  a 
wish  that  he  and  I  could  change  places. 

It  was  some  weeks,  however,  before  my  wife'^s 
peculiarities  fully  developed  themselves.  For 
the  first  fortnight  or  so,  she  was  all  smiles  and 
civility ;  for  her  brother's  business,  from  the 
time  I  took  a  share  in  it,  and  began  to  bestir 
myself,  exhibited  such  a  satisfactory  increase, 
as  to  enable  us  to  indulge  in  the  luxury  of  an 
assistant,  and  even  give  occasional  dinners  to 
our  friends  at  the  Red  Lion. 

It  was  just  about  the  close  of  the  honey- 
moon, that  after  trying  a  variety  of  Dr.  Kill- 
quick's  recipes  with  but  indifferent  success, 
I  hit  upon  one,  of  which  from  having  once 
tasted  it,  I  retained  a  very  vivid  recollec- 
tion. I  had  observed  that  the  lower  classes  of 
the  Welch,  like  the  Irish,  were  inordinately 
fond  of  stimulants,  so  persuaded  myself  that  I 
had  but  to  hit  this  prevalent  fancy,  to  bring 
myself  into  repute  among  them. 
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The  recipe  in  question  possessed  all  the  re- 
quisite ingredients  for  notoriety.  It  was  a  most 
ferocious  stimulant — so  much  so,  that  when  I 
explained  its  character  to  Mr.  Pavis,  that  unso- 
phisticated apothecary  opened  his  mouth  wider 
than  ever,  at  the  idea  of  such  an  experiment 
being  tried  on  Christian  bowels. 

*•  Why,  you  must  be  joking,  surely !''  said 
be ;  ^'  the  dose  you  speak  of  would  kill  a  croco- 
dfle?'' 

^* Nonsense;  Dr.  Killquick  tried  it  with 
wonderful  success  in  Ireland.*" 

**  Likely  enough,  but  Wales  is  not  Ireland ; 
so,  for  heaven^s  sake,  think  better  of  it.^ 

But  I  was  deaf  to  all  his  expostulations.  I 
was  convinced,  I  replied,  that  the  experiment 
wonid  succeed  ;  and  justified  myself  for  making 
trial  of  it,  by  the  parallel  case  of  the  celebrated 
town-quack.  Dr.  Fingerfee. 

Oh  Quackery,  to  him  who  is  inspired  by  thy 
spirit,  the  road  to  notoriety  lies  equally  open, 
whether  in  a  crowded  city,  or  a  secluded  Welch 
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district.  While  Genius  trudgefl  a-foot,  and 
by  many  a  thorny,  circuitous  route,  ascends 
the  hill  of  fame,  thou  bowlest  along  in"^  thy 
chariot,  and  attainest  the  same  sunny  eminence 
ivith  scarce  an  effort.  Genius  is  the  simpleton 
who  made  his  pilgrimage  with  raw  peas  in  his 
shoes.  Quackery,  the  knave  who  had  the  saga^ 
city  first  to  boil  them. 

The  «  Infallible  Resuscitating  Elixir,''  as  I 
styled  my  new  specific,  was  a  medicine  oonu 
posed  in  nearly  equal  quantities,  of  bark,  brick- 
dust,  gin,  and  gunpowder,  boiled  over  a  slow 
fire,  and  flavoured  with  Scotch  snuff !  Its  suc- 
cess at  first  was  equivocal,  but  when  its  virtues 
had  been  duly  insisted  on  in  all  the  provincial 
Journals,  it  brought  a  world  of  patients  of  the 
lower  orders  to  my  shop ;  and  I  had  the  tact  to 
confine  it  exclusively  to  them  (well  knowing 
that  your  civilized  stomach  is  apt  to  be  fasti- 
dious), just  as  if  it  were  the  balsam  of  Fairy 
Bias,  whose  singular  property  it  was  to  kill  one 
half  the  community  while  it  cured  the  other. 
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The  neighbouring  small  fanners  and  their 
tenring-men,  were  among  the  first  to  honour  my 
Elixir  with  their  patronage.  The  bark  was  so 
bracingf  the  brickdust  so  cleansing,  the  gun« 
powder  so  stimuUting,  the  gin  so  palatable, 
that  no  matter  what  the  disorder  might  be,  one 
ingredient  or  the  other  was  sure  to  suit.  If  the 
bark  failed,  there  was  still  a  chance  for  the 
brickdust,  while  the  gin  acting  in  spirited  ac- 
ecwdance  with  the  gunpowder,  produced  an  in- 
ternal commotion,  which  in  cases  where  the 
gastric  juice  was  languid,  wonderfully  facili- 
tated digestion. 

To  be  sure,  it  was  my  lot  now  and  then  to 
lose  a  patient ;  and  once,  I  recollect,  a  low,  ob- 
noxious, pettifogging  attorney  died  under  the 
potent  stimulus;  but  singularly  enough,  his 
death,  so  far  from  proving  injurious,  actually 
did  me  service.  I  was  looked  on  as  a  village 
Brutus  who  had  destroyed  a  village  Caesar ; 
and  though  I  declined  the  flattering  distinction, 
yet  my  neighbours  still  persisted  in  giving  me 
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the  credit  of  the  deed.  Nay,  so  grateful  were 
they  to  me  for  having  rid  them  of  an  arrant 
rogue,  that  a  few  of  those  who  had  most  suf- 
fered by  him,  actually  talked  of  purchasing  me  a 
piece  of  plate,  in  commemoration  of  the  patriotic 
action  !  But  my  Modesty  would  not  hear  of 
such  a  proposition. 

One  of  my  most  tractable  patients  was  a  tip- 
pling little  exciseman,  with  a  polypetalous  pnK 
boscis,  whose  countenance,  whenever  he  stooped 
to  tie  his  shoe-strings,  blushed  deeper  than  a 
mulberry.  This  annoyed  him  exceedingly,  for 
he  fancied  himself  an  Adonis,  so  he  applied  to 
me  for  relief,  who  at  once  prescribed  the  Elixir, 
together  with  periodical  blood-lettings.  But 
unfortunately  his  disease  was  beyond  the  power 
of  medicine,  for  notwithstanding  he  took  a 
hearty  draught  every  day,  and  always,  as  he 
said,  felt  the  better  for  it,  though  ^^a  little 
sickish  at  first,^  he  grew  gradually  worse. 
The  gunpowder,  I  rather  suspect,  disagreed 
with  him,  for  he  went  off  one  night  like  a  shot. 
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after  having  taken  it  twice  during  the  night  in 
currant-jelly. 

I  did  not  quit  this  worthy  man^s  bed-side 
until  the  last  thread  of  life  was  fairly  spun  out, 
when  with  a  doubtful  heart  and  moralizing 
frame  of  mind,  I  made  the  best  of  my  way 
home. 

It  was  a  dark,  moonless  night,  and  my  road 
lay  across  the  Common,  and  close  beside  the 
yews  in  the  church-yard.  I  know  not  why  it 
was,  but  when  I  neared  the  old  wall  that  bound 
in  the  last  resting-places  of  the  dead ;  when 
I  heard  the  wind  moan  and  sigh  through  the 
trees  that,  slowly  waving  their  gaunt  arms  to 
and  fro,  looked  like  fiends  holding  watch  and 
ward  above  the  charnel-house;  my  pace  in- 
stinctivdy  quickened ;  my  heart  beat  quick 
and  loud ;  and  a  nervous,  undefined  apprehen- 
sion of  something  horrible  flitted  darkly  across 
my  mind.  Involuntarily  I  thought  of  my  pa- 
tients, one  or  two  of  whose  graves  lay  close 
underneath  the  wall  which  I  had  yet  to  pass 


38  80SBOW8   OF 


(( 


If  they  could  rifie,"  said  I,  oideayouring,  but  in 
▼ain,  to  banish  the  awful  supposition,  ^*  from  the 
earth  wherein  they  lie  full  six  feet  deep ;  if  they 
cx>uld  rear  up  their  shadowy  forms  right  before 
my  path ;  what  in  the  name  of  heaven,  should  I 
do  or  say  ?  How  convince  such  sceptics,  that 
their  exit  from  life  was  the  work  of  fate,  not 
of  mortal  agency  ?  Disembodied  spirits,  I 
have  heard,  are— *— Hah  !  whose  are  those  eyes 
glaring  full  on  me  from  between  the  chinks  of 
yon  tombstone  ?  Methinks,  I  should  know  that 
threatening  countenance !  Hark  I  Is  that  a 
voice  ?  Fool,  'tis  but  the  wind," — and  I  rushed 
homeward  with  the  speed  of  an  antelope.  Sin- 
gular, what  a  repugnance  medical  men  have  to 
pass  a  church-yard  after  dark  ! 

I  found  my  wife  up  and  waiting  to  let  me  in, 
with  her  brow  clouded,  her  eve  full  of  tem- 
pest,  and  her  temper  in  a  high  state  of  acetous 
fermentation. 

**  So,  Sir,  this  is  a  pretty  time  for  a  married 
man  to  be  abroad  !     I  dare  say  you  will  tell 
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me  you^ve  been  attending  one  of  your  patients. 
But  I  know  better.:  there^s  my  brother  has 
been  in  bed  these  two  hours.* 

Without  vouchsafing  any  answer,  I  strode 
past  my  wife  into  the  parlour,  where  I  found 
the  fire  just  out— one  or  two  of  theUu-ge  cinders 
baring  been  carefully  put  aside  on  the  hob — 
and  the  rushlight  glimmering  in  its  socket. 
At  a  small  deal  table,  on  which  was  placed  an 
old  towel  by  way  of  doth,  stood  my  scanty 
supper  of  bread  and  cheese,  ^ith  a  few  leeks  in 
a  cracked  plate,  and  a  small  jug  of  still  smaller 
beer,  which  on  emergency  might  safely  do  duty 
as  yinegar. 

I  glanced  at  the  sorry  repast  with  an  expres- 
sion of  countenance,  I  fear,  in  which  resignation 
was  less  apparent  than  disgust.  My  wife  un. 
derstood  the  hint,  and  exclaimed  peevishly, 
<*  You  need  not  turn  up  your  nose  so,  Mr.  Fitz- 
maurice-^such  was  the  alias  I  had  assumed  on 
entering  South  Wales — the  supper  is  quite  as 
good  as  you  have  a  right  to  expect  at  this  hour. 
But  it'^s  no  use  talking- 
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"  None  in  the  least," 

"  For  the  more  one  does,  the  less  thanks  one 
gets.  Good-nature  is  always  sure  to  be  im- 
posed upon.  Ah !  times  are  sadly  altered  since 
poor,  dear  Mr.  Evans " 

"  Hang  Mr.  Evans." 

My  wife  took  no  notice  of  this  smart  repartee, 
but  continued,  "  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Mr. 
Fitzmaurice,  I've  just  been  lookingover  our  last 
month's  bills,  and  have  come  to  the  resolution 

of  keeping  no  more  dinner what  do  you  sit 

there  for,  kicking  the  legs  of  the  table,  just  as 
if  they  cost  nothing  ?'''* 

"  Pray  go  to  bed.  my  dear,  this  is  not  the 
time  for  discussing  such  matters.**' 

"  Aye  that''s  always  the  way  you  put  me  off: 
notliing  I  say  or  do,  is  done  at  the  proper  time.'' 

"  Well,  well,  we'll  talk  of  these  things  to- 
morrow. At  present,  I  have  some  medicine  to 
make  up,  so  light  two  fresh  candles  and  leave 


me. 


'*  'J' wo    frcsli    candles,    Mr.    Fitzmaurice  ! 


where  am  I  to  get  them  at  this  late  hour.f^ 


V* 
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'*  What !  are  there  none  in  the  house  ?^' 

**  None,  but  a  rushlight.*^ 

*<  That  must  do  instead  then,  so  fetch  it 
quickly  and  go  to  bed.  I^m  sure  your  delicate 
constitution  must  suffer  by  sitting  up  so  late.^ 

Sullenly  and  with  many  an  ominous  shake  of 
the  head,  my  wife  drew  forth  a  rushlight  from 
the  cupboard,  and  having  lit  and  placed  it  on 
the  table,  admonished  me  to  be  sure  to  put  it 
out,  when  I  had  done  with  it,  and  quitted  the 
room. 

Left  to  my  own  reflections,  I  sate  wistfully 
down — for  to  eat,  and  above  all  to  digest'my 
supper,  was  wholly  'out  of  the  question— and 
busied  myself  in  contrasting  my  present  with 
my  past  situation.  I  called  to  mind  the  ambi* 
tious  dreams  that  beset  me  on  first  commencing 
my  theatrical  career;  on  the  hopes  which 
buoyed  me  up  on  my  road  to  London;  and 
more  especially  on  my  connexion  with  the 
Snodgrass^s,  which  I  had  once  thought  would 
have  fairly  set  me  on  the  high  road  to  fortune. 
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All  these  had  now  passed  away,  and  here 
I  was,  the  child  of  mystery  and  misfortune ; 
an  alias  and  an  alien;  rooted  in  an  obscure, 
semi-barbarous  Welch  village ;  unable  from 
the  peculiar  delicacy  of  my  position  to  venture 
openly  forth  again  into  the  world ;  and  raised 
from  utter  penury,  only  by  my  marriage  with 
a  skill-flint,  and  my  chance  profits  as  an 
apothecary  in  the  healthiest  situation  in  all 
Wales. 

The  solemn  silence  of  the  hour — the  spectral 
gloom  of  the  apartment,  lit  only  by  a  miserable 
rushlight,  which  threw  its  flickering  "  darkness 
visible"**  on  walls  naked  afe  unfigleafed  Adam, 
and  old-fashioned  mahogany  chairs  with  elbows 
as  high  as  the  cheek-bones  of  a  Scotchman — 
the  excitement  produced  by  the  sudden  death 
of  the  Kxciscman — the  thrilling  recollection  of 
the  church-yard  which  I  had  so  lately  passed ; 
— all  these  various  associations  deepened  my 
despondency,  till  fairly  worn  out  with  exhaus- 
tion, my  head  dropped  on  my  chest,  my  arms 
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tdl  lifeless  and  flaccid  by  my  side,  and  I  sank 
fast  asleep  in  my  arm-chair. 

Bat,  alas !  even  slumber  itself  fiadled  to  bring 
relirf*  The  grimmest — ^most  fantastic — and  most 
ridiculous  visions  passed  and  repassed  befinre 
my  mind^s  eye.  I  dreamed  that  I  was  seated 
in  my  shop,  gazing  upwards  at  the  shelf  where 
stood,  ranged  in  due  order,  a  row  of  Elixir 
bottles,  when— whiz !  out  flew  the  corks,  and 
out  too  from  each  bottle  popped  the  head  of  a 
defunct  patient !  I  was  astonished  at  their 
numbers ;  but  surprise  was  soon  lost  in  horror, 
for  just  as  I  was  attempting  an  escape,  the  gob- 
line  leaped  with  a  bound  on  the  floor ;  pulled 
me  back  by  the  coat-skirts;  caught  hold  of 
me,  this  one  by  the  legs,  and  that  by  the  arms ; 
and  chucked  me  head-foremost  into  the  mor* 
tar*  I  implored  pity,  but  in  vain  ;  the  phan- 
toms were  inexorable;  on  which,  making  a  despe- 
rate effort,  I  just  contrived  to  lift  my  head  above 
the  vessel,  when  suddenly  the  ghost  of  the  £x- 
ciseman^-I  knew  him  by  his  nose  .'—-starting  up 
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from  the  inside  of  a  pill-box,  forced  open  my  re- 
luctant jaws;  drenched  me  with  my  own  Elixir ; 
and  then,  with  a  refinement  of  cruelty  worthy  of 
Procrustes,  caught  up  a  pestle,  and  kept  pound- 
ing and  pounding  away  at  my  ribs,  till  in  the 
agony  of  my  struggles,  I  awoke — to  find  the 
rushlight  just  expiring,  and  my  wife  stooping 
down  beside  me,  to  pick  up  the  nightcap  which 
I  had  dislodged  from  her  head. 

'*  Gracious  heavens !  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  are 
you  mad  ?  or  are  you  going  to  murder  me  by 
way  of  gratitude  for  my  affection  ?  Why,  it 
is  now  near  day-break,  and  the  rushlight 
burnt  out,  too !  Fitz — Fitz,  your  extrava- 
gance is  past  all  bearing.*^ 

Too  much  depressed  to  reply,  I  rose  from 
my  seat,  my  limbs  stiff  with  cold,  my  nerves 
shaken  with  agitation,  and  hurried  up  stairs 
to  bed. 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

A  SKETCH  OF  AN  ANGLO-IXDIAN. 

As  I  was  seated  one  morning,  with  my  wife 
and  her  brother,  at  a  late  breakfast,  a  lad  on 
horseback  came  with  a  message  from  a  gen- 
tleman named  Rupee,  requesting  that  either 
Mr.  Davis  or  Mr.  Fitzmaurice  would  instantly 
hasten  over  to  him,  for  that  he  had  just  had  a 
relapse  of  an  old  complaint,  and  scarcely  ex* 
pected  to  survive  the  day. 

*<  Rupee — Rupee  ?*'  said  I,  musingly,  **  d<xiH 
know  the  name.  Do  you?^  turning  to  Mr. 
Davis. 

"  Oh  yes,''  replied  my  brother-in-law,  "  it's 
the  old  bachelor  who  lives  up  at  the  Lodge, 
about  three  miles  hence.    He  is  a  shy,  whim- 
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sical  sort  of  fellow,  aod,  with  the  exception  of 
Captain  Caustic,  whom  he  picked  up  somewhere 
in  India,  is  scarce  known  to  a  soul  in  the  village. 
I  called  OD  him  once  or  twice,  at  his  express 
desire,  but  could  make  nothing  of  him.  Pos- 
sibly you  may  be  more  successful  ;^  and  so 
saying,  Mr.  Davis  quitted  the  breakfast- 
table,  and  desired  the  messenger  to  say  that 
Mr.  Fitzmamioe  would  fi>Uow  him  within  the 
hour. 

On  reaching  Tippoo  Lodge,  I  found  the 
^^  Nabob,""  as  he  was  called,  though  the  day 
was  far  Draoi  inclement,  seated  in  an  arm-chair, 
by  a  blazing  fire,  with  a  red  worsted  night^^ap 
on  his  head,  and  a  flannel  dressing-gown  wrap* 
ped  tight  round  him.  Close  beside  him  stood 
a  Pembroke  table,  on  which  lay  a  dogs^-eared 
copy  of  Henrey^s  ^  Meditations  among  the 
Tombs,"*'  and  the  last  number  of  the  Asiatic 
Journal,  with  a  paper-cutter  fixed  in  the  Obi- 
tuary ;  and  on  the  hearth*rug,  at  his  feet,  an 
^Ij)  spiteful,  wiry  little  terrier,  called  <*  Ve^ 
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nus,^  into  whose  good  graces,  at  the  hazard  of 
my  fingers,  I  tried,  in  vain,  to  ingratiate  myself. 

M  r.  Rupee  was  a  thin,  adust  spindle-shanked 
duodecimo  of  a  man,  under-jawed  like  a  shark, 
with  a  low,  querulous  voice,  a  fishy  eye,  and  a 
hatchet-face,  on  which  lingered  one  or  two  dry 
streaks  of  red,  like  the  bloom  on  a  stale  apple. 
Yet,  notwithstanding  this  apparent  fragility  of 
cmistitution,  the  old  fellow  was  as  tough  as 
whipcord.  People  who  dry  up  as  they  grow 
old  often  set  death  at  defiance  for  years. 

On  my  inquiring  how  he  felt  himself,  the 
Nabob  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  said--*-'*  Very 
ill,  Sir,  very  ilL  I  can  just  say  Vm  alive,  and 
that's  all.  When  I  sent  for  Dr.  ThickskuU  last 
week  from  Carmarthen,  he  told  me  he  feared  my 
lungs  were  a£Rected.^ 

*♦  Why — I— must— confess— I  do  see  >ymp» 
tomsof— ^ 

<<  Bless  me,  you  donH  say  so !  I  hope  there's 
nothing  very  alarming.*^ 

••Ahemf* 
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^'Ahy  just  what  I  feared;  but  is  there  no 
bcvper 

**  Permit  me  to  fed  your  pulse,  Sir.*' 
Tremblingly  Mr.  Rupee  held  forth  his  wrist, 
while  I  counted  the  pulsations  with  Mr.  Davis's 
stop»watch ;  and  then  shaking  my  head  gravely, 
said— ^*  A  little  feverish,  Sir.  The— the  sys- 
tem  ^" 

"  Is  breaking  up— so  Thickscull  feared.** 
^^  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that;  but  these  East 
winds  are  evidently  too  searching  for  a  delicate 
constitution  like  yours.** 

"  My  dear  Sir,  you've  just  hit  it.   Ah,  what 
a  blessing  is  health  I     Within  the  last  twelve- 
month I^m  sure  I  must  have  drank  out  an  apo- 
thecary *s  shop ;  yet,  would  you  believe  it  ?  I 
feel  no  better  than  when  I  began.     Ifs  asto- 
nishing how  I  bear  up  against  such  a  complica- 
tion of  maladies.  Have  you  taken  tiffin  yet,  Mr. 
Fitzmaurice  ?^ 
•*  Tiffin,  Sir  ?** 
**  Oh,  I  forgot  you  were  never  in  India; 
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lunch,  I  should  say.    I  always  try  to  pick  a  bit 
about  this  time  of  day.^ 

So  saying,  he  rung  the  bell,  and  immediately 
his  butler,  who  seemed  thoroughly  to  understand 
his  master^s  humours,  answered  the  summons 
by  placing  on  the  table  a  tray  containing  some 
anchovy  sandwiches,  and  a  bottle  of  East  India- 
Madeira. 

When  the  man  was  gcHie,  Mr.  Rupee  set  to 
work  with  his  ti£Bn,  at  which  he  displayed  far 
from  contemptible  prowess,  observing  between 
whiles  what  a  treasure  he  had  secured  in  Roger, 
who  having  accompanied  him  home  from  India, 
and  being,  like  himself,  a  martyr  to  ill  health, 
was  a  sort  of  privileged  domestic.  **  He  is  a 
kind,  considerate  creature,^  added  the  Nabob ; 
*'  always  so  careful  to  prevent  my  sitting  in  a 
thorough  draught.  And  so  full  of  feeling  too ! 
I  never  heard  him  bang  the  door  to  yet.  Tm 
surel  don*t  know  what  I  should  do  without  him.*^ 

**  That  Madeira's  a  fine  restorative.  Sir ;  it 
has  given  you  quite  a  colour  already." 

VOL.   II.  D 
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*'  Ah,  my  dear  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  that  colour 
you  speak  of  is  no  symptom  of  health.  It's 
hectic,  mere  hectic.  But  that's  always  the 
case  with  me.  People  are  perpetually  compli- 
menting me  on  my  good  looks — I  remember  it 
was  the  same  thing  at  Cheltenliam — at  the  very 
moment,  perhaps,  when  Fm  within  an  ace  of 
death.  But  I  must  confess  I  do  feel  a  little 
better,  though  I'm  too  apt  to  be  sanguine."* 

I  forget  what  reply  I  made,  but  it  was  some- 
thing that  mightily  pleased  the  Nabob.  Indeed, 
I  very  soon  found  out  the  way  to  ingratiate  my- 
self with  him,  which  was  by  listening  atten- 
tively to  the  prolix  catalogue  of  his  maladies. 
Men  who  live  in  solitude  are  necessarily  arrant 
egotists.  Mr.  Rupee  was  the  greatest  I  ever  met 
with  ;  but  then  in  proportion  to  his  egotism  was 
his  esteem  for  those  who  could  put  up  with  it. 

I  staid  with  the  old  proser  about  half  an  hour, 
chiefly  busied  in  giving  him  directions  (as  agreed 
on  with  Mr.  Davis)  for  the  future  management 
of  his  constitution,  which  done,  I  took  my  leave. 
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when,  just  as  I  was  closing  the  door,  he  called 
me  back,  and  said,  **  I  may  depend  then  on 
seeing  you  to-morrow,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice— that 
is,  if  I  happen  to  survive  the  night  ?  Perhaps 
also,  you  will  stop  and  dine  with  me.  Caustic 
will  be  here.  He^s  an  old  Indian  chum  of  mine ; 
a  little  bit  of  a  croaker ;  but  we  have  all  of  us 
our  weak  side." 

I  replied  in  the  affirmative,  on  which  he  half 
rose  to  wish  me  good  morning,  at  the  same  time 
requesting  me  to  shut  all  the  doors  after  me. 

Next  day,  at  the  appointed  hour,  I  made  my 
appearance  at  the  Lodge,  where  I  found  the  Cap- 
tain already  arrived,  lounging  up  and  down  the 
gravel  walk  with  the  Nabob.  It  was  curious  to 
mark  the  contrast  of  character  that  these  two 
originals  presented.  Though  both  were  hypo- 
cbondriacal,  yet  both  showed  it  in  a  different 
way.  The  Nabob's  grievances  were  of  a  plaintive, 
subdued  caste;  the  Captain's  took  an  irasci- 
Ue,  dominemng  turn.  The  one  was  disoon- 
tested  from  fanckd  iU-health  ;  the  other  from 
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sOKieoed  f^jncr*,  vliidi  coofined  him,  sorely 
aczisst  his  iadinaDoo,  to  the  inglonous  solitade 
c£  a  Welch  rilljge. 

^A  fiae  daj,  gentlemen,*  said  I,  advanc- 
ZLg  tovards  them. 

-^  Humph  !**  replied  Caustic,  ^*  wdl  enough 
for  Waks.-* 

"^  Too  must  find  this  snatch  of  sunshine  verj 

agreeable,  Mr.  Rupee.*^ 

^  Sunshine  l"^  retorted  the  Captain,  pointing 
tovards  the  Western  mountains,  above  which 
the  orb  vas  stooping,  ^do  you  call  that  thing  a 
sun  ?  Why,  Sir,  it  has  not  strength  enough  to 
blister  a  gooseberry  bush.  God,  how  cold  it 
is !"  and  he  made  off  with  all  speed  into  the 
dining-room,  just  as  Roger  came  up  to  summon 
us  to  table. 

1  forbear  to  describe  the  particulars  of  the 
dinner.  Su£Boe  to  say,  that,  notwithstanding 
my  remonstrances,  Mr.  Rupee  insisted  on  fix- 
ing me  with  my  back  to  the  fire ;  and,  what 
was  still  worse,  directed  my  particular  attention 
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to  a  dish  of  curry ;  and  when,  rather  too 
cavalierly  perhaps,  I  declared  my  indifference 
to  it,  ^<  Wliat,  no  curry  ?"*'  said  he,  in  a  tone  of 
astonishment.  —  **  No  curry  ?''  chorused  the 
Captain ;  and  instantly  I  fancied  I  saw  a  look 
of  contemptuous  commiseration  exchanged  be- 
tween them. 

When  the  dinner  was  at  an  end,  the  Nabob 
began  to  catechise  me  on  the  subject  of  the  vale 
of  Towy,  whose  salubrity,  he  said,  had  been 
warmly  insisted  on  by  both  his  medical  men  ; 
on  which.  Caustic  observed : — 

*'  Employ  two  medical  men  !  I  wonder 
you^re  alive  to  tell  the  tale!  But  you  will 
not  persuade  me  that  you  settled  here  solely  for 
yourhealth^s  sake."^ 

*'  Not  altogether.  My  chief  inducement  was 
the  circumstance  of  my  having  been  bom  in  the 
valley.  Ah !  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  when  five-and- 
forty  years  ago  I  scaled  the  summit  of  those  hills 
behind  us,  I  little  thought  the  time  would  ever 
arrive,  when  I  should  be  compelled  to  creep  like 
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a  snail  about  their  base.  I  never  feared  an  East 
wind  then.  But  the  climate's  nothing  like 
what  it  used  to  be.  The  very  people  are 
changed — and  for  the  worse,  too;  so  that,  not- 
withstanding my  inclinations,  Fm  afraid  I  must 
hurrv  back  to  Cheltenham.'"' 

'*  Cheltenham  I***  said  I,  not  a  little  alarmed 
at  the  idea  of  losing  such  a  promising  patient, 
otherwise  than  in  a  professional  fashion,  *'  my 
dear,  dear  Sir,  you  must  be  mad  to  dream  of 
such  a  thing.''' 

''Why  so?" 

*'  Why,  Sir,^  I  replied,  a  bright  idea  sug- 
gesting itself  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  "  a 
medical  friend  of  mine  writes  me  word  that  the 
Influenza  is  ramncj  there  to  a  most  alarmincjex- 
tent,  and  ])roves  particularly  fatal  to  those 
wliose  constitutions  have  been  debilitated  by  a 
residence  in  the  East.  Out  of  ten  Indian  pa- 
tients, he  assures  me,  lie  has  had  the  misfortune 
to  lose  not  less  than  seyen.*** 

''  Bless  me,  how  fortunate  that  I  have  been 
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tsld  of  tbis  in  time !  The  iDBueDza!  Of  all 
disorders,  the  one  of  which  I  have  the  greatest 
horror.     I  remember " 

*'  Pub  the  bottk,  Rupee,^'  said  the  Captain, 
impatioitly,  ''this  wine  is  of  the  right  sort.  Do 
you  recollect  Major  Tipple  ?  The  last  time  I 
tasted  Madeira  like  this,  was  at  his  quarters  at 
Calcutta,  the  night  he  played  Romeo  so  ad«- 
mirably  at  our  private  theatricals.*^ 

**  Ah,  poor  Tipple  !  I  recollect  him  wdl.  He 
was  a  good-natured  fellow,  no  one's  enemy  but 
his  own.'' 

**  Yes ;  and  what  a  devil  amon^  the  women ! 
But,  I  say,  Rupee,  if  I  mistake  not,  youVe  in- 
dulged a  little  in  that  line  yourself.  But  you 
were  always  a  sly  dog,  close  as  wax,  no  getting 
any  thing  out  of  you.^ 

<*He!  he!^  faintly  simpered  the  Nabob, 
**  you  are  so  facetious.  Captain— such  a  wag. 
He !  he  f  he !  But  I  have  done  with  all  those 
follies  now.**^ 

I  have  generally  remarked,  that  men  who 
have  spent  the  best  part  of  their  lives  in  the 
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East,  have  but  three  leading  topics  of  oonver- 
satioD — ^wine,  women, and  the  jungle  fever.  Now 
these^  together  with  a  few  supplemental  ones, 
such  as  tiger-hunts,  private  theatricals,  &c.,  hav- 
ing been  fully  discussed,  I  imagined  that  I  might 
possibly  slide  in  a  word — ^for  hitherto  I  had  been 
little  better  than  a  listener — so  inquired  of  Mr. 
Rupee,  whether  he  had  read  the  Observer  of  the 
preceding  week,  containing  full  particulars  of 
his  Majesty^s  landing  and  reception  in  Ireland, 
and  the  presentation  of  Mr.O'^Cromwell  at  court. 
The  devil's  in  it,  thought  I,  if  the  illustrious 
Agitator  can  remind  either  the  one  or  the  other, 
of  any  old  Indian  crony,  for  he  is  a  pheno> 
menon  restricted  to  the  Emerald  isle.  But  I 
reckoned  without  my  host.  The  name  0*Crom- 
well,  reminded  Captain  Caustic  of  an  Ensign 
O'Cromwell,  who  was  shot  in  a  dud  on  the 
ramparts  at  Sincapore ;  and  this  again  brought 
on  an  inquiry  from  Mr.  Rupee,  as  to  whether 
that  was  the  same  0'*Cromwell,  who  had  dis- 
tinguished himself  so  highly  at  Seringapa- 
tam. 
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From  the  moment  that  the  ominous  word 

Seringapatam^  escaped  the  Nabob,  I  foresaw 
that  Caustic,  like  my  unde  Toby  at  Dender- 
mond,  would  indulge  me  with  the  full  particulars 
of  the  siege,  so,  in  order  to  extricate  myself  from 
the  infliction,  I  said  (such  assurance  will  despera^ 
lion  lend  even  the  most  modest  of  men  !),  ^^  I 
am  going  to  make  a  very  bold  request,  Mr. 
Rupee,  but  will  you  favour  us  with  that  charming 
Welsh  air,  ^  Ayr-hyd-yr-nos  ?^  If  I  mistake  not, 
it  is  admirably  adapted  to  your  style  of  voice/** 

The  Captain  laughed  outright  at  this  propo- 
sition. "  What,  Rupee  sing  ?''  said  he,  "  why 
you  might  as  well  ask  an  old  crow  to  chaunt ! 
Only  look  at  him.  Has  he  got  a  singing  face  ?^ 

**  Caustic  is  so  odd,^  observed  the  Nabob, 
gently  deprecating  his  sarcasm  ;  ^*  but  he  speaks 
the  truth.  I  never  did  sing  in  all  my  life.  How 
should  I  ?  Where  am  I  to  find  the  wind,  when, 
as  Thickskull  says>  my  lungs  are  affected  ?^ 

Mr.  Rupee  was  proceeding  to  enlarge  on  this 
fiftvourite  theme,  and  I  was  giving  him  pur- 
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posdj  mj  midiTided  attcntian,  when  Gansdc, 
who  bj  this  time  perceiTed  my  drift,  and  seaned 
to  take  a  malicioiis  pleasure  in  thwarting  me, 
tamed  back  the  ooDTersation  into  the  <dd  dian* 
nel,  by  saving,  ^'  You  mentjaoed  Seringapatam, 
just  now,  Fitzmaurice.  It  was  there  that  I 
smelt  gunpowder  for  the  first  time.'" 

**  And  a  Tillainous  smell  it  is ;  I  am  sur- 
prised you  can  like  to  talk  of  it.^ 

<<  I  remember  the  year  of  the  si^e,^  said  the 
Nabob,  ^'  as  well  as  if  it  were  yesterday.  I 
was  at  Hyderabad  at  the  time,  laid  up  with  my 
first  attack  of "* 

^^  Pooh,  pooh  !^  interrupted  the  Captain, 
^^  what  was  your  attack  compared  to  mine?^' 
then  smiling  grimly  at  this  bright  pun,  he  com- 
menced his  details  of  the  siege  as  follows  :— 

'^  Do  you  see  this  plate  of  biscuits,  Fitz- 
maurice ?" 

*'  I  see  the  plate,  but  weVe  dispatched  the 
biscuits."" 

**  No  matter,  imagine  that  this  plate  forms 
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the  main  body  of  the  fortress  of  Seringapatam, 
and  that  these  nut-crackers  (placing  a  pair  on 
each  side  the  plate),  are  the  two  wings,  or  bas- 
tions to  the  north  and  south.  You  comprehend 
so  much,  I  presume  ?^' 

^*  Nothing  can  be  clearer,^  was  tny  reply ; 
on  which  the  captain,  dipping  the  edges  of  a 
doyley  in  a  finger-glass,  and  describing  a  circle 
which  took  in  both  plate  and  nut-crackers,  pro- 
ceeded to  say,  **  You  must  next  suppose.  Sir, 
that  this  is  the  outermost  line  of  ramparts,  in 
which  the  British  columns,  headed  by  Colonels 
Sherbroke  and  St  John,  have  just  effected  a 
breach.     Now,  then ^ 

At  this  instant  the  door  opened,  and  to  my 
inexpressible  relief,  old  Roger  thrust  his  head 
into  the  room,  with  the  tidings  that  a  special 
messenger  had  just  arrived  from  Talleen  from 
Mr.  Evans,  who  was  anxious  to  see  Mr.  Fitz- 
maurioe,  as  early  as  he  could  make  it  convenient. 

**  Why,  you^re  not  going  to  leave  us  P'*  in- 
quired Caustic 
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*^  Fm  aonj  to  be  oompdled  to  quit  yoa,  just 
at  the  moment  when  I  was  begioniiig  to  get  so 
intefested  in  your  story ;  but  business  must  be 
minded,  you  know."" 

**  Pooh,  Pooh  !  whereas  the  hurry  ?  Evans 
won'^t  die  just  yet,  and  if  he  does,  no  great  odds. 
It'^s  only  one  attorney  the  less.^ 

But  I  persisted  in  my  intentions,  on  which 
Mr.  Rupee,  making  a  faint  effort  to  rise  from 
his  seat,  said,  *'  Excuse  my  accompanying  you 
to  the  door,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  but  ifs  not  safe 
to  venture  into  the  air  on  a  night  like  this. 
But  won'^t  you  take  some  nice,  warm  barley- 
water  before  you  go  ?  My  cook  makes  ex- 
cellent barley-water.  Just  allow  me  now  to  or- 
der a  basin  for  you,  with  a  small  tea-spoonfiil  of 
brandy  in  it." 

With  many  thanks  I  declined  the  horrid  pn>- 
position,  and  made  a  precipitate  retreat  home, 
where  I  found  Mr.  Davis  oozily  seated  in  the 
parlour,  over  a  jug  of  cwrw, 

"  Well,  Fitz,  what  news .?''  said  he,    "  how 
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have  you  managed  matters  with  the  old  croa- 
ker ?     Failed  of  course.'^' 

When  I  told  him  that  so  far  from  failing,  I 
had  succeeded  in  inspiring  Mr.  Rupee  with  a 
full  and  lively  faith  in  my  medical  abilities,  he 
uplifted  his  hands  and  eyes  in  astonishment. 
**  Well,  this  is  really  miraculous  !  To  con- 
vince a  man  so  hard  of  belief  as  the  Nabob, 
that  you  actually  understand  his  case !  Asto- 
nishing t  I  could  not  do  so.  How  did  you  go 
about  it  ?  What  did  you  say  ?'"  Then  with  a 
low,  chuckling  laugh,  like  the  quack  of  a  young 
duck,  "  upon  my  word,  Fitz,  you  are  without 
exception,  the  .most  impudent  dog  I  ever  set 
eyes  on  !  I  thought  I  was  not  deficient  my- 
self — ^but,  Lord !  I  am  a  child  compared  to 
you." 

I  did  not  contest  the  point,  for  I  felt  that  to 
attempt  to  imbue  a  man  like  Mr.  Davis  with 
right  notions  of  character,  was  as  absurd  as  to 
carry  coals  to  Newcastle,  so  left  him  to  his  ale, 
and  retired  to  bed. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

A  BOTAL  PBOGRESS;  OR  3fUCH  ADO  ABOUT 

XOTHIXG. 

It  was  now  August,  a  mooth  destined  to  be 
erer  memorable  in  the  annals  of  Llandwanys, 
when  the  broad  light  of  royalty  shone  full  on 
the  bewildered  vale  of  Towy.  His  Majesty 
George  the  Fourth,  hsTing  on  his  return  from 
Ireland  encountered  some  refractory  weather  in 
the  Channel,  was  compelled,  contrary  to  his 
original  intention,  to  land  at  Milford  Haven, 
and  so  return  home  by  way  of  South  Wales. 

This  intelligence  created  an  extraordinary— -I 
might  say,  even  an  unparalleled — sensation 
throughout  the  valley,  scarce  an  inhabitant  of 
which  had  ever  seen  a  king,  except  on  a  sign- 
post ;  and  more  especially  did  it  keep  our  gos- 
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dping  little  town  on  the  qui  vive^  as  Dwanys 
castle,  where  his  Majesty  made  his  first  halt, 
was  but  a  few  miles  distant. 

It  being,  therefore,  taken  for  granted  by  our 
Club,  that  the  king  would  not  omit  the  oppor- 
tunity on  his  progress  through  the  town,  of 
baiting  to  receive  the  congratulations  of  his 
faithful  subjects,  and,  peradventure — such  was 
the  absurd  extravagance  of  the  hour  !— of  taking 
a  hasty  collation  with  them  at  the  Red  Lion ; 
a  special  meeting  was  summoned,  at  which  it 
was  resolved  that  arrangements  should  be  made 
for  escorting  his  Majesty  through  the  town ; 
that  a  repast,  under  the  surveillance  of  the 
parson,  who  was  <<  Sir  Oracle^^  on  all  culinary 
matters,  should  be  prepared  in  the  very  best 
room  of  the  Red  Lion ;  and  that  a  loyal  Address 
should  be  drawn  up,  to  be  read  by  the  auctioneer, 
who  knew  better  than  any  one  else  in  the  dis- 
trict, how  such  forms  were  managed  in  London. 

These  resolutions,  however,  were  not  carried 
without  a  strenuous  opposition  from  Captain 
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Caustic,  who  being  more  a  man  of  the  world  than 
all  the  rest  put  together,  kept  ^^  pooh,  poohing^ 
away  at  every  fresh  suggestion,  till  finding  him- 
self left  in  a  minority,  he  damned  the  committee 
for  ^'  a  pack  of  fools,^  and  washed  his  hands  of 
the  concern. 

The  landlord,  landlady,  and  indeed  all  the 
household  of  the  Red  Lion,  were  in  ecstasies  at 
the  anticipations  of  the  honour  assigned  them. 
To  receive  a  king — a  real  king — ^beneath  their 
humble  roof !  Was  ever  roof  so  honoured ! 
In  the  phrenzy  of  their  loyalty,  these  simple- 
minded  publicans  sent  for  an  artist,  who  usually 
oflBciated  as  house-painter  in  the  neighbourhood, 
and  commissioned  him  to  prepare  forthwith  a 
**  Royal  George, '"*  in  lieu  of  the  old  established 
sign — a  task  which,  considering  the  time  al- 
lowed, was  executed  with  surprising  ability. 

When  this  chef-^cmvre  was  hoisted,  all 
Llandwarrys  rang  with  acclamations,  solely  to 
the  annoyance  of  the  landlady  of  the  Castle, 
who  kept  watching  the  progress  of  the  work- 
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men  behind  the  blinds  of  her  parlour-windows, 
observing  between  whiles — ^it  was  a  shame  and  a 
gcandal  on  folks  of  station  and  respectability, 
that  a  paltry  Welch  innkeeper  should  have  the 
honour  of  receiving  his  Majesty,  when  she,  who 
had  Hved  for  upwards  of  six  years  at  the  first 
hotel  in  Bath,  was  thrust  aside,  like  an  old 
gown,  just  as  if  she  were  nobody.  But,  thank 
Ood,  she  had  no  silly  pride  or  envy  about  her — 
not  she! — she  could  make  both  ends  meet  at 
the  end  of  the  year,  which  was  more  than  some 
folks  could,  much  as  they  might  think  of 
themselves. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  motives  of 
curiosity  led  me  into  the  Red  Lion,  where  I 
found  its  mistress,  who,  up  to  this  time  had 
been  all  sunshine,  in  pretty  nearly  as  irritable  a 
mood  as  her  rival.  Her  husband  who  had 
been  dispatched  in  the  fore-part  of  the  day  on 
some  important  mission  to  Llandilo  market, 
had  stopped  to  drink  his  Majesty'*s  health  at  so 
many  public-houses,  that  he   had  wholly  lost 
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sight  of  the  object  of  his  journey,  and  had  but 
just  returned  home,  as  drunk  as  any  loyal  Briton 
could  reasonably  desire  to  be. 

On  entering  the  parlour,  I  found  this  poor 
"  publican  and  sinner,'''*  pinned  up  in  a  corner, 
the  very  picture  of  helpless  resignation,  wliile 
his  enraged  wife  stood  before  him  with  her 
doubled  fists  thrust  close  into  his  face,  by  way 
of  giving  point  to  her  philippic.  "  Oh  !  you 
good-for-nothing  brute,  is  this  the  return  you 
make  for  all  my  kindness  to  you  ?  What  do 
you  think  his  Majesty  would  say,  if  he  were  to 
see  you  in  such  a  pickle?  A  precious  example 
you're  setting  to  all  tlie  servants  !  There^s 
David,  wlio's  been  gone  ever  since  two  o'clock 
to  Llandovery  ;  I'll  lav  my  life,  he"*!!  come 
back,  just  as  drunk  as  yourself.  And  who'^s  to 
blame  if  he  does?  Now  don't  attempt  to 
answer  me — for  the  good  man  was  beginning  to 
expostulate — or  Til  knock  that  fool's  head  off' 
your  shoulders.'*' 

In  this  energetic  style,  despite  all  my  efforts 
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to  restore  harmony,  the  angry  dame  ran  on  for 
the  best  part  of  half  an  hour,  till  the  opportune 
return  of  David,  unexpectedly  sober,  and  bend- 
ing under  the  weight  of  a  well-laden  fish-basket ; 
the  dropping-in  of  a  more  than  ordinary  n  am- 
ber of  guests ;  and,  above  all,  the  promise  of 
her  contrite  spouse  to  go  to  bed  and  *'  sin  no 
more,^  restored  her  to  good  humour. 

Early  on  the  foUowing  day,  crowds  of  far- 
mers, &c,  all  bedizened  in  their  holiday  suits, 
came  pouring  into  the  town  on  their  road  to 
the  spot  where  the  procession  was  appointed  to 
meet  his  Majesty.  Smiles  beamed  on  every 
face,  expectation  lit  up  every  eye ;  and  the  day 
being  dear,  dry,  and  sunny — that  is  to  say,  the 
showers  collected  by  the  neighbouring  moun- 
tains not  pouring  down  oftener  than  twice  or 
thrice  an  hour — the  whole  scene  was  one  of  the 
most  animated  it  is  possible  to  conceive. 

Even  my  wife  partook  of  the  general  cheer- 
fulness. <<  Well,  Fitz,"  said  she,  in  the  bkn- 
dest  of  tones,  as  she  entered  the  parlour  after 
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breakfast,  fully  equipped  for  walking,    "  are 
you  ready  ?"' 

*'  Yes,  but  whereas  Mr.  Davis  ?''' 

*'  Oh,  he's  gone  to  the  Red  Lion  to  assist 
the  parson  in  preparing  the  collation/"* 

''  Collation  indeed  V  said  I,  bursting  into  a 
laugh,  for  the  whole  business  struck  me  in  the 
same  ridiculous  light  as  Captain  Caustic ;  ''how- 
ever, come  along,  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice,  there^s  no 
time  to  be  lost,  since  vouVe  bent  on  seeing  the 
sight  r**  and  drawing  her  arm  through  mine,  we 
set  out  for  the  place  of  rendezvous,  which  was 
a  broad,  open  patch  of  Common  jutting  on  the 
Llandilo  road,  and  about  two  miles  distant  from 
Llandwarrys. 

During  the  first  part  of  the  walk,  our  chit- 
chat was  remarkable  for  its  social  tone,  but 
unluckily,  when  about  half  way,  we  were  met 
by  a  ragged  Irish  beggar-woman,  young  and 
somewhat  pretty,  with  an  infant  in  her  arms, 
who  stopped  to  implore  charity  for  herself  and 
child. 
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The  sight  of  this  poor,  forlorn  creature  pre- 
sented such  a  contrast  to  the  cheerful  scene 
about  me,  that  instinctively  I  thrust  my  hand 
into  my  pockets,  which  my  wife  perceiving, 
looked  at  the  petitioner  with  supreme  contempt, 
and  was  hurrying  me  on,  when  I  threw  her  a 
half-crown,  accompanying  the  donation  with  a 
smile.  This  so  incensed  the  astringent  virtue 
of  my  wife,  that  in  an  instant  she  became  herself 
again,  and  tossing  her  head  back,  said — **  Well 
Fm  sure,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  this  is  pretty  con- 
duct to  observe  in  my  presence  !*" 

ft 

"  Conduct, my  dear!  I  don't  understand  you.^^ 

^'  DonH  dear  me,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice ;  I  want 
none  of  your  dears,  Sir.  What  business  have 
you  to  be  giggling  at  every  trolloping  hussy 
you  meet  on  the  road  ?  I  would  not  have  be- 
lieved such  a  thing  possible,  if  I  had  not  seen  it 
with  my  own  eyes.^ 

**  I  was  merely  giving  the  poor  woman  a 
trifle  from  charity.*" 

**'  Charity !      Don*t  think  to  persuade  me 
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you  would  throw  away  half-a-crown  for  charity. 
In  these  times  men  do  not  give  half-crowns  to 
young  women  for  nothing.  Half-a-crown  would 
have  bought  me  a  new  set  of  ribbons  to  my 
bonnet.  But  it's  no  use  talking ;  I  vow  and 
protest  Fm  quite  sick  of  it." 

*'  And  so  am  I.'** 

In  a  few  minutes  my  wife'^s  spleen  picked  up 
fresh  fuel  for  conflagration. — "  Good  heavens. 
Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  how  fast  you  walk  !  Pray 
do  move  a  little  slower ;  I'm  tired  to  death 
already.  There — there  you  are  off  again  !  Well, 
I  declare  I  never " 

"  Docs  this  suit  you  ?'"'*  I  replied,  altering 
my  pace  to  a  deliberate  lounge. 

'•  How  uncommon  aggravating  you  are,  Mr. 
Fitzmaurice ;  pray,  when  do  you  think  we  shall 
get  to  our  journey's  end,  if  we  keep  on  at  this 
snail's  pace  ?  I  declare  that  Irish  trollop  has 
quite  turned  your  head." 

''  Just  turn  yours,  my  dear,  and  you  will 
find  a  black  cloud  behind  us  that— ^"^ 
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Before  I  could  complete  the  sentence,  one  of 

thofie  showers  which  are  so  i^t  to  surprise  the 

pedestrian  in  mountainous  districts,  compeUed 

us  to  run  a  few  yards  back  to  some  umbrageous 

hedge-row    elms    which    overhung    the    road. 

Here,  while  adjusting  her  bonnet,  and  nestling 

close  up  under  the  trees  on  tiptoe,  my  wife,  in 

order  to  make  the  most  of  her  time,  again 

burst  out  withr*^^  I  told  you  we  should  want 

the  umbrella,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  but  no,  you 

would  be  so  positive,  and  now  you  see  the  con* 

sequences.    I  shall  catch  my  death  of  cold,  I'm 

sure  I  shall.    Aye,  you  may  laugh  as  much 

as  you  please,  but  if  I  were  you,   I   should 

have  too  much  decency  to  make  a  jest  of  such 

things.    But  you  haven^t  a  spark  of  feeling  ;'* 

and  in  this  way  she  ran  on,  while  I  stood,  with 

all  the  sullen  fortitude  of  an  Indian  at  the 

stake,  beside  her. 

At  length  the  sky  having  cleared  up,  we 
were  enabled  to  resume  our  walk,  and  soon 
reached  the  appointed  spot,  where  we  found 
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almost  the  entire  population  of  Llandwarrys 
drawn  up  on  either  side  the  Llandilo  road.  The 
Captain,  who  had  preceded  us  but  by  a  few 
minutes,  was  the  first  to  welcome  our  ap- 
proach. 

*<  Happj  to  see  you,  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice;  you 
look  quite  charmingly  to  day.^ 

"  Ah !  Captain  Caustic,''  replied  my  wife 
with  a  gracious  simper,  ^'  you  military  gentle- 
men are  so  full  of  compliment;  one  never 
knows  when  you're  speaking  the  trath.^ 

*'  Except  when  we  run  down  one  lady  in 
presence  of  another.  By  the  bye,  Fitz,  how 
did  you  leave  Rupee?  Croaking,  I  suppose, 
as  usual.  And  Mr.  Davis,  too?  How  comes 
it  that  he  is  absent  ?  But  I  suppose  he  thinks 
that  one  fool  more  or  less  is  of  no  consequence, 
where  there  are  so  many  of  us." 

My  wife  was  just  in  the  act  of  replying, 
when  a  loud  shout  of  ^*  the  King  !  the  King  1*^ 
rose  among  the  crowd,  and  presently  two  limbs 
of  the  law,  followed  by  a  squadron  of  Lord 
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Dwarrys*  yeomanry,  came  galloping  along  the 
Toadf  announcing  the  near  approach  of  the 
royal  cortege. 

Just  previously  to  this  we  had  been  standing 
apart  from  the  throng,  but  on  seeing  these 
aoani  couriers,  we  rushed  to  take  our  places 
among  the  foremost  group,  in  which,  by  dint  of 
squeezing  and  elbowing,  we  succeeded  ;  where 
we  found  the  attorney,  the  auctioneer,  and  one 
or  two  others  of  the  Deputation  drawn  up  in 
formal  line. 

**  The  awkward  squad  at  drill  [^  whispered 
the  Captain  to  me ;  then  turning  to  the  auc- 
tioneer— ^'*  Well,''  said  he,  **what  have  you 
done  with  your  Address  ?"' 

*<  The  Address  is  given  up,*'  replied  the  auc- 
tioneer sulkily. 

'*  WeVe  nonsuited,^  added  the  attorney ;  "  a 
messenger  whom  we  dispatched  for  advice  to 
Dwarrys  castle,  informed  us  that  his  Lordship 
considered  the  project  too  absurd  to  be  thought^ 
of  for  an  instant."" 

VOL.    II.  B 
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"As  regards  myself  personally,'^  rejoined 
the  auctioneer,  "  it's  a  matter  of  perfect  in- 
difference whether  the  Address  is  spoken  or  not. 
But  as  respects  his  Majesty,  I  must  confess  I 
do  still  think,  notwithstanding  Lord  Dwarrys^ 
opinion,  that  he  would  have  been  pleased- with 
it ;  especially  as  I  had  taken  a  hint  or  two  from 
the  celebrated  one  that  was  presented  to  him  as 
Prince  Regent,  when  he  dined  with  the  Allied 
Sovereigns  at  Guildhall,  the  same  year  that  I 
was  in  London.  However,  it^s  given  up,  so 
there's  an  end  of  the  matter.'*'* 

*'  Hark  !'*  exclaimed  the  Captain  abruptly, 
^'  is  that  the  trampling  of  horse  I  liear  ?  By 
Jove  it  is  V*  and  as  he  said  so,  the  royal  caval- 
cade came  sweeping  round  an  angle  of  the  road 
a  few  hundred  yards  beyond  us.  At  this  mo- 
ment the  utmost  confusion  reigned  among  the 
crowd,  which  kept  heaving  like  the  waters  of  an 
agitated  sea ;  when  the  auctioneer  with  a  sten- 
torian voice  cried  out — "  Hats  ofl*!'"  and  pre- 
sently the  whole  mighty  mass  stood  uncovered, 
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at  the  same  time  cheering  and  huzzaing  till 
they  made  the  welkin  ring  again. 

His  Majesty,  beside  whom  sate  a  fat  Peer 
with  a  leek  at  his  button«-hole,  was  by  this  time 
right  opposite  us ;  and  as  he  cast  a  glance  at 
our  group,  in  the  centre  of  which  stood  the 
Captain,  upright  as  a  ram-rod,  with  the  back 
of  his  hand  to  his  hat :  he  turned  with  a  smile 
to  the  nobleman  at  his  elbow.  The  smile  I  sus- 
pect  was  called  forth  by  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice,  who 
had  dropped  so  profound  a  curtesy,  that  it  ac- 
tually brought  her  head  to  within  three  feet  of 
the  ground  1 

No  sooner  had  the  cavalcade  swept  past  us, 
than  away  rushed  the  crowd  after  it,  in  the  full 
conviction  that  it  would  make  a  halt  at  the 
Red  Lion.  But,  alas !  they  were  doomed  to 
disappointment,  for,  on  reaching  that  ambitious 
aubfirgef  his  Majesty  evinced  not  the  slighest 
desire  to  partake  of  the  good  cheer  provided  by 
the  Llandwarrys  dub.  This  so  astounded  the 
curate,  who  had  been  all  the  morning  absorbed 

E  2 
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in  culinary  preparations,  and  who  now  stood  at 
the  door  ready  to  receive  his  Majesty,  that  in 
the  impulse  of  the  moment,  heedless  of  all 
etiquette,  he  rushed  after  the  royal  carriage, 
with,  "  May  it  please  your  Majesty,  the  roast 
beef  and — Oh  Lord  !" — all  further  expression 
of  surprise  and  chagrin  being  cut  short  by  the 
disappearance  of  the  cavalcade,  which  shot  up 
the  main  street  like  lightning. 

The  rest  of  the  day  passed  off,  as  was  to  have 
been  expected,  midst  general  gloom  and  dejec- 
tion. As  a  sample  of  the  sort  of  feeling  that 
pervaded  the  village,  I  subjoin  a  conversation 
that  took  place  between  two  labouring  men,  and 
whicli  I  chanced  to  overhear : — 

"  Well,  David,  did  you  see  the  King?" 

••'  Yes,  sure."" 

**  And  what  was  he  like  ?'*'' 

*•'  Like !''  replied  the  other,  with  evident  dis- 
appointment, "  why,  just  like  any  other  man. 
I  saw  nothing  in  him.  Squire  Gryffyths  was 
dressed  twice  as  fine.*" 
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But  by  far  the  most  chop-fallen  individual  in 
all  Llandwarrys,  was  the  landlady  of  the  Red 
Lion,  whose  malicious  rival,  for  at  least  a  fort- 
night after,  made  i^  point  of  daily  sending  to  in- 
quire, at  what  hour  his  Majesty  might  be  ex- 
pected back  at  the  Red  Lion,  greatly  to  the 
delight  of  the  attorney,  who  carefully  fostered 
the  quarrel,  in  the  hope  that,  by  good  nursing, 
it  might  be  made  to  fructify  into  a  lusty 
law-suit. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIIL 

A  RECIPE  FOR  THE  BLUES 

Neither  the  club  at  the  Red  Lion,  nor  its 
landlord  and  landlady  were  the  only  folks  in  the 
valley,  who  had  reason  to  remember  his  Jla- 
jesty'*s  visit  with  regret.  To  higher  and  more 
influential  individuals  it  was  the  source  of  equal 
annoyance.  A  Mr.  Gryffyths,  of  Gryffyths.  a 
Welch  squire  of  ancient  descent,  who  resided 
within  a  mile  or  so  of  the  Nabob,  in  his  zeal  to 
commemorate  the  great  event,  had  exercised  his* 
hospitality  on  so  extensive  a  scale,  and  set  such 
a  loyal  example  of  conviviality,  that  before  the 
week*'s  end  the  rheumatic  gout  had  chained  him 
fast  down  by  both  legs  to  his  arm-chair. 

In   this  predicament,    the   good    Squire  be- 
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thought  himself  of  his  usual  medical  adviser, 
Mr.  Davis ;  but»  as  my  brother  happened  to  be 
firom  home  when  the  summons  for  his  imme- 
diate attendance  at  Oryifyths  arrived,  I  caught 
at  such  a  favourable  opportunity  of  making 
myself  known  to  the  ilite  of  the  district,  and 
volunteered  to  go  in  his  stead. 

As  my  road  lay  by  Rupee  Lodge,  I  called 
in  just  to  pay  a  passing  visit  to  the  Nabob, 
whom  I  found  airing  a  damp  newspaper  by 
a  fire  that  might  have  roasted  an  ox. 

As  usual,  he  was  in  great  affliction.  '^  I  have 
been  reading  Buchan's  Domestic  Medicine,*" 
he  began,  **  since  I  last  saw  you ;  and, 
strange  to  say,  there  is  scarcely  a  single 
disorder  mentioned  in  it  that  I  have  not  got 
some  s}*mptoms  of.  Very  hard,  but  nothing 
seems  to  do  me  good.  ThickskuU  was  here 
yesterday,  and  advised  me  to  try  the  blue  pill. 
He  begins  now  to  think  that  the  seat  of  my 
complaint  is  the  liver,  and  that  the  affection  at 
the   chest    is    merely  a    secondary  symptom. 
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Wdlj  wdl,  be  this  as  it  maj,  I  can  assure  you, 
Mr.  Fitxnumrioe,  IVe  long  moe  shaken  hands 
with  the  world,  and  shall  be  far  from  sorry  to 
bid  it  good  night.  I  made  the  very  same  re* 
mark  to  Caustic,  when  he  was  pestering  me 
about  making  a  wiU.  It*s  Tery  odd,  how  per- 
sev^^RDg  that  man  is !  Because  I  once  acci> 
deatallj  let  dit^  some  intention  of  the  sort,  he 
hjE>  never  let  me  have  a  moment^s  peace  since. 
I  wooder  he  cm  like  to  talk  on  such  a  sub- 
ject.    But  he  is  a  sad  croaker.     And  such 

The  o!d  h jpochoodriac  was  running  on  in  this 
i.ii>nttl  £i5h!oa»  when  his  attention,  most  oppor- 
tur^elv  for  me^,  was  called  off  by  the  yelping  of  his 
ik>r  Venu^  the  only  creature  on  eaftth  in  whom 
he  ever  seemed  to  take  the  slightest  interest. 
On  hastening  to  the  door  to  see  who,  or  what  it 
was  that  was  thus  wounding  the  sensibilities  of 
hi$  pet«  he  discovoied  that  the  offender  was  no 
loss  a  personage  than  Roger — his  '*  treasure,"" 
KtHiT^r  f — who  having  forced  the  cur  up  into  a 
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corner  in  the  passage,  was  belabouring  it  with 
a  bamboo  cane,  fmd  cursing  it  between  whiles, 
with  an  energy  that  might  have  created  a  sen- 
sation at  Portsmouth  Point. 

The  Nabob  seemed  quite  thunderstruck  at 
this  unaccountable  beliaviour  of  his  'Ureasure.'^ 
*^  I  am  astonished,  Roger,*"  he  said,  '^  at  your 
conduct !  What  do  you  mean  by  your  cruelty 
to  that  harmless  animal  ?^' 

^^  What  do  I  mean,*'  replied  the  fellow,  who 
dumced  to  be  in  one  of  those  surly  humours 
with  which  men  with  only  half  a  liver  are  apt  to 
be  visited,  '^  why,  I  mean  to  thrash  her ;  that's 
what  I  mean.  She^s  almost  bit  my  thumb  off, 
the  b  h  f**  and  forgetting  in  the  rage  of  the 
moment  his  usual  respect  for  his  master,  he 
aimed  another  blow  at  the  animal,  which,  in- 
stead  of  reaching  her,  took  an  oblique  direction, 
and  lighted  upon  Mr.  Rupee's  snin-bone. 

The  unexpected  impudence  of  this  reply,  and 
still  more  the  assault  by  which  it  was  accompa- 
nied, set  the  Nabob  trembling  from  head  to 

E  3 
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foot.  I  never  saw  him  in  such  a  state  of  excite- 
ment. He  turned  white — ^he  turned  red— he 
turned  yellow — he  absolutely  foamed  with  rage 
— and  at  length,  with  incredible  difficulty, 
while  he  kept  standing  on  one  leg,  like  a  stork, 
and  giving  sharp  jerks  with  the  other,  by  way 
of  easing  the  pain,  he  stammered  out,  '*  Quit 
my  service  instantly.  Sir.  D'ye  hear  ?  Quit 
it  this  instant.*" 

Roger,  whose  blood  was  quite  as  much  up  as 
his  raaster^s,  was  about  making  another  saucy 
answer,  which  would  infallibly  have  ended  in 
his  being  knocked  do^n  either  by  myself  or  the 
Nabob,  when  I  stopped  him  by  placing  my 
hands  on  bis  shoulders,  and  driving  him  before 
me  to  the  back-door ;  after  which,  having  seen 
him  fairly  ejected  from  the  premises,  I  returned 
into  the  parlour,  where  I  found  Mr.  Rupee 
taking  quick,  phrenzied  strides  up  and  down 
the  room,  like  a  man  who  has  just  read  his 
banker^s  name  in  the  Gazette, 

For  a  few  minutes,  indignation  was  the  one 
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predominant  feeling  in  bis  mind ;  but  when  I 
had  prevailed  on  him  to  resume  his  seat,  and 
take  a  full  glass  of  Madeira,  a  bottle  of  which 
was  lying,  together  with  his  tiffin,  on  the  table, 
he  remained  silent  for  a  time,  and  then  tossing 
off  a  second  bumper,  he  flung  himself  back  in 
his  arm-chair,  and,  to  my  inconceivable  surprise, 
burst  into  a  violent  fit  of  laughter.  <*  Upon  my 
soul,  said  he,  ^'  this  is,  without  exception,  the 
moat  ridiculous  piece  of  business  I  ever  was  en- 
gaged in.  I  could  not  have  believed  it  possible 
that  any  thing  would  have  had  power  to  rouse 
me  so.  It  has  actuaUy  made  me  feel  quite 
strong  again.'*' 

'*  And  no  wonder,^  said  I,  "depend  on  it,  there 
is  nothing  like  a  good  honest  passion  to  brace 
the  nerves,  and  set  the  blood  in  motion.  In  Ire- 
land, whenever  we  are  low  spirited,  we  make  a 
point  of  pitching  into  our  next  neighbour,  and 
it  is  astonishing  the  good  it  does  both  parties. 
Take  another  glass,  Mr.  Rupee.  Bravo !  I 
protest  you  look  quite  hearty. '** 
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"'Hearty?**^  replied  the  Nabob,  rubbing  his 
hands  with  ecstasy,  "  why,  Sir,  I'm  full  twenty 
years  younger.  HavenH  I  a  fine  colour  in  my 
face  ?  Ecod,  I  feel  strong  enough  to  do  any- 
thing. I'll  get  up  by  candle-light  to-morrow, 
and  go  fox-hunting  with  the  Squire  !  I'*ll  poke 
the  lire  out,  and  sit  without  one  !  Til  give  up 
my  barley-water,  and  take  to  brandy  !  I'll  toss 
my  physic  out  of  the  window,  and ^^"^ 

'•  I'or  God's  sake,  INIr.  Rupee,  don't  do  any 
thing  so  rash.  It  may  be  your  death.  No 
doubt  your  late  excitement  has  done  you  good, 
but  the  relapse,  Sir — that  is  what  we  have 
most  to  dread  in  a  case  of  this  sort.  If  you  will 
be  advised  by  me,  you  will  double  your  usual 
dose  to-night,  and  early  in  the  morning,  I  will 
send  up  a  few  tonics,  which,  with  one  or  two 
composing  draughts,  a  box  of  pills,  and  a  mild 
blister,  w  ill  set  you  all  to  rights.  Physic,  Mr, 
Rupee,  physic.  Sir— after  all  there  is  nothing 
like  physic  r 

At  this  moment  the  door  gently  opened,  and 
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in  walked  the  penitent  Roger,  who,  halting  a 
few  paces  off  the  table,  where  his  master  was 
seated,  was  commencing  a  most  submissive  and 
daborate  apology  for,  what  he  called,  his  '*  lit- 
tle indiscretion,***  when  the  Nabob  cut  him 
short  with  **  Go  your  ways,  Roger,  go  your 
ways,  and  think  no  more  about  it  If  you 
were  hasty,  so  was  I  ;'^  and  then,  turning  to 
me,  he  added,  *'  as  you  were  saying,  Mr.  Fitz- 
maurice,  we  must  take  care  to  guard  against  a 
reh^Mse.  But  surely  you  have  no  apprehensions 
on  this  score  ?^' 

<<  Oh,  dear,  no.  Sir.  A  little  physic,  judi- 
ciously applied,  will  prevent  any  thing  of  the 
sort,  particularly  as  youVe  just  now  in  such  a 
fine  train  for  recovery.*" 

'<  That  is,  if  I  don't  fall  back,^  replied  the 
Nabob,  whose  ecstasies  were  by  this  time  be- 
ginning to  get  a  little  moderated. 

<<  And  if  you  should,^  said  I,  with  a  waggish 
and  most  unprofessional  smile,  which,  however. 
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I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  resist,  "  you  have 
your  remedy  in  your  own  hands/** 

''And  what  is  that?'' 

"  Thrash  Roger  !"**  and  so  saying,  I  made  a 
precipitate  retreat,  and  hurried  on  to  Gryffyths. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

A  SKETCH  OF  A  WELCH  SQIJIEE  OF  THE 

OLD  SCHOOL. 

The  family  seat  of  the  Gryffyths^s  was  a 
low,  spacious  mansion,  portions  of  whose  archi* 
tecture  dated  as  far  back  as  the  reign  of 
Henry  the  Eighth,  while  others  had  been  re- 
newed within  the  last  century,  presenting  as 
many  quaint  samples  of  building  as  there  are 
patterns  in  a  tailor's  show-book.  Every  thing 
seemed  to  be  just  in  its  wrong  place ;  while  the 
whole  structure — more  especially  the  windows, 
some  of  which  were  boarded,  and  others  bricked 
up,  with  a  view  no  doubt  to  save  taxes^-was  so 
crazy  and  dilapidated,  that  nothing  short  of  a 
large  outlay  could  have  suflSced  to  put  it  into 
proper  repair ;  but  as  Mr.  Gryffyths  was  unable 
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^  Bake  this  outlaj,  he  was  fain  to  content 
hTJiMP^f  wixh  bocching  up,  ereij  now  and  then, 
those  povtioQs  which  stood  most  in  need  of  le- 


Ftocd^g  the  building  was  a  large  Liwn ;  in 
centre  of  which,  right  before  the  parlour 
TCkJow^  stood  a  sditaiy,  majestic  oak,  bound 
4>wn  bjr  Tears  and  infinnities;  its  larger 
hfanches  car^uU  v  pro{^wd  up,  and  its  trunk 
£aiced  rcwmd  with  strong  wooden  stakes,  to  pro- 
tect it  from  the  assaults  of  cattle.  Surrounding 
this  lavTu  and  whoUj  Cutting  <iut  a  view  of  the 
high-road,  was  a  thick  bdt  of  magnificent  forest 
trees,  coe  clump  of  which  farmed  a  rookery ; 
while  another  consisted  merdj  of  stumps,  the  rest 
of  the  trunk  and  branchesL  having,  from  the  same 
motires  that  had  suggested  the  blocking  up  of 
the  windows,  been  cut  down  and  sold  for  timber. 

At  the  hall-door  of  this  unique  mansion  stood 
the  housekeeper,  with  a  strip  of  brown  paper 
wrapped  round  both  wrists,  and  one  hand  held 
up  before  her  eyes,  to  shade  them  from  the  sun, 
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while  ever  and  anon  she  cast  an  inquisitive 
glance  along  the  foot- way. 

So  soon  as  she  saw  me,  ^- 1  suppose,^  she  said, 
"  you're  the  Doctor.  The  Squire*s  been  expect- 
ing you  a  long  while  since.""  At  this  instant, 
the  parlour-bell  rung  with  prodigious  violence. 
*^  Thafs  the  Squire^s  summons^^  exclaimed  the 
old  lady ;  and,  bustling  forward,  threw  open  the 
door,  and  ushered  me  into  her  master's  pr^ence, 
with  the  brief  and  blunt  introduction  of  ^^  Here's 
the  Doctor.'" 

On  bearing  this  announcement,  the  Squire 
turned  slightly  round  in  his  easy,  elbow  chair ; 
and  seeing  a  strange  face  instead  of  the  one  he 
expected  to  see,  gave  vent  to  his  surprise  by  a 
'•  whew !"  or  low  whistle,  whereupon  I  ex- 
plain^ the  reason  of  Mr.  Davis's  non-attend- 
anc,  but  was  stopped  half-way  by  ^*  No  matter ; 
one's  just  as  good  as  another — so  sit  down.  Sir, 
sit  down ;  but  stay,  there's  no  chair. — Lewis, 
place  a  seat  for  the  Doctor." 

This  was  said  to  a  meek,  sedate  young  man. 
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in  whom,  at  the  very  first  glance,  I  detected 
that  miserable  animal — a  dependent  relative. 
The  next  bad  thing  to  being  a  poor  poet,  is  to 
be  a  poor  relation.  There  is  no  mistaking 
either. 

When  I  had  taken  my  seat,  and  cast  a  hur- 
ried glance  about  the  room,  which  was  lofty  and 
spacious,  with  a  bow-window  looking  out  upon 
the  lawn,  and  a  huge  branching  pair  of  antlers 
fixed  against  the  wall,  I  inquired  into  all 
the  particulars  of  the  Squire''s  illness ;  and, 
liaving  been  duly  enlightened  thereon,  I  ob- 
served : — 

"  You  have  a  picturesque  view.  Sir,  from 
this  window/** 

"  Yes,"*  replied  the  Squire,  "  it^s  a  capital 
sporting  country.'*' 

*'  And  a  fine  day  like  this,  brings  out  the 
landscape  in  all  its  beauty.'* 

''  Not  so  fine  neither ;  the  scent  won^'t  lie, 
there  is  too  much  frost  in  the  air.*** 

A  pause  of  a  few  minutes  ensued,  after  which 
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the  conversatioD  turned  on  his  Majesty's  late 
visit  to  Dwarrys  Castle ;  when  the  Squire,  who 
had  been  formally  presented  to  him  there,  pro- 
nounced him  to  be  a  king,  every  inch  of  him, 
^*  and  such  a  capital  judge  of  horse-flesh  too ! 
Why,  Sir,  he  no  sooner  set  eyes  on  my  bay 
mare,  than  he  said  she  was  one  of  the  finest  bits 
of  blood  he  had  ever  seen.  I  assure  you  I  felt 
quite  flattered  by  the  compliment.*" 

**  You  were  more  fortunate,  Mr.Gryflyths,'*  I 
observed,  ^4n  being  honoured  with  his  Majesty's 
notice  than  we  were  at  Llandwarrvs,^  and  then 
proceeded  to  acquaint  the  Squire  with  all  the 
details  of  the  late  grand  doings  at  the  Red  Lion, 
at  which  he  laughed  heartily,  adding,  <*  I  heard 
something  of  that,  but  could  not  believe  that 
people  would  make  such  asses  of  themselves. 
Invite  his  Majesty  tp  dine  in  a  pot-house! 
Never  heard  of  such  a  thing !  But  it^s  all 
that  Radical  auctioneer's  doings.  I  hate  such 
fellows,  they're  a  perfect  nuisance.'^ 

**  You  should  not  blame  them.  Sir,''  I  re- 
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plied,  "they  are  but  labouring  in  their  voca- 
tion— serving  an  *  apprenticeship,'  to  the  gal- 
lows —  as  your  neighbour  WhatVhis-name 
would  say." 

This  sneer  was  purposely  made  in  allusion  to 
a  wealthy  Humbug  merchant,  who  had  just 
purchased  some  tracts  of  land  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, which  adjoined  the  SquireY  To  this 
person,  it  was  well  known  that  Mr.  Gryf- 
fyths  bore  an  inveterate  animosity.  He  envied 
him  for  liis  wealth — he  despised  him  for  his 
occupation — he  detested  him  for  the  injury  he 

bid  fair  to  do  to  his  own  hereditarv  influence  in 

I' 

the  neighbourhood.  "  Do  you  know  any  thing 
of  this  iNlr.  What's-his  name  ?^''  he  enquired. 

"  Nothing ;  but  he's  a  sad  vulgar  fellow, 
Tm  told — the  tradesman  all  over."''' 

"  Yet  he  has  the  assurance  to  give  himself 
airs,  just  as  if  he  were  one  of  us;'*''  and  the 
Scjuire  drew  himself  up  with  much  hauteur. 
"  When  the  family,'^  he  added,  "  first  came  to 
reside  here,  as  they  seemed  a  harmless  sort  of 
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people,  I  felt  it  my  duty  to  act  in  a  neigh- 
bourly way  towards  them ;  but  so  ungrateful 
were  they  for  my  civilities,  that  old  WhatVhis- 
name  had  actuaUy  the  impudence  one  day  to 
order  my  game-keeper  off  a  dirty  bit  of  moor- 
land which  he  swears  is  his,  though  the  man 
had  gone  there  by  my  express  command. 
Monstrous,  wasn^t  it,  Lewis  ?*' 

<<  That  was  the  old  man^s  doing,  Sir ;  the 
sons  have  always  expressed  the  greatest  respect 

for  you.*" 

**  Old  or  young,  I'll  have  no  such  freedoms 

taken  with  me.  Pretty  business,  if  a  family 
like  mine  canH  do  as  they  please  in  their  own 
neighbourhood.  That^s  what  the  Radicals  call 
liberty,  I  suppose.  D — ^n  all  such  liberty  say 
I.  And  to  talk  of  law  too !  A  low,  petti- 
fogging  "^ 

Mr.  Jointstock  is  just  what  you  describe 
him,'^  replied  Lewis,  <*  but  his  eldest  son  John 
is  really  a  very  clever,  well-disposed  young 
feUow." 


\ 
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**  ClcTcr  !^  reUwted  the  Squire,  "  why,  yes, 
I  suppose  he  knows  better  than  to  beat  for  a 
black  cock  in  a  paisley-bed;  but  since  you 
think  the  son  so  derer,  what  would  you  think 
of  the  father,  if  you  were  to  see  him,  as  I  saw 
him  the  other  day,  riding  to  cover  with  an 
umbrella  over  his  head.  Such  a  turn-out! 
Why  doD^t  you  laugh,  Lewis  ?" 

^  He  !  he  l^  replied  the  young  man,  but  the 
mode  in  which  he  gave  vent  to  this  faint 
apok^y  for  cachinnation,  convinced  me  that 
there  are  few  things  in  life  more  full  of  pathos 
than  the  laugh  of  a  poor  relation. 

^^  Commercial  men,^  continued  Lewis,  when 
his  countenance  had  recovered  its  usual  meek 
expression,  ^^  seldom  exhibit  to  advantage  in 
field ^•• 

*^  Be  quiet,  Lewis,  youYe  always  so  fond  of 
hearing  yourself  talk ;  I  can*t  get  in  a  word 
edgewise— Oh  God !  what  a  twinge  !'^ 

**  Permit  me,  Mr.  Grytfyths,**  said  I,  moving 
my  chair  towards  him,  *<  just  to  feel  your  pulse/' 
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**  Keep  oflf.  Sir,  keep  oflF— oh,  my  knee  J** 

**  If  you  will  be  ruled  by  me.  Sir,  you  will 
retire  early  to  rest.  Nature,  Mr.  Gryffyths,  is 
a  better  physician  than  art.'^ 

*'  That's  just  what  I  say,  when  Davis  advises 
me  to  give  up  my  second  bottle.  I  take  to  it 
so  naturally,  I  tell  him,  that  I'm  sure  I  can^t 
be  wrong.  Besides,  my  family  have  always 
been  proverbial  for  their  hospitality,  and  if s 
my  duty  to  show  myself  worthy  of  them.^ 

'*  I  can  fully  sympathize  with  your  feelings, 
Sir,^  I  observed,  **  for  I  am  myself  the  descen* 
dant  of  an  old  Milesian  family,  though  a  long 
series  of  misfortunes "" 

"  Aye,  aye,''  rejoined  the  Squire,  briskly, 
^*  I  can  feel,  no  man  more  so,  for  the  misfor- 
tunes of  a  gentleman  of  birth.  I  have  known 
what  it  is  to  suffer  them  myself.  To  say  no- 
thing of  this  gout,  it  is  not  a  month  since  I  lost 
my  bitch  pointer,  the  best  sporting  dog  I  ever 
bred.'' 

<^  That  is  her  portrait,  I  presume,"  said  I, 

J 
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pointing  to  a  painting  at  the  far  end  of  tbe 
room. 

"  What,  are  you  fond  of  paintings  ?'"' 

<^  Very ;  I  have  seen  some  of  the  finest  in  the 
world  at  the  Louvre  and  the  Florence  Gallery.'*^ 

^^  No  doubt -- no  doubt-^travelling  is  all  the 
fashion  now-a-days.  Well,  I  thank  God,  that 
except  on  one  occasion,  when  I  went  to  London 
on  some  law  business,  I  was  never  a  hundred 
miles  from  home  in  my  life.  But  I  think  you 
said  you  were  fond  of  paintings  ?  I  can  shew 
you  some  of  the  finest  you  have  ever  seen  ;'^ 
with  which  words  he  directed  Lewis  to  throw 
open  the  door  of  an  adjacent  apartment,  and 
wheel  him  into  it. 

The  room  in  question  was  dark  and  lofty, 
with  walls  of  black  polished  oak,  hung  with 
portraits,  not  a  few  of  which  from  want  of  ade- 
quate space,  leaned  against  the  floor. 

<^  There,  Sir,"  said  the  Squire,  looking  round 
him,  with  much  complacency,  ^*  there  you  see 
all  the  Gryflythses  at  one  coup  dTcnl — as  his 


It 
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Majesty  observed,  when  speaking  of  the  view 
from  Dwarrys  Castle.  They  deserve  a  better 
stall  than  this ;  but  the  truth  is,  the  workmen 
are  busy  just  now  with  the  picture  gallery,  the 
floor  of  which  gave  way  last  week,  when  the 
young  folks  were  dancing  there.  Mark  that 
portrait  to  the  left  of  you.  The  original  was 
my  great-grandfather.  Very  handsome,  isn^t 
he  ?  And  how  clean  in  the  fetlock  !  They  say 
Fm  just  like  him.^ 

I  affected  to  be  much  struck  by  the  painting, 
and  after  an  attentive  survey  of  one  or  two 
stout  old  cavaliers  in  full-bottomed  wigs  and 
armour,  directed  Mr.  Gryffyths^s  notice  to  a 
small  picture  which  had  been  thrust,  as  if  on 
purpose,  into  an  obscure  part  of  the  room.  The 
portrait  was  that  of  a  beautiful  girl,  young  and 
fair,  and  gentle,  but  with  a  look  of  profound 
melancholy. 

**  Ahem  I  ahem  f  said  the  Squire,  ^<  that 
picture,  you  mean— oh,  it'^s  a  mere  nothing,  not 
worth  looking  at — the  likeness  of  a  relation — 

VOL.  II.  V 
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that  is,  of  a  sort  of  distant  connexion  of  the 
Gryffythses;* 

I  inferred  from  this  that  the  portrait  was  one 
of  a  poor  girl,  who  by  marrying  beneath  her, 
or  some  such  heterodox  means,  had  broucrht 
dishonour  on  the  family  scutcheon  ;  so  avertino- 
my  gaze,  I  fixed  it  on  a  fat  old  man  attired  in 
a  full  court-suit. 

The  Squire's  countenance  brightened  up  as 
lie  saw  mv  attention  thus  diverted,  and  he  en- 
tered  into  a  prosing  history  of  the  original. 
^*  He  was  a  great  man,  Sir,  the  finest  made 
man  in  all  Wales,  and  had  the  honour  of  pre- 
senting the  first  county  Address  to  his  late 
Majesty — God  bless  him  ! — on  the  birth  of  our 
present  most  gracious  sovereign.  On  that  oc- 
casion,  the  good  old  king  said,  turning  with  a 
sly  glance  to  the  queen — for  her  Majesty,  I 
should  tell  vou,  was  always  an  admirer  of  well- 
made  men,  and  indeed  so,  for  that  matter^  are 
most  women — '  Mr.  Gryflfyths,'  said  his  ilajesty 
— Oh  Lord,  another  twinge  I""  and  cutting  short 
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his  story,  the  Squire  absolutely  roared  with 
pain* 

**  The  air  of  this  room  is  too  damp  for  you, 
Sir,'*  said  I,  "  permit  me  to  wheel  you  back.**' 

'*  Egad,  I  believe  you're  right,^  replied  the 
Squire ;  then  suddenly,  in  a  loud  voice  of  spleen 
and  impatience,  as  I  pushed  the  chair  somewhat 
too  forcibly  over  one  or  two  rough  knots  in  the 
oaken  floor,  *^  Halloo,  Sir  !  halloo !  you  drive 
on  as  if  you  were  driving  at  a  five-barred  gate ! 
There,  that  will  do,  that  will  do ;  now  shut  the 
door,  if  you  please,  and  take  your  chair."*' 

**  I  am  sorry  I  must  be  on  the  move ;  itV 
getting  late,  and  I  have  yet  some  patients  to 
visit  at  Llandwarrys.**^ 

*^  Well,  well,  I  press  no  man  to  stop  against 
his  inclination.  This  is  Liberty  Hall ;  you 
oome  when  you  please,  and  go  when  you  please. 
I  shall  see  you  again  in  a  day  or  two,  I  suppose.^ 
Good  nighty  Sir.     Take  care  of  the  dogs."" 

<<  Bravo  r  said  I,  as  I  returned  home  to 
Llandwarrys,  **  I  have  made  as  decided  a  hit 

f2 
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here  as  with  the  Nabob,  but 'must  take  care  to 
improve  my  advantage  by  studying  the  Squire^s 
character.  No  doubt,  with  a  little  manage- 
ment, I  shall  find  him  as  good  a  patron  as  a 
patient.  To  be  sure,  he  has  no  great  fancy  for 
physic.  But  what  of  that  ?  Advice  swells  up 
an  apothecary's  bill  quite  as  well  as  medicine.  So 
Vive  Humbug !  And  myself  too ;  for  had  I  not 
been  the  most  modest  and  meritorious  of  quacks, 
I  should  have  insisted  on  the  merits  of  my 
Elixir,  both  with  the  Nabob  and  the  Squire. 
Pray  heaven  I  don'^t  suffer  by  such  excessive 
diffidence  r 
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CHAPTER  XXXV. 

AN  INVALID  SPOETSMAN. 

Me.  Obyffyths,  of  Oryffyths,  was  one  of 
thoee  frank,  jolly  fellows,  whose  character  may 
be  read  at  a  glance.  He  had  a  round,  rosy 
£Bice,  presenting  about  as  much  of  a  profile  as  a 
turnip ;  a  beard  as  black  as  a  shoe-brush ;  and 
a  spacious  mouth,  calculated  sadly  to  perplex 
a  round  of  beef.  His  arms,  of  which  he  was 
not  a  little  proud,  were  miracles  of  muscle,  and 
his  nails  were  always  bitten  to  the  quick. 

In  his  attire  he  was  the  old  English  sports- 
man all  over.  He  wore  a  faded,  epigrammatic 
green  coat,  with,  huge  pockets  at  the  side ;  drab 
breeches ;  waxy  top-boots,  as  full  of  wrinkles 
as  one's  grandmother ;  and  a  huge  gold  watch 
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with  figures  on  the  dial-plate  large  enough 
almost  for  a  kitchen  clock,  and  to  which  was 
attached  an  enormous  chain  and  seals  that 
reached  lialf-way  down  to  his  knees. 

In  early  life  he  had  been  notorious  for  his 
rustic  gallantries ;  and  even  now,  was  fond  of 
chucking  a  pretty  girl  under  the  chin,  and 
styling  her  "  my  dear."  People  called  him 
handsome,  but  this  the  Captain  always  con- 
tended was  a  gross  calumny.  *•'  Look  at  his 
legs.  Sir,"  he  would  say,  when  any  one  praised 
Mr.  Gryffyths's  good  looks  in  his  hearing, 
''  how  can  a  man  with  such  mill-posts  be 
handsome  ?**  and  then  he  would  cast  a  side- 
long, complacent  glance  at  his  own  shapely 
leg  and  foot.  I  think  nothing  of  this  however, 
for  wherever  women  were  concerned.  Caustic 
made  a  point  of  recognizing  no  claims  but  his 
own.  He  had  the  bad  taste  to  condemn  even 
my  exterior  ! 

Among  the  Squire's  most  marked  peculiari- 
ties,   was    an    inveterate    addiction    to   family 
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customs.  That  a  liabit  or  prejudice  was  an- 
cienty  was  with  him  sufficient  warranty  of  its 
excellence.  Though  on  the  whole  a  good- 
natured  man,  yet  scarcely  a  day  passed  but 
something  or  other  occurred  to  ruffle  his  temper 
In  the  first  place,  he  was  never  free  from  pecu- 
niary embarrassments ;  secondly,  he  had  seldom 
less  than  one,  sometimes  more,  lawsuits  on 
hand,  which  however  harassing  to  his  mind 
and  trying  to  his  pocket,  he  yet  seemed  per- 
versely to  cherish  as  among  the  necessary  ad- 
juncts of  an  ancient  pedigree  ;  and  thirdly,  he 
lived  in  a  neighbourhood  where,  with  all  the 
passion  for  undivided  empire  of  a  despot,  he 
found  himself  compelled  to  *^  bear  a  brother 
near  the  throne**'  in  the  person  of  Mr.  Jointstock. 
The  consequence  of  all  this  was,  that  for 
some  time  past,  he  had  been  gradually  contract- 
log  the  circle  of  his  society,  and  dividing  it 
between  those  few  among  the  Squirearchy  who 
held  the  same  opinions  as  himself,  and  the 
strolling  players,  when  they  happened  to  be  in 
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the  neighbourhood,  whose  fun,  anecdote,  and 
general  recklessness  of  character,  jumped  ^ath 
his  own  peculiar  humour.  To  these  last,  to- 
gether with  the  poachers,  with  whom  he  held 
many  sporting  tenets  in  common,  he  knew  he 
might  play  the  great  man  with  impunity. 

But  though  Mr.  GryfFyths  (who  I  should  pre- 
viously have  observed  had  for  many  years  been 
a  childless  widower)  was  thus  comparatively 
withdrawn  from  the  world,  yet  there  were  certain 
times  and  seasons  when  he  came  publicly  forth 
like  a  "  giant  refreshed, *"*  in  all  his  feudal  glory. 
The  eiglith  of  September  was  one  of  these  epochs. 
On  that  memorable  day,  some  sixty  or  seventy 
years  since,  his  grandfather,  after  a  protracted 
course  of  litigation,  had  succeeded  in  wresting 
his  patrimonial  property  from  a  usurping  kins- 
man, and  the  family  had  ever  since  celebrated 
the  Anniversary. 

When  I  next  saw  the  Squire,  he  was  full  of 
the  subject.  The  eighth  of  September  was  ap- 
proaching, and  he  would  not,  for  the  value  of 
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hiB  whole  estate,  be  the  means  of  delaying  its 
celebration.  But  how  was  the  thing  to  be  ac- 
oomidished  ?  This  confounded  gout  would  not 
let  him  stir.  What  would  Mr.  Fitzmaurioe 
advise? 

My  advice,  of  course,  was  that  he  should 
keep  his  mind  free  from  excitement,  and  live 
upon  slops,  when,  as  it  still  wanted  nearly  a 
£MrtD]ght  of  the  eighth,  I  had  little  doubt  he 
would  recover  time  enough  to  take  the  field  as 
well  as  ever. 

Tie  Squire  shook  his  head  as  I  said  this, 
with  an  air  of  distrust  and  despondency.  He 
might  or  he  might  not  recover,  Ood  only  knew 
which  !  For  himself  he  was  far  from  confident, 
for  he  had  bad  a  warning  only  the  night  before, 
wbkh  had  never  yet  been  known  to  fail. 

^  Warning  ?""  said  I,  much  astonished ;  <'  to 
whom  or  to  what  do  you  allude  ?" 

Mr.  Gryfiyths  nmde  no  reply,  on  which  Lewis, 
who  was  sitting  next  me,  whispered  in  my  ear 
diat  the  warning  to  whkh  his  uncle  alluded, 
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the  fall  of  one  of  the  branches  of  the  oak  in  the 
centre  of  the  lawn,  which  was  generally  sup- 
posed to  be  the  forerunner  of  some  calamity  to 
the  family.* 

On  being  made  acquainted  with  this  curious 
ancestral  superstition,  I  proceeded  to  administer 
consolation   to   Mr.   Gryffyths  by  turning  the 

whole  affair  into  ridicule.  But  the  task  was 
more  difficult  than  I  had  anticipated,  and  had 
only  the  effect  of  unsettling  his  temper  more 
than  ever,  for  though  fjir  from  sorry  to  be 
promised  a  quick  recovery,  yet  he  was  shocked 
at  the  idea  of  having  an  old  family  legend 
ridiculed  and  falsified. 

Seeing  this,  I  altered  my  tone,  and  admitting 
that  the  fall  of  the  branch  could  scarcely  be 
looked  on  in  any  otlier  light  than  as  a  warning, 
I  yet  added  that   there  was  not  the  slightest 

•  There  is  .scarcely  an  ancient  faniilv  in  all  South 
Wales  tliat  does  not  hoast  its  warning  oak.  In  one  dis. 
triwt  ot  Carmarthenshire  alone,  there  are  not  less  than 
six  families  thus  endowe.l.  The  legend  is  a  truly  national 
one. 
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reason  to  suppose  that  it  had  any  reference  to 
himself  personally. 

The  Squire  caught  eagerly  at  my  suggestion. 
**  A  good  idea/*  said  he,  '^  the  warning  is,  as 
you  say,  a  warning ;  still  there  can  be  no  reason 
why  it  should  apply  in  particular  to  me.  Why 
shouldn^t  it  f  ^ah  !  a  lucky  thought ;  Lewis, 
run  down  to  the  stables  and  see  if  alVs  right 
there ;  but  no,  I  think  you  had  better  take  a 
peep  at  the  kennel ;  poor  Madoc  was  off  his 
meat  yesterday.^ 

Lewis,  with  whom  I  exchanged  smiles  at  this 
proposition,  which  was  m.ade  by  the  Squire 
with  most  edifying  gravity,  left  the  room  to 
fulfil  his  uncle*s  directions,  and  returned  in  a 
few  minutes  with  intelligence  that  one  of  his 
best  harriers,  Don,  was  missing. 

<<  I  thought  so,""  said  Mr.  Oryffyths,  with  a 
whimsical  mixture  of  chagrin  and  satisfaction, 
**  didn't  I  tell  you,  Fitzmaurice,  that  the  oak's 
warning  had  never  been  known  to  fail  ?  Yet 
Co  lose  such  a  treasure  as  Don !  I  would  not 
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have  taken  fifty  pounds  for  him.  However,  it's 
well  it"'s  no  worse.*" 

On  further  inquiries  among  the  household,  it 
appeared  that  a  beggar  had  been  seen  loitering 
near  the  premises  that  morning,  and  shortly 
afterwards,  to  make  a  precipitate  retreat,  with 
Don  hard  at  his  heels.  But  this  part  of  the  story, 
the  Squire  indignantly  rebutted.  *'  What  !*" 
said  he,  "  Don  hunt  vermin  !  No — no,  he's 
been  spirited  away  by  the  vagabond  ;  but  Til 
ferret  him  out ;""  and  ringing  the  bell,  he  gave 
orders  to  liis  groom  to  post  off  to  Llandwanrys, 
and  mention  the  circumstances  of  the  theft  to 
tlie  constable  there,  with  Mr.  Grvffvths''s  orders 
that  he  should  stop  all  suspicious  persons. 

These  points  settled,  the  Squire  returned  to 
his  favourite  subject  of  the  oak.  His  ancestors 
had  always  regarded  it  with  veneration,  for 
there  was  an  old  tradition  current  in  the  neigh- 
bourhoodj  that  when  the  oak  fell,  the  dynasty 
of  the  Grvffvths  would  fall  too.  But  Lewis 
could  tell  all  about  it,  for  he  had  written  some 
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verses  on  the  subject,  which  he  (the  8quire) 
had  read,  and  which  were  exceedingly  devor ; 
though  for  his  own  part,  he  was  not  much  of 
a  judge  of  such  matters ;  any  thing  in  the  shape 
of  rhyme  always  puzzled  his  poor  brain. 

His  nephew  here  took  up  the  subject,  on 
which  he  was  busily  expatiating,  when  the 
housekeeper  entered  the  room  with  a  bason  of 
water-gruel  in  her  band,  which  she  placed 
deliberately  under  the  poor  Squire's  nose.  His 
countenance  fell  as  he  began  to  stir  up  this 
*<  slip-slop."^  He  looked  first  at  me,  then  at 
Lewis,  with  an  indescribably  diverting  air  of 
dieepishness ;  and  then,  forcing  a  laugh  at  his 
own  weakness,  began  to  apologize  in  such  terms 
aSy-^<*  Well,  it  can't  be  helped,  so  I  suppose  I 
must  put  a  good  face  on  the  matter,  and 
swallow  this  damned  water — water        " 

<<  Oruel,^  said  Lewis,  helping  out  his  recoU 
lection. 

*<  I  know  that  as  well  as  you  can  tell  me,  so 
you  needn^t  be  so  officious.     You^U  please  to 
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remember,  Mr.  Fitzmaurice,  that  it's  by  your 
express  order,  and  uo  wish  of  mine,  that  I 
swallow  this  villainous  mess.  By-the-bye,  donH 
you  think  a  glass  of  brandy  would  improve  it  ? 
Well,  well/^  seeing  that  I  shook  my  head,  *^  it 
can'^t  be  helped,  so  here  goes ;  but,  Lord !  liow 
Joiutstock  would  crow  if  he  could  see  me  in 
this  pickle !  "^  and  in  this  way  he  kept  on 
sipping  and  grumbling,  while  his  nephew  and 
myself  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in  subduing 
our  muscles  to  the  proper  decorous  gravity. 

At  length,  when  the  draught  was  finished, 
the  Squire  retired,  by  my  advice,  for  the  night, 
and  I  followed;  when  finding,  on  reaching 
home,  my  wife  engaged  in  an  animated  alterca- 
tion with  her  submissive  brother,  touching  the 
compound  fracture  of  a  pickle-jar,  which  was 
^*  all  owing  to  his  abominable  carelessness,^'  I 
left  the  amiable  pair  to  settle  their  disputes 
between  them,  and  hastened  over  the  way  to 
wile  away  an  hour  with  the  club  at  the  Red 
Lion. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

A  WOLF  IN  SHKEFS  CLOTHING. 

The  eighth  of  September  had  now  arrived^ 
and  crutch,  flannels,  and  water-gruel  thrown 
aside,  the  Squire  was  *<  a  man  again.^'  Agree- 
ably to  the  directions  I  had  received  from  him 
on  the  preceding  day,  I  made  my  appearance 
at  Ghryflyths,  shortly  after  eight  o^clock,  where 
I  found  some  ten  or  a  dozen  farmers,  together 
with  a  small  q>rinkling  of  the  neighbouring 
gentry,  among  whom  were  Lewis  and  the  par- 
son,  seated  at  a  well-laden  breakfast-table. 
Not  the  slightest  order  of  precedence  was  ob- 
served  among  the  guests,  for  the  Squire's  Anni- 
versaries were  a  species  of  Saturnalia,  at  which 
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all  disdnctioiis  of  rank  were  for  the  time  diB- 
pensed  with. 

Mr.  Gryffjths  welcomed  me  with  a  hearty 
alap  on  the  hack.  ^  Fine  day.  Doctor,^  he  said, 
'*  glorious  day.  I  was  in  a  sad  fidget  though  all 
last  night ;  up  at  least  a  dozen  times,  looking 
out  to  see  what  chance  there  was  for  us.  Ah  ! 
Captain,^  he  continued,  addressing  Caustic, 
who  just  then  entered  the  room,  '<  glad  to  see 
you.  Howe's  that  old  ass.  Rupee  ?  Sit  down, 
man,  sit  down ;  weVe  no  time  to  spare  :*'  and 
without  more  ado  he  took  his  place  next  me, 
and  tackling  to  some  cold  roast  beef,  said, 
<<  Good  stuff  this,  doctor,  better  than  all  your 
drugs,  hey  !  you  dog  ?^  and  then  by  way  of 
giving  point  to  his  sarcasm,  he  kept  pegging 
me  in  the  ribs  till  he  made  me  roar  again. 

During  the  repast,  the  Squire  gave  us  direc- 
tions as  to  what  were  to  be  the  **  orders  of  the 
day.^  We  were  to  meet,  he  told  us,  beside 
the  Talleen  Lakes,  but  not  later  than  three 
o'clock,  where  we  should  find  every  thing  pre> 
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pared  for  our  acoommodation,  for  which  pur- 
pose he  had  dispatched  a  whole  waggon-load  of 
mUIers  at  day-break. 

After  breakfast,  during  which  I  could  not 
extract  a  word  from  either  the  curate  or  the 
captain,  both  of  whom  informed  me  by  signs 
that  their  time  was  too  precious  to  be  so  wasted, 
we  all  set  out  on  our  excursion.  The  Squire 
and  some  few  others  led  the  way  on  horseback, 
the  rest  trudged  a-ibot,  while  Lewis  and  myself 
brought  up  the  rear ;  but  as  neither  of  us  were 
very  ambitious  of  figuring  among  the  Nimrods 
of  the  day,  we  soon  lost  sight  of  the  rest  of  the 
party,  and  made  a  short  cut  across  some  fields, 
for  the  purpose  of  mounting  a  hill,  whence,  as 
Lewis  assured  me,  we  should  have  a  view  of  all 
the  '<  classic  ground^'  of  South  Wales. 

Having  seen  all  that  was  to  be  seen,  we 
returned  into  the  high  road,  but  scarcely 
had  we  proceeded  a  few  hundred  yards,  when 
we  observed,  at  a  slight  distance  before  us,  a 
crowd  standing  on  a  bridge  that  spanned  the 
little  river  Cothy. 
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<'  Halloo,^  said  I,  ^'  what  is  the  meaning  of 
all  this  gathering?  Is  there  another  Oeorge 
the  Fourth  being  exhibited  ?^ 

*^  Oh !  a  preacher,  I  suppose,"^  replied  Lewis, 
^<  we  have  hundreds  of  them  in  South  Wales  ;^ 
and  led  the  way  across  a  broad,  swampy  meadow, 
which  brought  us  directly  out  on  the  high- 
road ;  when,  on  nearing  the  crowd,  we  found, 
as  Lewis  had  surmised,  that  it  was  collected  to 
hear  an  itinerant  expounder  of  *<the  word/^ 
Not  a  few  of  our  own  party  figured  among  the 
congregation,  whom  the  curate,  in  his  zeal  for 
orthodoxy,  was  busily  endeavouring  to  drive 
onwards ;  but  in  vain,  for  the  preacher^s  elo- 
quence prevailed  over  all  his  entreaties. 

At  length  a  circumstance  occurred  which 
created  a  re-action  in  his  favour.  A  shepherd's 
boy  came  running  along  the  banks  of  the  river, 
and  when  he  arrived  close  under  the  bridge, 
shouted  out  ^'  an  otter  !  an  otter  V*  whereupon 
the  whole  congregation  scampered  oiF  in  the 
direction  whence  the  lad  preceded  them. 


A    BASHFUL    IBISHMAN.  113 

I  remained  behind,  attracted  by  a  certain 
aomething  in  the  preachers  voice  and  gestures, 
which  I  fancied  were  familiar  to  me ;  and,  on 
looking  steadily  at  his  features,  half  concealed, 
as  they  were  by  a  huge  slouch  hat,  whom  should 
I  recognise,  but — my  philosophic  friend,  Mr. 
Justinian  Stubbs,  looking,  if  possible,  more 
sleek,  smooth,  and  oily  than  ever ! 

The  sly  fox  saw  that  I  remembered  him,  and 
that  is  was  of  no  use,  therefore,  to  deny  his 
identity ;  so  after  a  moment  or  two^s  hesitation, 
as  to  whether  he  should  be  candid  or  not,  cant 
carried  the  day,  and  he  began  indulging  me 
with  a  full  and  particular  account  of  the  cir« 
cumstances  attending,  what  he  called,  his  mira- 
culous conversion. 

"Ah!  my  friend,^  he  drawled  out,  in  the 
true  twang  of  the  conventicle,  ^'  it  was,  indeed, 
a  blessed  change,  and  wrought  in  me  just  at  the 
fitting  season.  Heaven  only  knows  what  would 
have  become  of  me,  surrounded,  as  I  was,  in 
Humbug,  by  implacable  enemies,  and  living  in 
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ecHistaiit  fear  of  detection  by  the  profane,  had 
I  not  one  night,  as  I  lay  sleepless  on  my 
pallet,  devising  divers  schemes  for  the  future, 
heard  a  v(Hce  cry,  <  Justinian  Stubbs,  whose 
name  is  hoiceforth  Habbakuk  Holdforth,  arise 
and  flee  into  Wales.  The  Lord  hath  need  of 
thee  there.'  "^ 

<<  Truly,  as  you  say,  Mr.  Stubbs,  the  sum- 
mons came  just  in  the  nick  of  time.  I  think  I 
never  heard  of  so  discreet  and  convenient  a 
conversion.  However,  what  will  be,  will  be,  as 
your  philosophy  teaches.'" 

**  Philosophy  !  Mention  not  the  profane 
term  !  Thank  heaven,  I  have  eschewed  it  for 
ever,  and  become,  albeit  at  the  eleventh  hour, 
an  humble  labourer  in  the  Lord^s  vineyard.*^ 

"Ah,  Mr.  Stubbs— Holdforth,  I  should  say 
— it  was  in  a  far  different  vineyard  you  were 
labouring,  when  you  disembarrassed  me  of  my 
pocket-book,  on  the  night  of  the  conflagration 
at  Humbug.'** 

The  accomplished  hypocrite  indulged  in  a 
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faint  smile  as  I  reminded  him  of  this  small 
backsliding,  but  instantly  correcting  himself, 
be  observed,  ^'  That  was  the  Lord^s  doing,  who 
permitted  me  to  fall,  like  David,  in  order  that 
I  might  rise  again  regenerated,  like  Nicodemus. 
*  All  men,'  as  the  great  Helvetius,  (here  I  but- 
toned up  my  pockets) — I  mean,  as  the  pious 
John  Huntingdon  says,  'have  their  time  to  sin, 
and  their  time  to  repent ;'  ^  with  which  words,  he 
thrust  his  hand  into  his  coat-pocket,  and  draw- 
ing out  a  Tract*  placed  it  in  my  hands,  adding, 
'*  Would  to  heaven,  my  friend,  that  your  day 
of  grace  were  arrived,  and  that  I  could  see 
you,  by  the  aid  of  this  precious  work,  cleansed 
and  sweetened  by  the  waters  of  life,  even  as  I 
now  am.  Oh !  you  know  not  the  bliss  that  is 
reserved  for  those  who  hold  fast  by  the  faith, 
and  fear  not.     Faith  can  remove  mountains." 

**  Yes,  and  pocket-books  too.  Doubtless,  Mr. 
Stubbs,  your  new  faith  has  proved  as  profitable 
to  you  in  a  temporal,  as  in  a  spiritual,  sense  ?^ 

<*  Temporal  considerations,^  he  replied,  cast- 
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ing  his  eyes  devoutly  upwards,  "  weigh  no 
longer  with  one  who  has  put  ofF  the  old  Adam, 
and  clothed  himself  in  the  white  garment  of  re- 
generation, though  it  is  but  just  and  fitting 
that,  as  I  expound  the  word,  I  sliould  live  by 
the  word.  I  have  called  many  to  repentance, 
and,  thanks  be  to  him  who  feedeth  the  young 
ravens,  I  liave  found  no  lack  of  food  or  raiment 
during  my  sojourn  in  this  country Z"' 

lie  was  proceeding  in  this  fashion,  when  a 
sudden  idea  suggested  itself  to  me,  and  resolved 
on  h.aving  a  jest  at  his  expense,  I  interrupted 
him  with,  "I  am  sorry,  Mr.  Stubbs, you  should 
have  selected  this  part  of  Wales  as  the  theatre 
of  your  exploits,  for  the  Ordinary  of  the 
Humbug  jail, — you  remember  the  Ordinary  of 
course?  "happens  to  be  just  now  on  a  visit  to 
some  friends  at  Talleen."''' 

*' Indeed!"  replied  Justinian,  tuming  quite 
pale  with  appreliension. 

''  Fact ;  I  have  met  him  twice  already,  but 
luckily  he  did  not  recognize  me.     I  hope  you 
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may  be  equally — ^bless  me,  is  it  possible?  Why, 
here  comes  the  very  man  himself  ;^^  and  I 
pointed  to  an  elderly  person  in  black,  who 
was  walking  slowly  along  the  road  toward  us. 

•*  D — ^n  it,  you  don*t  say  so  !*'  exclaimed  Jus- 
tinian, dropping,  in  the  alarm  of  the  moment, 
all  his  assumed  sanctity ;  and  then,  without 
stopping  to  look  behind  him,  or  even  wishing 
me  adieu,  he  waddled  off  with  a  grotesque 
and  ungodly  speed,  worthy  of  the  most  flagi- 
tious son  of  Belial. 

When  I  had  recovered  from  the  laughter 
which  the  success  of  this  ingenious  stratagem 
had  occasioned,  I  rejoined  the  crowd,  whom  I 
found  preparing  to  move  on  again  to  Talleen, 
with  the  body  of  the  slain  otter,  borne  trium- 
phantly before  them  on  a  pole. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVII. 


^   THE  ANNIVERSARY. 

WiFEN  we  reached  the  village,  we  found 
a  large  party  in  readiness  to  receive  us,  who 
no  sooner  caught  sight  of  our  trophy,  than 
they  set  up  a  lusty  halloo,  which  brought 
about  us  the  whole  village-school,  to  whom,  at 
the  Squire's  particular  request,  the  pedagogue 
had  granted  a  holiday,  and  who  now  followed 
in  our  wake  towards  the  place  of  rendezvous. 

This  was  on  an  isthmus  that  divided  the  two 
Tallcen  lakes,  and  once  formed  the  site  of  a 
monastery,  within  whose  ruins — the  rank  grass 
and  weeds  having  with  some  difficulty  been 
cleared  away — a  huge  tent  was  erected,  capable 
of  containing  at  least  thirty  persons,    in    the 
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centre  of  which  was  placed  a  long  table,  or 
rather  a  collection  of  tables. 

About  this  tent,  cooks  and  servants  were  now> 
humming,  busy  as  bees ;  hampers,  too,  of  wine, 
ale,  and  spirits,  baskets  of  all  sorts  of  proven- 
der^  were  strewed  about  in  every  direction; 
together  with  boxes  full  of  hay,  in  which 
glasses,  crockery,  plate,  &c.  were  packed  up ; 
while  just  at  the  edge  of  the  land,  where  it 
jutted  upon  the  water,  a  whole  sheep  was 
roasting  before  a  fire  that  hissed  and  roared, 
and  threw  out  a  broad  red  glare,  like  a  black- 
smithes  furnace. 

If  one  of  the  old  monks  now,  thought  I, 
could  pop  his  head  out  of  the  grave,  how  he 
would  stare  at  the  scene  here  presented  to  his 
eyes !  Yet  why  so  ?  It  can  be  no  novelty  to 
him.  These  walls,  though  they  have  been  si- 
lent for  centuries,  must  have  witnessed  many  a 
jolly  carousal  in  their  time.  Yes,  yes,  the 
ghostly  fathers,  no  doubt,  made  hay  while  the 
.  sun  shone,  and  drained  the  cup  of  enjoyment  to 
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the  dregs  But  they  are  all  gone  now.  Pos- 
sibly, at  this  very  moment,  I  am  treading  on  the 
grave  of  my  Lord  Abbot. 

Lewis,  who  seemed  to  divine  my  thoughts, 
said,  *'  I  see  you  are  surprised  at  my  uncle^s 
choice  of  site,  and  no  wonder.  To  me  it  ap- 
])ears  little  short  of  an  insiili  to  the  (joiius  loci. 
However,  it  is  no  use  to  argue  the  matter.  The 
snugly  sheltered  site  of  the  monastery  has  pre- 
vailed with  Mr.  Gryffyths  over  every  other 
consideration. 

At  this  moment,  the  Squire  who  had  been 
busy  replying  to  the  congratulations  of  the  vil- 
lagers, joined  us,  with  some  half-dozen  chubby 
boys  and  girls  pulling  away  at  his  jacket,  to 
each  of  whom  he  gave  a  large  lump  of  ginger- 
bread, which  he  had  bought  for  that  purpose 
in  the  village.  Immediately  on  entering  the 
ruins,  he  summoned  the  whole  party  about  him, 
and  told  us  that  each  man  might  employ  him- 
self as  he  pleased,  for  that  we  yet  had  three 
good  1  lours  before  us. 

This  had   the  effect   of  dispersing  the  com- 
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pany.  Some  seized  a  gun,  others  embarked  on 
the  lake  in  a  coracle,  while  others,  among  whom 
were  the  Squire  and  Caustic,  contented  them- 
selves with  fitting  a  huge,  artificial  fiy  to  a 
whip-cord  line,  and  trying  their  piscatory  skill 
along  the  banks. 

I  did  the  same ;  but,  meeting  with  my  usual 
luck,  soon  threw  aside  my  rod,  and  scrambled 
up  the  side  of  a  mountain  that  rose  somewhat 
precipitously  from  the  lake.  From  this  height 
I  commanded  a  fine  panoramic  view.  The 
dwindled  lakes,  with  the  coracles  flitting  like 
fairy  shallops  across  tneir  surfisu^e,  lay  glittering 
in  the  sunshine  at  my  feet ;  while  from  the 
heart  of  the  old,  monastic  ruin,  came  up  the 
rude  sounds  of  laughter,  strangely  at  variance 
with  its  venerable,  melancholy  aspect.  A  few 
yards  beyond,  at  the  extremity  of  the  first  lake, 
stood  the  village  of  Talleen,  the  smoke  from 
whose  chimneys  ascended  like  an  incense  to 
heaven;  and,  far  as  the  eye  could  discern, 
the  horizon  was  bounded,  to  the  north  by  the 
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Cardigan  crags,  and  to  tlie  east  by  the  long, 
billow V  range  of  the  Black  Mountains,  with 
Llyn-y-van  towering  high  above  them  all,  like 
a  Titan  petrified. 

Having  satisfied  my  gaze,  I  wa^  just  pre- 
paring to  ramble  off  in  the  direction  of  Edwins- 
ford,  when  my  ear  caught  the  well-known 
*'  Halloo'"'  of  the  Squire  ;  and,  descending  in 
the  quarter  whence  the  sound  proceeded,  I  saw 
him  dartinfj  to  and  fro  alon<j  the  banks  of  the 
lake,  and  manoeuvring  so  vigorously  with  a  fish 
of  nearly  equal  strength,  that  it  seemed  a  moot 
point  whether  he  should  pull  the  creature  o?//, 
or  it  should  pull  him  i;2,  to  the  water. 

*'  A  fine  fellow,**'  observed  the  Squire,  as  I 
confjratulated  him  on  the  chances  of  victor  v. 
"A  noble  fellow — weighs  upwards  of  fourteen 
pounds,  if  he  weighs  an  ounce. — Davis,  bear 
a  hand  liere  with  the  landinij-net.— Ah  !  there 
he  goes — by  Jove,  I  shall  lose  him  ;*"  and  the 
brute,  who  for  a  few  seconds  had   been  Ivips 
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quite  sulky,  made  a  sudden  plunge  that  set  the 
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waters  in  a  foam  around  him.  In  an  instant  he 
rose  again,  and  darted  off  among  the  weeds,  from 
which  sprung  out  a  frightened  wild-duck,  that 
was  instantly  brought  down  by  Lewises  gun,  much 
to  the  delight  and  astonishment  of  his  uncle, 
who  observed  that,  notwithstanding  his  ^^  verses 
and  such  like,*'  he  had  always  entertained  a 
good  opinion  of  the  lad's  abilities. 

The  fish,  snugly  couched  among  the  weeds, 
was  now  again  quiet ;  but,  on  Mr.  Oryffyths 
proceeding  to  wind  up  the  reel,  he  made  another 
dart,  drawing  after  him  the  whole  length  of 
line,  so  that  the  Squire  was  actually  compelled 
to  wade  knee-deep  among  the  rushes ;  and  to  my 
remonstrating  with  him  on  the  danger  he  was 
running  of  a  relapse,  bluntly  replied,  ^*  Curse 
the  gout ;  do  you  think  I  will  lose  th^  fish  ?^ 

But  there  was  not  the  slightest  prospect  of  such 
a  loss,  for  the  creature  was,  by  this  time,  quite 
spent ;  and  after  rolling  about  heavily,  like  a 
black  log  on  the  water,  turned  upwards  on  his 
belly,  his  head  sinking  in  the  8tream,*and  was 
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drawn  to  land.  Just  after  this,  came  up  the 
rest  of  our  party,  bearing  with  them  a  fine  show 
of  wild- fowl  ;  so  that,  what  with  one  thing,  and 
what  with  another,  the  day,  as  the  Squire  sig- 
nificantly remarked,  was  one  of  the  best-spent 
he  had  ever  known. 

We  now  prepared  for  our  return  to  the  mo- 
nastery, attracted  thither  by  a  huntsman's  horn, 
which  was  the  sijjnal  that  all  was  readv  for 
our  accommodation.  And  a  glorious  sight 
awaited  us  within  its  old  walls  !  The  tables 
irroaned  beneath  the  weisrht  of  a  thousand 
dainties.  Rich  venison  pasties,  game  of  every 
description,  hares,  fowls,  tongues,  and  hams, 
the  stately  sirloin,  and  the  irresistible  haunch, 
embellislied  the  upper  table ;  while  at  the 
lower  smoked  an  entire  sheep,  right  before 
wliieh  stood  the  Squire's  bailiff,  with  his  coat- 
sleeves  tucked  up,  his  elbows  rounded,  and  a 
oravitv  in  his  countenance  that  indicated  a  be- 
coming  consciousness  of  the  importance  of  his 
vocation. 


A    BASHFUL   IRISHMAN.  12? 

Dinner  over^  a  full  glass  of  choice  port  was 
handed  round,  not  only  to  every  guest  at  table, 
but  also  to  every  one  who  thought  it  worth  his 
while  to  attend — and,  from  time  to  time,  nearly 
the  whole  village  poured  in  on  us,  the  Squire's 
Anniversaries  being  well-known  and  appreciated 
throughout  the  district : — after  which,  on  a 
given  signal  from  the  parson,  our  host's  health 
was  proposed  and  drank  with  enthusiasm. 

Mr.  GryfFyths's  reply  was  brief  and  to  the 
point,  and  even  Caustic  was  pleased  to  declare 
that,  considering  all  things,  it  was  not  so  much 
amiss;  *^  but,"  he  added,  '*  of  all  the  speakers 
I  ever  heard,  commend  me  to  my  old  friend. 
Major  Tipple." 

"  What?''  replied  the  Parson,  "  have  we  got 
that  old  Major  again  ?  This  is  the  third  time 
I  have  heard  his  name  to-day." 

By  the  splenetic  tug  he  gave  at  his  shirt- 
collar,  I  could  perceive  that  the  Captain  was 
bristling  up  for  a  wrathful  repartee,  so  I  inter- 
posed  to  preserve  peace  by  saying,  ^^  It  is  a 
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long  time,  Caustic,  since  the  old  monastery  has 
known  such  a  jolly  day  as  this/'* 

"  Well  thought  of,"  said  the  Scjuire,  '"let  us 
drink  to  the  memory  of  the  monks  and  their 
Abbot.  Doubtless,  Doctor,  you  are  surj)ri>ed 
at  my  choosing  a  site  like  this.  I  used  to  keep 
the  dav  at  Gryffvths,  but  there  were  always 
such   strange  ffoinfjs  on  in   the  course    of  the 

o         O  O 

evenin<x  between  some  of  my  vouug:  guests  and 
the  maid-servants— for  you  can't  put  okl  Iieads 
on  young  shoidders,  you  know — that  my  y>oor 
wife  made  me  promise  never  to  hold  another 
within  doors.  But,  gentlemen,  I  see  youVc 
waiting,  so  here's  to  the  memory  of  tlie  monks 
and  mv  Lord  Abbot.  Ah!  he  was  a  hearty 
old  cock,  ril  warrant.  Took  his  wine  like 
a  gentleman.  But  so,  for  that  matter,  do 
most  churchmen.  Hey,  Parson  ?  No  offence,  I 
hope  'r 

''  None  in  the  least,'''  responded  the  divine, 
with  a  sly  affectation  of  demureness ;  **  no 
man    to   be  discreet,    has  a  greater   rclisli    for 


A    BASHFUL    IRISHMAN.  1S9 

the  innocent  enjoyments  of  life  than  I  have; 
though  heaven  forbid  I  should  ever  be  tempted 
to  exceed  the  bounds  of  a  modest  vivacity." 

*'No!  no  r'  said  the  Captain,  sneeringly, 
**  that  you  never  will,  while  that  old  seasoned 
cask  of  yours  can  hold  its  two  or  three  bottles 
on  an  emergency/^ 

*<  So  much  the  better;  glad  to  hear  it,'^  said 
the  Squire,  ^^  all  honest  fellows  are  fond  of  their 
bottle.  I  like  a  moderate  glass  myself.  Par- 
son, a  song.  Come,  let^s  have  the  '  Storm.**  It's 
an  old  favourite  of  mine.^^ 

But  there  was  no  occasion  to  call  for  a 
storm,  far  one  was  already  brewing.  An  allu- 
sion having  been  made,  by  one  of  the  farmers  at 
the  lower  table,  to  his  Majesty's  visit,  an  angry 
political  discussion  took  place,  which  at  length 
reached  such  a  height,  that  an  appeal  was  made 
by  some  of  the  more  moderate  to  the  Squire, 
who  no  sooner  understood  the  cause  of  the 
quarrel,  than  his  hot  Welch  blood  was  up  in 
an  instant,  and  giving  the  table  a  thump  with 
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his  brawny  fist  that  set  all  the  glasses  clatter- 
ing, he  said — "  Harkee,  gentlemen,  this  is 
Liberty  Hall,  where  every  roan  is  free  to  do  or 
sav  just  what  he  pleases.  Nevertheless,  Til 
liave  no  politics  talked  here.  The  very  next 
man  who  offends  in  that  way  shall  swallow  a 
bum})er  of  salt  and  water ;  so  strike  up,  par- 
son, and  let  us  liave  no  more  interruption.*" 

Thus  requested,  the  curate  commenced  his 
bravura,  but  scarcely  had  he  got  through  the 
first  verse,  when  Mr.  Grvffyths  turnin«j  round, 
said,  '*  Halloo  I  where's  Lewis  ?    Stole  aw^ay  ?"" 

*'  Your  nephew,'"  I  replied,  "  left  us  about 
an  hour  since.  The  wine,  I  fear,  disagreed 
\  "th  him,  for  I  saw  him  change  countenance 
ii>  he  rose  from  table.*" 

''  Just  what  I  suspected.  Fm  afraid  I  shall 
never  make  any  thing  of  that  lad,  It*s  a 
thousand  pities,  for  his  intentions  are  good — 
but.  Lord,  such  a  head  !  However,  to  do  the 
boy  justice,  he  brought  down  that  bird  very 
cleverly  this  morning.     Gone  off  ?     Well,  well. 
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no  matter,  provided  he  has  not  taken  the 
punch-bowl  along  with  him.  .  Thomas,  bring 
in  the  punch-bowl.'" 

This  was  the  signal  for  the  introduction  of  a 
huge  flowered  China  bowl,  which  the  bailiff, 
preceded  by  two  servants,  brought  up  with  in- 
finite pomp,  and  placed  before  the  Squire,  who, 
while  helping  us  to  its  contents,  took  care  to 
let  us  know  that  it  was  a  bowl  of  vast  antiquity, 
and  such  a  favourite  with  his  father,  that  he 
had  bequeathed  it  to  him  by  a  separate  codicil 
in  his  will. 

*' A  noble  bowl,  no  doubt,^^  said  the  Captain, 
'*  if  one  could  but  see  it.^' 

^'  See  it  ?  I  see  two,^  hiccupped  a  voice  from 
the  lower  table. 

**A  good  hint,  Captain,^  said  the  Squire; 
**ho!  lights  there,^  and  in  a  few  minutes  a 
profusion  of  torches  brought  from  the  village, 
blazed  up  in  all  parts  of  the  monastery,  throw- 
ing a  wild,  ghastly  aspect  on  the  ruins ;  while 
lamps  and  lanterns  were  lit  within  the  tent, 


132  SORROWS    OF 

the  >\hole  forming  one  of  the  most  singular  and 
impressive  spectacles  I  ever  ^vitne^sec^. 

When  tlie  Squire  had  helped  those  within  his 
own  immediate  neighbourhood,  rcx)m  was  made 
for  tlie  bowl  to  take  its  rounds,  which  it  did 
with  a  rapidity  that  soon  produced  very  visible 
effects.  The  Curate  bc<xan  to  indult2:e  us  with 
a  variety  of  sporting  anecdotes  ;  the  Captain  to 
recapitulate  the  virtues  of  Major  Tipple  and 
his  East  India  ^ladeira ;  and  the  Squire  to  en- 
force the  still  more  expeditious  circulation  of 
the  bowl,  in  such  terms  as,  "  push  her  along, 
Captain  ;  Parson,  she's  at  anchor  alongside  you  ; 
shove  her  off*,  man,  shove  her  off";  that's  right  ; 
there  she  goes ;  huzza  !  blessinjTs  on  her  sweet 
face  ;   I  remember  my  poor  father **' 

I^efore  he  could  finish  his  anecdote,  he  was 
interrupted  by  a  second  squabble,  which  was  not 
witliout  difficulty  appeased,  because  all  kept 
shouting  away,  each  at  the  very  top  of  his  lungs, 
and  not  a  soul  among  them  all  knew  or  cared 
what  it  was  he  was  wrangling  about.    Even  the 
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Squire^s  stentorian  voice  was  unheard  among  the 
din,  and  it  became  necessary,  therefore,  to  dis- 
perse the  assembly,  which  could  only  be  done  by 
the  ilite  of  the  company  resolving  on  instant 
departure. 

This,  at  the  Curate^s  instigation,  was  accom- 
plished, and  the  Squire,  much  against  his  will, 
was  prevailed  on  to  make  the  first  move ;  but 
not  before  he  had  left  injunctions  with  his 
major  domo  to  take  especial  care  of  the  punch- 
bowl, of  which  he  was  as  proud  as  ever  was 
Magnus  Troil  of  the  ^^  JoUy  Mariner  of 
Canton." 

As  he  rose  from  his  seat,  I  could  perceive 
that  his  convivial  exertions  had  made  him  a 
little  unsteady,  so  offered  him  my  arm,  which 
he  accepted,  muttering  as  we  kept  tacking  on 
towards  the  village — ^^  singular,  how  weak  that 
gout  has  left  me.  I  declare  my  knees  quite 
tremble  under  me.  Steady,  Doctor,  steady  : 
keep  to  the  right,  or  I  shall  have  to  fish  you 
out  of  a  horse-pond,"  and  he  made  a  lurch  to 
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windward,  which  very  nearly  threw  me  on  my 
beam-ends. 

At  length,  after  encountering  various  perils 
by  land  and  water,  that  superintending  Power 
which  never  fails  to  befriend  virtue  in  extremitv, 
enabled  us  to  reach  the  village-inn  in  safety, 
where  the  old  crazv,  rumblinsr  family-coach 
stood  waiting  the  Squire^s  arrival,  wlio,  after 
making  inquiries  respecting  Lewis,  was  in- 
formed by  the  compassionate  landlady,  that  the 
*'poor  young  man  was  ill  a-bed,  with  a  sort 
of  a  nervous  head-ache  like." 

'*  A  wliat  y  said  Mr.  GryfTyths,  with  huge 
contempt;  "  a  nervous  head-ache  ?  Never  heard 
of  a  such  a  thin<j  in  all  my  life  !  If  it  had  been 
tlie  <jout,  indeed — but  nerves  ! — What  will  he 
liave  next,  I  wonder.^"  and  thus  speculating, 
the  Squire  took  his  ])lace  in  tlie  carriage,  and 
offered  me  a  seat  beside  him  ;  while  the  rest  of 
the  ])artv  followed  shortly  afterwards  in  waggons, 
wliich  had  been  duly  matted  and  fitted  up  with 
benches  for  tlieir  accommodation. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVIII. 

AN  UNEXPECTED  DENOUEMENT— A  SUDDEN 

FLIGHT. 

My  time  was  now,  for  the  first  time  since  my 
entrance  into  South  Wales,  beginning  to  pass 
▼ery  much  to  my  satisfaction.  I  was  here, 
there,  and  every  where ;  now  sentimentalizing 
with  the  Nabob,  now  waxing  convivial  with 
the  Squire,  and  now  discussing  local  politics 
with  Caustic  and  my  brother-in-law  at  the  Red 
lion.  I  must  confess  I  should  have  preferred 
a  onore  enlarged  sphere  of  action,  but  this  being 
just  now  wholly  out  of  the  question,  I  had 
nothing  left  for  it,  but  to  make  the  most  of  my 
situation. 

But  prosperity,  like  adversity,  is  not  with- 
out its  drawbacks.      If  it  was  fortunate  for  me 
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in  one  sense  that  I  extended  my  connexions 
among  the  more  respectable  circles ;  in  another, 
it  was  far  otherwise ;  for  it  called  forth  the  jea- 
lousy of  the  narrow-minded  coterie  at  the  Red 
Lion,  who  could  not  understand  upon  what 
principle  of  justice  or  common-sense  it  was,  that 
I  was  more  looked  up  to  than  themselves. 
Much  of  my  luck  was  attributed,  as  a  matter 
of  course,  to  my  profession ;  still  the  club,  with 
the  exceptions  of  Caustic  and  Mr.  Davis,  could 
not,  or  would  not,  be  brought  to  acknowledge 
tliat  a  man  who  but  the  other  day  came  among 
them  as  an  adventurer,  with  scarce  a  penny  in 
his  pocket,  had  now  any  right  to  affect  the  su- 
perior. 

For  some  few  weeks,  however,  their  feelings 
were  confined  to  sneering  insinuations  and  sig- 
nificant shrugs  of  the  shoulders,  whenever  my 
name  happened  to  be  mentioned;  but  by  de- 
grees they  assumed  a  more  offensive  character ; 
first,  it  was  hinted  that  I  gave  myself  unwar- 
rantable airs;    and  secondly,  that   there  was 
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something  mysterious  about  me ;  whereupon  the 
gossips  would  revert  to  my  first  appearance,  with- 
out any  ostensible  motive  among  them,  and  hope 
that  all  would  be  right  ^^  this  time  next  year.*" 
Unfortunately,  so  far  from  endeavouring  to 
soften  this  hostile  disposition,  as  any  rational 
being  in  my  peculiar  situation  would  have  done, 
I  only  increased  its  acerbity  by  my  show  of 
utter  indifference — an  act  of  suicidal  folly  which 
was  very  soon  brought  home  to  me,  in  a  way 
that  I  could  never  have  anticipated. 

It  happened  that  one  day  when  I  dined  with 
Mr.  Oryffyths,  he  was  so  delighted  with  my 
queer,  broad  stories,  that  in  the  exuberance  of 
his  satisfaction,  he  promised  that  when  Lord 
Dwarrys  returned  to  the  castle,  he  would  take 
an  opportunity  of  introducing  me  to  him.  This 
was  the  very  thing  I  most  coveted,  for  I  knew 
that  if  I  could  but  once  gain  such  an  influential 
patron,  there  was  nothing  in  the  way  of  profes- 
sional advancement  that  I  might  not  calculate 
on  during  my  stay  in  South  Wales;  so  hurrying 
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home  in  high  glee,  I  just  stopped  to  oommuni- 

« 

cate  the  news  to  my  wife,  and  then  stepped 
over  the  way  to  the  Red  Lion. 

Never  was  I  in  better  condition — ^never  fuller 
of  anecdote  and  vivacity,  than  on  this  disastrous 

* 

evening.  Not  a  remark  was  thrown  off — as  Mr. 
Gryffy ths  would  say — ^but  I  followed  in  full  cry 
at  its  heels  with  some  apposite  pun  or  joke ;  and 
this  with  so  little  effort,  and  such  invincible 
good  nature,  that  despite  their  late  prejudices, 
the  coterie  again  began  to  look  on  me,  if  not 
with  positive  good-will,  at  least  with  something 
not  very  far  removed  from  it. 

But  one  among  the  assembled  party — omi- 
nous Unit ! — was  silent  amid  the  general  mirth. 
Where  others  affected  the  conciliatory,  hemerely 
sneered,  at  the  same  time  keeping  his  eyes 
fixed  on  mine  with  a  marked  pertinacity  that 
attracted  the  attention  of  the  whole  room,  and 
at  length  so  annoyed  me,  that  thrown  off  my 
guard,  I  said  cavalierly,  ^^  Are  my  face  and 
figure  to  your  liking,  Sir  ?* 
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**  Less  perhaps  than  you  may  suppose,^'  re- 
plied the  fellow,  *^  for  I  have  seen  both  before, 
and  that  not  very  long  since,  under  circum- 
stances which " 

^<  Circumstances  !'^  exclaimed  one  and  all  in 
a  breath,  ^^  what  circumstances  P^ 

"  Oh,  no  matter.     Mr.  Fitz What-dy  V 

calU*em  (with  a  sneer)  I  dare  say  will  under- 
stand me/' 

My  nerves,  always  delicate,  misgave  me  at 
this  trying  moment,  and  I  began  to  run  over  in 
my  mind  what  the  fellow  could  possibly  allude 
to.  Had  he  met  me  on  the  Continent  ?  Had 
he  known  me  as  an  actor  at  MoUymoreen,  or  as 
an  editor  in  London  P  Had  he  been  engaged 
with  me  in  the  election  scenes  at  Humbug  P 
Had  he  been  an  eye-witness  of  my  flight  from 
prison  P  Impossible,  for  surely  I  should  have 
recollected  him  !  Still,  despite  this  conviction, 
I  felt  far  from  comfortable,  and  would  gladly 
have  beat  a  retreat ;  but  for  the  life  of  me,  I 
could  not  summon  dp  a  plausible  excuse,  so 
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there  I  sate,  nailed  to  my  chair,  while  not  less 
than  a  dozen  pair  of  eyes  opened  to  their  widest 
extent,  kept  glaring  on  me,  like  so  many  burn- 
ing glasses 

The  suspicions  of  the  company  being  once 
roused,  they  insisted  on  following  up  the  con- 
versation, notwithstanding  I  made  repeated 
attempts  to  divert  it,  till  driven  to  desperation, 
like  a  stag  at  bay,  1  fixed  a  menacing  look  on 
the  stranger,  and  said,  **  Who,  or  what  you 
may  be.  Sir,  that  thus  claims  an  acquaint- 
ance  ** 

**  Acquaintance,  Sir  ?     God  forbid  !** 

"  Why,  what  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?" 
said  Caustic  peevishly,  *•  if  you  have  aught  to 
say  against  Fitzmaurice,  Sir,  out  with  it.  No 
friend  of  mine  shall  have  his  character  sneered 
away  in  this  manner.  Fair  play^s  a  jewel,  so 
on  with  your  story,  man,  and  be  d — d  to 
you." 

*'  Aye,  on  with  it,^  cried  out  a  dozen  voices 
at  once. 
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I  was  SO  rauch  struck  with  Caustic^s  generous 
bluntness,  that  for  a  few  minutes  I  was  wholly 
unable  to  say  a  word  ;  at  length  deriving  con- 
fidence from  the  reflection  that  I  had  at  least 
one  friend  in  the  room,  I  resumed  my  address 
to  the  stranger  as  follows : — "  Who,  or  what 
you  may  be,  Sir,  that  thus  affects  a  recollection 
of  me,  I  know  not ;  I  have  mixed  much  with 
the  world  in  my  time,  especially  in  the  metro- 
polis, and  my  friend  the  auctioneer  here  who 
has  done  the  same,  knows  well  that  under  such 
circumstances,  a  man  meets  with  strange  ac- 
quaintances.   No  offence  to  you,  Sir.^ 

J  threw  out  this  flattering  insinuation  for  the 
purpose  of  conciliating  the  auctioneer,  who 
however  took  no  notice  of  it  further  than  by  a 
surly  **  humph  !^  on  which  I  continued  my 
address:  ^^it  is  not  unlikely,  therefore,  Sir, 
that  I  may  have  met  with  you  before;  but  most 
assuredly,  wherever  it  was  that  this  rencontre 
took  place,  there  can  be  no  circumstances  at- 
tending it,  which  I  should  wish  to  forget.^ 
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The  stranger  was  stung  with  the  determined 
coolness  of  my  manner,  which  was  not  without 
its  effect  on  the  company,  and  being  moreover 
somewhat  touched  by  frequent  libations  of 
brandy  and  water,  he  replied,  ^^  Since  you 
say,  that  you  have  no  wish  to  forget  the  cir- 
cumstances under  which  I  last  met  you,  I  can 
have  no  hesitation  in  publicly  bringing  them  to 
your  recollection.  But  first  of  all,  I  should 
tell  you,  that  I  am  a  traveller  for  the  Firm  of 
Hoax  and  Co.,  wholesale  chemists  in  Humbug.*" 

The  club  pricked  up  their  ears  at  this  exor- 
dium. The  attorney  was  particularly  attentive, 
and  no  sooner  heard  the  word  ^*  Humbug^' 
mentioned,  than  he  stole  quietly  out  of  the 
room — a  movement  which  filled  me  with  di»- 
may. 

"Humbug!  Humbug!"  said  I,  "true,  I 
passed  through  it  some  months  since  on  my 
road  to  South  Wales ;  and  now  I  think  of  it,  I 
do  remember  having  had  the  good  fortune  to 
spend  an  evening  with  you  at  the  White  Lion. 
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I  am  glad  you  bring  the  matter  to  my  recol- 
lection. Your  health ;  I  hope  you  left  your 
family  well  at  home.*^ 

I  could  see  that  the  company  were  disapr 
pointed  at  this  simple  solution  of  what  had 
appeared  to  them  a  most  important  mystery, 
the  auctioneer  especially  muttered  half-audibly 
between  his  teeth,  *'  pshaw !  is  that  all  ?'^  but, 
together  with  the  others,  he  was  soon  relieved 
from  his  disappointment  by  the  stranger  re- 
plying, '^youVe  mistaken,  Sir,  I  have  no  fa^ 
mily,  nor  am  I  married  !^ 

**  Bless  me,  how  forgetful  I  am  !  I  recollect 
now  you  told  me  you  were  a  bachelor,  and 
amused  me  uncommonly  too,  by  your  quizzical 
allusions  to  the  marriage  state.  What  a  capital 
joke  that  was  of  yours  about  the  fat  widow  of 
Clifton  !^  I  added,  for  necessity  is  the  mother 
of  invention,  and  I  felt  the  importance  of  put- 
ting the  fellow  into  good-humour. 

The  man  stared  at  me  as  if  I  had  been  a 
ghost. 
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*'  Fat  widow  !  Clifton  !  \Yhitc  Lion  !  Sir, 
I  never  spent  an  evening  with  you  .it  the 
White  Lion.  I  never  told  you  a  story  alx)Ut 
a  fat  widow.  I  never  joked  with  you  about 
the  marriage  state.  I  ara  a  plain,  blunt  man 
of  business,  and  detest  joking.  I  nc  ver  cracked 
a  joke  in  all  my  life,  and  never  meant  it/'' 

"  \\^ell,  well,  my  good  Sir,  there''s  no  occa- 
sion to  put  yourself  into  such  a  passion.  I 
miglit  have  known  from  your  face,  you  were 
no  joker.'' 

''  And  from  yours  I  might  have  known, 
what  ril  take  care  the  company  shall  know 
too,  that  you  are  a — swindler.  There,  Sir, 
what  do  you  think  of  that  for  a  joke  ?"" 

iNIy  fiice  burned  like  scarlet  at  this  insult  ; 
"  Sir,''  I  replied,  "  you  are  a  scoundrel,  but 
your  condition  protects  you.  It  is  clear  to  me, 
as  it  must  be  to  every  one  else  in  the  room, 
that  you  are  drunk — shocking  drunk.  I  mifjht 
have  told  you  so  before,  but  a  false  delicacy 
prevented  me.'** 
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**  And  no  false  delicacy  shall  prevent  my 
exposing  you  as  you  deserve  T*  the  fellow 
then  with  the  most  tedious  circumlocution, 
went  through  the  history  of  my  connexion  with 
Alderman  Snodgrass ;  of  my  conduct  during 
the  election,  where  he  first  saw  me  on  the  hust- 
ings ;  of  the  proceedings  that  had  been  insti- 
tuted against  me,  in  consequence  of  my  ^*  deli- 
berate frauds  on  one  who  had  proved  himself 
my  best  friend  -^  of  my  arrest— imprisonment 
— flight — in  a  word,  of  the  whole  of  my  politi- 
cal career  during  my  residence  in  that  most 
villainous  of  all  towns. 

"  But  his  name  ?^  enquired  the  attorney, 
who  bad  re-entered  the  room  while  the  man 
was  in  the  midst  of  his  statement,  ^^  you  have 
forgotten  to  tell  us  that."" 

**  His  name  is  O'^Blamey,  though  it  seems, 
he  now  calls  himself  Fitzmaurice.^ 

**  So  I  thought,^  replied  the  man  of  law, 
'<  and*''-— winking  sagaciously  at  the  company — 
<<  I  have  had  my  suspicions  a  long  time  on  the 
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subject,  though  I  said  nothing  about  it ;  but 
now  in  order  to  be  quite  sure  of  my  man,  I 
have  brought  with  me  an  old  number  of  the 
Humbug  paper,  wherein  this  same  Mr.  O'B-^ 
alias  Mr.  F—  is  described  as  not  only  having 
been  guilty  of  all  that  this  gentleman  has  al- 
leged against  him,  but  as  having  been  seen  on 
the  night  of  the  conflagration,  in  company  with 
a  convicted  felon  who  assisted  to  rob  the  Ordi- 
nary of  the  jail." 

The  parson  here  fairly  groaned  aloud.  '^MHiat, 
rob  a  clergyman  .'^  Oh,  the  sacrilegious  villain! 
Hanging  is  too  good  for  him.**' 

"  I  am  sorry  for  you,  Mr.  Fitz — O^'Blamey 
— or  whatever  else  may  be  your  name,"  said 
Caustic.  *'  Your  pecuniary  di£Sculties  I  could 
have  sympathised  with,  for  all  gentlemoi  are 
liable  to  accidents  of  this  sort ;  but  your  in- 
gratitude to  your  friend  and  benefactor— this  is 
what  no  man  of  honour  can  overlook ;  so  the 
sooner  you  vanish,  the  better.^ 

^^  Right,  captain,^'  said  theauctioneer«  <^  I  ne- 
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ver  half  liked  the  fellow^s  looks.  If  he  had 
been  one  of  the  Allied  Sovereigns,  he  could  not 
have  given  himself  greater  airs.^' 

"  And  he's  my  brother-in-law  !"  gasped  forth 
Mr.  Davis. 

Before  I  could  reply  to  these  flattering  in- 
uendos,  the  attorney  had  pulled  out  the  Hum« 
bug  journal  from  his  pocket,  and  putting  on 
his  spectacles,  commenced  reading  it  aloud ;  but 
scarcely  had  he  got  througli  the  first  sentence, 
when  I  snatched  it  from  his  hands,  tore  it  into  a 
thousand  fragments,  and  flinging  them  in  his 
face,  said,  ''this  is  a  monstrous  conspiracy,  got  up 
for  the  sole  purpose  of  ruining  an  innocent  man; 
but,  Sir,^  turning  fiercely  towards  the  traveller, 
**  rely  on  it,  you  shall  pay  dearly  for  your  out- 
rageous calumnies,  and  this  before  another 
week  is  over  your  head  ;^  and  so  saying,  I 
rushed  towards  the  door,  taking  the  company 
so  completely  by  surprise,  that  not  a  soul  at* 
tempted  to  stop  me. 

When  I  reached  the  street,  I  stood  for  a  mo- 
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ment  like  one  bewildered,  so  sudden  had  been 
the  blow,  with  such  stunning  severity  had  it 
fallen  on  me.  Nevertheless  an  immediate  de- 
cision was  necessary.  Ruin  stared  me  in  the 
face.  By  the  morrow  the  stranger^s  calumnies 
would  be  in  general  circulation  throughout  the 
valley ;  and  not  only  would  my  prospects  be  for 
ever  blasted  in  South  Wales,  but  intelligence 
also  of  the  place  of  my  retreat  would  reach 
Humbug. 

This  last  consideration  decided  me,  and  re- 
membering luckily  that  the  Milford-haven  coach 
would  in  a  few  minutes  pass  the  end  of  the 
street,  and  halt  at  the  Towy-bridge  Inn,  I  re- 
solved on  taking  my  departure  by  it— but  whi- 
ther, I  was  not  just  then  sufficient  master  of 
myself  to  determine. 

Having  come  to  this  decision,  I  rushed  fuU- 
apeed  home.  My  wife  met  me  at  the  door. 
"  Good  news — glorious  news,  my  dear,"  said  I, 
rubbing  my  hands  with  affected  ecstasy,  **  I 
have  just  heard  from  a  friend  at  the  Red  Lion, 
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by  the  merest  accident  in  the  world,  that  my  old 
uncle  at  Pembroke — ^you  must  remember  my 
often  speaking  of  him— now  lies  at  the  point  of 
deaths  and  desires  to  see  me  instantly,  with  the 
view,  no  doubt,  of  making  me  heir  to  his  vast 
property." 

"  Well,  I  declare,**  replied  Mrs.  Fitzmau- 
rice,  ^'  this  is  just  what  I  expected.     I  said 
only  at  breakfast  time,  some  luck  would  befal 
us,  for  I  dreamed  last  night ^ 

'^  Quick,  quick,  my  dear,  I  have  no  time  to 
listen  to  dreams  now.  The  mail  will  pass  the 
end  of  Llandwarrys  within  ten  minutes,  so  give 
me  twenty  pounds  for  my  travelling  expenses, 
as  I  may  perhaps  be  detained  some  little  time 
at  Pembroke.'** 

'*  Twenty  pounds,  Fitzmaurice !     That  is  a 
large  sum ;  I  should  think  ten  would  do.*^ 

'<  No,  no ;  nothing  under  twenty,  and  do  pray 
be  quick.    There  is  not  a  moment  to  lose.^' 

Grumbling,  yet  still  with  more  alacrity  than 
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she  ever  before  evinced  on  such  occasions,  Mrs. 
Fitzmaurice  hastened  to  her  secret  e^crUoirej 
and  in  a  few  minutes  returned  with  the  requi- 
site sum,  just  as  I  heard  the  coach  clattering 
along  the  end  of  the  street,  and  the  well-known 
footstep  of  Mr.  Davis  hastening  across  the  road 
from  the  Red  Lion. 

"  There,  Fitzmaurice,^  said  my  wife,  thr\ist- 
ing  the  money  into  my  hands,  *<  there^s  twenty 
pounds  for  you.  Now,  mind  you  husband  it 
carefully.  YouTl  have  no  need  to  stop  on  the 
road,  and  with  respect  to  the  coachman "" 

*'  Good  bye,  my  dear,  I *" 

^^  You'^ll  be  sure  to  write  and  let  me  know 
how  your  uncle  is." 

"  Yes,  yes." 

**  And  with  respect  to  the  coachman—" 

^'  I  canH  wait,  God  bless  you  ;^  and  with  these 
words  I  hurried  off  to  the  Towy-bridge,  my 
wife  calling  after  me,  **be  sure  you  only  give 
the   coachman   sixpence;  some  folks,  I  know. 
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give  8  shilling ;   but  you  will  go  outside,  of 
course,  so  sixpence  will  be  quite  enough.'^ 

And  thus  abruptly  terminated  my  rustication 
in  a  Welch  village,  to  the  great  vexation  of  the 
undertaker,  who  had  been  induced,  on  the 
strength  of  it,  to  set  up  his  one-horse-chaise. 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH. 


THE  PATRIOT. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX. 

A  SUDD£N  EESOLUTION— A  MEETING  WITH 
AN  OLD  ACQUAINTANCE. 

^<  Hail,  land  of  my  earliest  and  best  affec- 
tions !  Long,  too  long  have  I  been  a  reluctant 
wanderer  from  thy  shores ;  but  now  I  return, 
friendless  indeed,  but  in  manhood^s  prime,  to 
associate  thine  interests  with  mine,  to  attach 
myself  to  thine  injured  sons,  to  live  with  them 
— to  plead  for  them — ^to  suffer  for  them — and, 
if  necessary,  to  die  for  them.  Oh,  what  are  the 
enjoyments  of  wealth,  rank,  or  intellect,  com- 
pared with  those  which  visit  the  pilgrim'^s  heart, 
when  after  many  wanderings  by  sea  and  land, 
aflter  many  misfortunes,  aggravated,  haply  by 
his  own  indiscretions,  or,  what  is  oftener  the 
case,  by  the  ingratitude  of  others,  he  once  mare 
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treftds  the  green  turf  of  his  natiTe  land  ?  Oh, 
nerer  till  now,  did  I  fed  the  full  magic  of  that 
little  word — country.  Now,  indeed,  I  am  at 
home.  Every  face  I  see  wears  a  firiendly  and 
familiar  smile ;  every  tongue  is  tipped  with  a 
brogue  that  is  more  than  music  to  my  ear  I^ 

Such  were  my  reflections  as  I  sat  alone  in  my 
.odgings  in  Dublin,  gazing  from  an  open  win- 
dow at  the  crowds  that  passed  below.  Soon, 
however,  my  reverie  was  cut  short,  by  a  tre- 
mendous chorus  of  voices  raised  in  every  oon- 
ceiveable  variety  of  intonation.  Looking  up  the 
street  to  see  what  occasioned  such  dissonance,  I 
beheld  slowly  advancing  along  the  pavement,  a 
tall,  burly  gentleman,  followed  close  by  a  pretty 
considerable  sprinkling  of  the  seven  millions. 

As  the  stranger  drew  near  the  spot  above 
which  I  was  stationed,  I  had  ample  leisure  to 
scrutinize  him.  Apparently,  he  was  between 
forty  and  fifty  years  of  age;  cheerful  and 
comely  in  face,  with  an  eye  slightly  puckered 
up  at  the  angles,  and  expressing  infinite  shrewd- 
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ness  and  humour.  His  build  was  Atlantssan, 
particularly  about  the  shoulders,  which  looked 
as  though  they  were  capable  of  sustaining  the 
weight  of  the  two  fattest  Protestant  bishops  of 
the  most  oppressed  country  on  earth. 

And  who  was  this  Patagonian  peripatetic, 
who  walked,  and  talked,  as  though  he  should 
say  <*  I  am  Sir  Oracle,  let  no  dog  bark  when  I 
do  speak^'  ?  Who  but  the  mighty  Agitator — 
O'Cromwdl ! 

On  what  trifles  do  the  leading  events  of  life 
at  times  depend  !  The  fall  of  an  ^pple  made 
Newton  a  philosopher.  The  sight  of  O'Crom  well 
confirmed  me  a — patriot !  My  wandering  re- 
solves— ^my  undecided  speculations  were  called 
home  and  fixed  at  once.  I  felt  the  soul  of 
Brutus  stir  within  me.  **  Yes,^'  said  I,  in  a  sud- 
den transport  of  enthusiasm,  '^  I  too  will  de- 
vote myself,  body  and  soul,  like  a  Hannibal  or 
a  Flunket,  on  the  altar  of  my  country.  I  have 
got  the  best  of  all  patriotic  requisites,  an  empty 
pocket.     It  is  astonishing  what  a  fierce,  outr»- 
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geous  love  of  country  throbs  in  the  bosom  of 
him  who  has  scarcely  a  sixpence  in  the  world. 
Oh,  to  be  as  powerful  as  O'Cromwell!  To  be 
followed,  like  him,  by  the  shouts  of  admiring 
thousands ;  to  have  the  pulses  of  a  nation  beat 
as  those  of  an  individual,  at  one''s  lightest 
word  and  action;  to  be  the  barometer  by  which 
the  funds  are  regulated,  and  the  movements  of 
troops  decided  ;  to  be  the  bug-bear  of  Cabinets, 
freedom's  bulwark  and  despotism's  scourge ; 
idolized  on  the  banks  of  the  St.  Laurence,  exe- 
crated beside  the  Danube  and  the  Neva:  — 
oh,  but  for  one  day,  one  hour,  to  wield  the 
sceptre  of  this  mighty  demagogue ! 

Such  were  the  ambitious  aspirations  of  my 
newly  awakened  patriotism.  Virtuous  wishes  ! 
How  have  they  been  repaid  ! 

Next  day  a  grand  Catholic  meeting  was  held 
at  the  Corn  Exchange,  I  went,  and  lo,  the 
Agitator  !  He  was  seated  in  smiling  dignity  at 
the  upper-end  of  the  room,  listening  to  a  thin, 
sallow,   acetous   orator,  who   looked   as   if   he 
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had  been  begotten  of  a  crab-apple  on  a  vin^ar 
cruet ;  and  who  was  pouring  forth  hot  words  of 
spleen  and  passion,  while  his  every  feature  ap- 
peared convulsed,  like  the  Delphic  priestess 
under  the  influence  of  oracular  inspiration. 

No  sooner  had  this  atrabilarious  Demos- 
thenes resumed  his  seat,  than  silence  for  a  few 

minutes  ensued  ;  and  then  a  loud,  unanimous 
call  for  O^Cromwell,  which  that  illustrious  in- 
dividual was  by  no  means  slow  to  obey. 

He  commenced  in  dulcet  accents,  but  when 
fairly  launched  into  his  theme — ^the  enor- 
mous  injuries  inflicted  cm  Erin  by  the  sister*. 
country — he  recapitulated  those  injuries  in  a 
style  add  with  a  spirit  that  absolutely  electrified 
his  audience,  whose  attention  he  kept  on  the 

« 

stretch  for  full  four  hours ;  when,  the  business 
of  the  day  being  at  an  end,  he  sailed  away, 
like  some  triumphant  seventy-four  with  a  tu- 
multuous mob  in  his  wake ;  and  next  day,  six 
columns  of  his  ^'winged  words^  were  on  their  way 
to  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  three  kingdoms. 
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<<  Here*s  fiune,^  said  I,  as  I  dowlj  and 
thoughtfully  quitted  the  place  of  meeting, 
^  here^s  power !  Here's  aU  that  man  can  desire ! 
No  wonder  that  the  weaver  quits  his  loom — the 
smith  his  forge — the  labourer  his  plough — the 
clerk  his  desk — the  apprentice  his  counter- 
that  all  professions,  all  trades  are  at  a  stand- 
still throughout  Ireland — when  expert,  enthu- 
siastic patriots  like  these,  ply  hourly  the 
wholesome  task  of  agitation.**' 

On  turning  down  Sackville-street,  on  my  road 
back  to  my  lodgings,  I  heard  a  familiar  voice 
pronounce  my  name ;  and  looking  round,  behdd 
my  old  colleague  Donovan,  with  whom  it  may  be 
recollected  I  bad  had  a  little  dispute  in  London, 
touching  a  certain  libel  for  which  he  wished  to 
make  me  responsible.  He  was  now  engaged  as 
a  reporter  on  a  Dublin  Journal,  and  filled  up 
his  leisure  hours  by  occasionally  holding  forth 
at  the  Com  Exchange. 

To  meet  Donovan  and  to  ask  him  to  dinner, 
were  the  acts  of  one  and  the  same  moment.     I 
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had  kmg  since  forgiven  his  behaviour  to  me, 
and  as  he  seemed  equally  disposed  to  be  con- 
ciliatory, we  agreed  to  adjourn  to  a  neighbour- 
ing tavern  and  pass  a  social  evening  together. 

There  are  few  greater  pleasures  in  life — few 
that  more  actively  call  forth  our  dormant  sym- 
pathies than  sudden  meetings  of  this  sort ;  more 
especially  after  time,  absence,  and  continual 
commerce  with  the  world  have  wrought  their 
usual  blighting  effects  on  our  feelings.  They 
are  like  sunny  glimpses  of  spring  bursting  forth 
in  the  midst  of  winter ;  we  feel  that  they  are 
bom  and  will  die  with  the  day,  and  relish  them 
for  their  very  evanescence. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  when  the  good 
cheer  had  opened  our  hearts,  Donovan  gave  me 
the  history  of  that  **  cursed  libel,^  which  it  seems 
had  not  only  been  the  means  of  subjecting  him 
to  fine  and  imprisonment,  but  had  saddled  him 
besides  with  a  host  of  legal  expenses,  which  he 
was  only  enabled  to  liquidate  by  the  sale,  at  a 
heavy  loss,  of  his  Sunday  Journal.    <<How- 
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ever,'*  he  added  with  yivacity,  when  he  had 
tirougfat  his  nanatiye  to  a  close.  ^Hhese  things 
are  aU  done  with  now ;  I  have  quitted  London 
for  ever,  and  am  here  a  fixed  resident  in  Dub- 
lin, where  I  havebeen  upwards  of  three  months. 
But  what  brings  you  over  the  water  ?  A  truant 
disposition,  or  a  pressmg  necessity  ?^ 

^<Oh,  the  old  stOTy,  necessity,^  I  replied; 
and  without  entering  too  minutely  into  the  his- 
tory of  my  adventures  since  we  last  parted  (for 
I  am  naturally  delicate  in  alluding  to  my  own 
private  affairs),  I  contented  myself  with  a  brief, 
rambling  sketch,  and  then  proceeded  to  ask 
advice  as  to  the  best  and  readiest  means  of 
putting  my  new  resolves  into  execution. 

*<  My  good  fellow,^  answered  Donovan,  your 
ntentions  are  every  way  worthy  of  you ;  but 
here,  in  Dublin,  they  will  be  found,  I  fear,  im- 
practicable.  The  Liberal  press  is  already  over- 
stocked."" 

'^Then,  what  am  I  to  do*^ — where  betake 
myself?^' 


/ 
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*'  Those  are  questions  more  easily  asked  than 
answered.'*' 

^*  But,  surely,  your  tact  and  experience  can 
help  me  to  some  suggestion  ?^ 

*«  Upon  my  soul,  I  can^t.  All  I  know  is, 
that  in  Dublin  you  have  not  the  slightest 
chance.  Whjy  even  I  have  made  no  great  hit 
as  yet,  whatever  I  may  do  hereafter ;  how  then 
can  you  ? — ^but  I  hate  comparisons:  lef s  talk 
of  something  dse.^ 

But  this  was  not  what  I  wanted ;  so,  in  a  few 
minutes,  I  returned  to  the  charge,  by  announcing 
my  intention  of  offering  my  services  to  the 
editors  of  the  Dublin  journals:  whereupon, 
Donovan,  jealous,  no  doubt,  of  such  a  com- 
petitor, said : — 

*'  A  good  idea  has  just  struck  me.  Why  not 
try  the  provincial  Press  ?  A  county  newspaper, 
in  a  Catholic  district,  will  be  the  very  thing  for 
you.  You  will  find  no  rivals  there ;  and,  by 
exerting  due  tact,  may  make  yourself  as  popular 
as  you  please.'" 
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^  Bot  the  araia  is  so  ciicoinscribed.^ 

*<  Stuff  !  How  can  you  teU,  till  you  try  ? 
.But  suppose  it  is,  you  can  enlarge  it.** 

**  Yes ;  but  to  tail  back  again,  after  all  one'*s 
efforts  to  emerge  trom  it,  to  the  oooditioD  of  a 
village  Hampden——^ 

^  Betttf  that  than  nothing.^ 

'*  Oh,  of  course ;  but  I  am  by  no  means  sure 
that  my  case  is  yet  so  desperate !  However,  let 
us  drop  the  subject  for  the  present ;  to-morrow 
evening  I  will  call,  and  acquaint  you  with  my 
decision.^ 

We  separated  shortly  afterwards;  and  the 
next  day,  without  hinting  a  syllable  of  my  in- 
tentions to  Donovan,  I  made  the  round  of  the 
Dublin  morning  and  evaaing  papers,  with  an 
offer  of  my  services ;  but  meeting  with  equal 
discouragement  at  every  office  I  visited,  and 
seeing,  moreover,  that  there  was  not  a  moment 
to  be  lost,  I  resolved  on  adopting  Donovan^s 
suggestion. 

*'  I  congratulate  you,^*  said  he,  when  we  met 


A   BASHFUL    IRISHMAN.  165 

pursuant  to  agreement,  *'  on  your  decision.     In 
what  way  do  you  propose  to  proceed  ?^ 

**  By  advertising.  I  know  of  no  other  me- 
thod.** 

**  Humph  !  Precarious,  to  say  the  least  of 
it.  Far  better  to  work  through  the  agency  of 
private  connexion.^ 

*<But  I  have  no  private  connexion,  unless, 
indeed,  you  can  assist  me.'^ 

"  May  be  I  can. — What  say  you  to  a  trip, 
by  way  of  experiment,  to  Ballinabrogue  .^^ 
"  Why  do  you  ask  ?"" 

*'  For  five  good  reasons.  First,  because  the 
district  is  the  most  decidedly  Catholic  in  all 
Ireland ;  secondly,  because  it  aflTords  a  fine 
opening  for  constitutional  agitation ;  thirdly, 
because  the  inhabitants  are  wealthy ;  fourthly, 
because  an  important  Catholic  meeting  is  to  be 
held  there  within  the  month,  at  which  you  may 
exhibit  your  eloquence  to  advantage;  and, 
lastly,  because  the  editor  and  proprietor  of  the 
leading  Ballinabrogue  journal  is  my  very  par- 
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ticular  friend.  Here  is  a  goodly  show  of  rea- 
sons for  you  l^ 

^^  And  equally  unanswerable.*' 

*^  Then  you  will  think  seriously  of  my  pro- 
posal?'" 

<«  I  accede  to  it  at  once.*" 

"  Good ;  and  I  will  pave  the  way  for  you  by 
a  letter  of  introduction  to  the  proprietor  in 
question,  who,  as  my  friend,  will  put  you  in  the 
way  of  acquiring  a  connexion,  which  you  may 
extend  or  not  as  you  please;  and,  possibly, 
should  the  editorial  chair  be  vacant,  enthrone 
you  in  that  seat  of  honour.** 

"  My  dear  fellow,^  said  I,  grasping  him 
warmly  by  the  hand,  '*  I  am  eternally  your 
debtor." 

*^  Just  what  my  confounded  tailor  says  of  me, 
whenever  I  chance  to  meet  him/* 

^^M^hat  is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  to 
whom  you  are  going  to  introduce  me  ?'* 

^*  Flannaghan  ;  and  youll  find  him  as  able 
and  willing  to  assist  you,  as  any  man  that  ever 
breathed." 
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**  Thank  God  for  that ;  for  I  never  was  in 
more  need  of  a  friend,^  with  which  words  we 
parted ;  and  early  on  the  following  day,  having 
received  testimonials,  letters  of  introduction, 
and  so  forth,  I  mounted  his  Majesty's  mail,  and 
made  the  best  of  my  way  to  Ballinabrogue.  ' 

Nothing  of  the  slightest  importance  occurred 
during  the  journey,  except  that  the  coach  was 
stopped  on  the  road,  the  guard  robbed  of  his 
bags,  and  the  coachman  twice  shot  at  from  be- 
hind a  hedge. 
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CHAPTER  XL. 


ECCE    ITEEUM    CKISFINUS !— ONCE   MORE 

AN  EDITOR ! 


The  first  thing  I  did  on  reaching  Ballina- 
brogue,  was  to  ensconce  myself  in  a  suitable 
lodging  ;  the  second,  to  find  out  the  proprietor 
of  the  county  journal,  by  whom,  as  an  old  ac- 
quaintance of  Donovan,  I  calculated  on  being 
favourably  received. 

Mr.  Flannaghan,  however,  happened  to  be 
out  when  I  called,  engaged  as  witness  on  a  trial 
at  the  quarter  sessions ;  whereupon,  leaving  my 
credentials  enclosed  in  an  explanatory  note,  I 
placed  it  in  the  clerk'^s  hands,  with  a  special  re- 
quest that  he  would  tell  his  master  the  instant 
he   came  back,  that  the  person  who  left  the 
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letter  would  himself  call  for  an  answer  in  the 
course  of  the  day. 

In  the  evenings  accordingly,  I  presented  my- 
self again  at  the  oflSce,  and  was  ushered  into  the 
proprietor's  private  room.     I  found  him,  just 
as  Donovan  had  described  him,  a  frank,  jovial, 
good-natiued  Irishman — one  of  that  class  of 
beings  with  whom  one  is  at  home  in  an  instant. 
Yet,  though  social  in  temperament,  Mr.  Flan- 
nagban  was  not  without  strong  political  feelings, 
being  a  staunch  Catholic,  and  an  equally  staunch 
O^Cromwellite.     I  know  not  that  I  have  any 
thing  further  to  observe  of  him,  than  that  he 
was  held  in  general  esteem  among  his  neigh* 
hours ;  moved  in  excellent  circles  (for  he  was  a 
gentleman  by  birth  as  well  as  by  feeling),  and, 
in  point  of  fortune,  was  in,  what  may  be  called, 
«  easy  circumstances  ;^  and  this,  independently 
of  the  emoluments  he  derived  from  his  journal, 
which,  being  the  oldest  and  the  most  liberal, 
enjoyed  by  far  the  gpreatest  circulation  of  any 
newspaper  in  that  quarter  of  Ireland. 

VOL.  II.  I 
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Such  a  ooonexioD  was  quite  a  god-send  to  an 
embryo  patriot  like  myself,  and  more  espedallj 
was  it  of  value,  because  from  the  circumstances 
of  his  being  a  man  of  substance,  and  by  no 
means  a  chick  in  age,  Mr.  Flannaghan  had  of 
late  begun  to  entertain  certain  convivial  predi* 
lections,  which  at  times,  when  politics  were 
fiercer  than  usual— and  such  was  the  case  when 
I  made  my  appearance  at  Ballinabrogue-^ien- 
dered  the  conduct  of  his  journal  not  a  little 
irksome  to  him. 

Under  these  circumstances,  he  naturally 
looked  on  me  as  an  angel  sent  from  heaven 
to  his  deliverance ;  so  the  question  of  writing, 
and  upon  what  terms,  was  broached,  even  on 
our  first  interview ;  in  the  course  of  which 
I  took  care  to  let  drop  cursorily,  and  as 
if  the  detaib  were  drawn  from  me,  a  discreet 
sketch  of  the  rise,  progress,  and  termination  of 
my  connexion  with  the  London  Press,  to  which 
Mr.  Flannaghan  listened  with  marked  atten- 
tion ;  but  taking  for  granted,  that  like  a  man  of 
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the  world,  he  would  believe  only  one^half  of 
what  I  said,  I  was  resolved  that  one-half  should 
be  such  as  to  ensure  me  a  favouraUe  verdict. 

It  was  not  till  a  late  hour,  after  an  agreeable, 
and,  considering  the  circumstances,  quite  a  con- 
fidential teted-tetej  that  I  took  leave  of  my  hos»^ 
patable  host.  The  best  part  of  the  next  day 
I  spent  in  drawing  up  a  political  communica^ 
don  in  the  form  of  a  *'  letter  from  a  correi^n* 
dent,"  with  a  view  to  keep  alive  public  interest 
in  favour  of  the  approaching  Catholic  meeting. 
As  this  article  was  penned  con  amarey  I  am 
willing  to  suppose  that  it  was  skilfully  exe- 
cuted; at  any  rate,  it  answered  its  purpose; 
for  being  peppery  and  personal,  it  drew  from 
Mr.  Flannaghan  the  naive  acknowledgment, 
that  he  could  not  have  done  it  better  himself. 
I  should  think  not.     But  I  did  not  say  so. 

This  communication  was  followed  up  by 
some  five  or  six  rampant  leading  articles,  which 
I  had  the  good  fortune  to  find  favourably  no- 
by  the  quidntmcs  in  the  neigbourhood— 

i2 
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SO  favourably,  indeed,  and  so  opportunely,  as 
to  induce  Mr.  Flannaghan,  without  further 
liesitation,  to  make  over  to  me  his  editorial 
functions,  to  which  he  attached  a  weekly  sti- 
pend, just  sufficient  to  enable  me  to  keep  my 
head  above  watei*. 

But  til  is  was  not  the  only  kindness  I  received 
at  the  hands  of  this  estimable  individual.  As 
our  acquaintance  strengthened,  he  introduced 
me  to  many  respectable  Catholics,  who,  fasci- 
nated by  my  modest  demeanour;  by  the  con- 
summate knowledge  I  appeared  to  possess  of 
the  state  of  parties  in  Ireland ;  and  above  all, 
bv  the  freshness  and  enthusiasm  which  I 
brought  to  the  stale  question  of  Emancipa- 
tion, treated  me  with  signal  respect  and  cour- 
tesy. 
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CHAPTER  XLI. 

HOW  TO  TALK  POLITICS. 

Th£  day  appointed  for  the  Catholic  Meeting 
was  now  fast  approaching.  For  some  time  pre 
viously,  it  had  been  the  theme  of  general  dis- 
cussion throughout  the  country,  arraying  the 
two  parties  of  Papist  and  Protestant  more  vio- 
lently than  ever  against  each  other. 

On  the  evening  preceding  it^  I  paid  a  visit  to 
Mr.  Flannaghan,  who,  since  his  retirement,  had 
taken  up  his  residence  in  a  cottage  just  outside 
the  town.  As  it  was  late  when  I  called,  I  found 
him  seated  over  his  "night-cap,*^  with  a  Pro- 
testant friend  and  neighbour,  one  Kelly,  a  lean, 
pompous  attorney,  with  a  short  body  and  long 
legs,  like  a  pair  of  tongs*  whom  I  had  once  or 
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twice  before  seen  in  his  company,  and  who,  in 
common  with  many  other  persons  of  the  same 
persua&ion,  bore  with  Mr.  Flannaghan^s  politics 
in  consideration  of  his  excellent  qualities  as  a 
man.  The  curtains  were  drawn,  a  cheerful 
blaze  went  roaring  up  the  chimney,  a  box  of 
Havannah  cigars  was  on  the  table,  and  both 
gentlemaa  seemed  imbued  with  a  befitting 
sense  of  the  comforts  of  their  condition. 

Mr.  Flannaghan  had  evidently  been  just  de- 
livered of  one  of  his  smartest  anecdotes;  for 
when  I  entered,  a  dying  grin  Ftill  lingered  on 
his  guest's  countenance. 

^^  I  can  guess,  O'Blamey,*^  said  the  former, 
'^  what  brings  you  here  at  this  late  hour.  It  is 
about  to-morrow*s  Meeting.^' 

*^  Yes,  I  am  anxious  to  know  whether  you 

will  attend  or  not.*" 

"  That  will  depend  on  the  weather.  Youll 
speak,  of  course.**^ 

''  I  can^t  avoid  it,  for  the  committee  have 

placed  in  my  hands  one  of  the  most  important 
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resolutions.    But  surely,  Sir,  you'll!  say  some- 
thing, as  well  as  the  rest  of  us.^' 

*•  No,  no,"  replied  Mr.  Flannaghan ;  "  at  my 
age,  men  begin  to  sicken  of  public  life." 

<*I  wish  to  God,  Flannaghan,*^  said  Mr. 
Kelly,  *^  that  all  Catholics  were  as  sensible  as 
yourself." 

'*  Why,  I^-certainly— do — flatter — ^myself," 
drawled  out  mine  host,  stroking  his  chin  with 
an  air  of  much  self  complacency — *^  I  do  flatter 
myself,  that  if  I  have  one  redeeming  quality 
beyond  another,  it  is  jnst  a  sufficient  stock  of 
common  sense  to  enable  me  to  steer  clear  of  all 
extremes.  I  detest  your  bigoted  partisans  who 
look  only  to  their  own  side  of  a  question.'^ 

"  Thaf  s  precisely  my  way  of  thinking,''  re- 
joined Mr.  Kelly,  ^^  and  therefore  is  it,  that  I 
fed  such  pleasure  in  chatting  with  you.  Though 
we  sometimes  differ,  (as  who  do  not  ?)  yet  we 
always  do  so  with  temper  " 

*'  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  for  some  other 
friends  of  ours.    Do  you  remember  Hourgan 
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last  Sunday  aX  the  news-room  ?  What  an  ass 
he  made  of  himself  about  your  Attorney-Gene- 
ral, Saurin  ?    I  never  saw  a  man  so  violent.^ 

^^  Come,  come,**^  rejoined  Mr.  Kelly,  with  a 
good-humoured  smile ;  *'  you  are  too  severe, 
Flannaghan.  The  fellow  was  warm,  certainly ; 
but  then,  consider,  he  had  the  best  of  the  ar- 
gument." 

**The  worst,  you  mean;  men  in  the  right 
never  lose  their  temper." 

"  Why,  surely,  my  good  fellow,  you  won't 

pretend  to  deny,   that  William  Saurin  is  a  man 

of  first-rate  powers  of  mind  ?   Even  his  bitterest 

enemies  allow  that.*" 

''  If  for  <  mind '  you  will  substitute  ^  brass,' 

I  will  agree  with  you  with  all  my  soul.'' 

^^  Hah  !  hah  !  I  love  a  joke  in  season  as  well 
as  any  one,  but  this  trifling  is  a  little  mistimed, 
for  if  there  be  one  man  distinguished  beyond 
all  his  compeers  by  his  learning,  his  sagacity, 
his  boldness,  his  stem,  strait-forward  integrity, 
Saurin  is  that  man." 
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**  I  acknowledge  him,^  replied  Mr.  Flanna- 
ghan,  *'  to  be  a  shrewd,  bold,  active        ^ 

*'  Come  now,  that^s  handsome ;  thafs  just 
what  I  should  have  expected  from  you.  Ah, 
Flannaghan,  if  all  Catholics  thought  as  you  do, 
Ireland  would  not  be  what  she  now  is — a  hot- 
bed of  sedition.^ 

'*  And  if  she  be  so,  Kelly,  who  but  your  As- 
cendancy-men are  to  blame  ?^' 

<'  You  are  hasty,  my  dear  Sir,  take  time  and 
digest  your  thoughts.  Come,  suppose  we  re- 
plenish,*^ and  so  saying,  Mr.  Kelly  filled  his 
glass,  and  handed  over  the  ladle  to  mine  host. 

By  this  time  the  punch  was  beginning  to 
tettj  seeing  which,  I  turned  the  conversation,  by 
enquiring  of  Mr.  Kelly,  whether  he  had  seen 
the  King  during  his  late  stay  in  Dublin.  But 
my  efforts  were  fruitless.  The  demon  of  poll- 
tics  had  taken  full  possession  of  both  gentlemen, 
who,  though  usually  shy  of  discussing  public 
matters,  yet  seemed  resolved,  on  this  occasion, 

I  3 
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:o  n^ake  up  for  past  reserves  by  an  inordinate 
t\:.:l^:tion  of  candour. 

Mv  allusion.  therefore,to  the  roval  visit,  so  far 
:'-  :::  Ivirg  pnxluctive  of  g(x>d,  only  brought  mat- 
ters to  a  sp^vtiier  crisis,  for  Mr.  Flannaghan,  en- 
'^ri::r»i:  oc  the  question,  said,  "  See,  Kelly,  what 
'. . -jr  Kirtv  ha\  e  revluced  Ireland  to  !  Before  the 
K::  .:  lar.Jtd  on  these  shores,  we  were,  compara- 
:.'»e'y  -ixaking,  tranquil.     If  we  had  no  great 
v.- j>e  Kr  liojv,  neither  had  we  any  for  despair. 
B.::  \  ou  tOi>k  care  that  even  this  neixative  state  of 
::.:   c^  >V.o;.ld  no:  continue:  for,  no  sooner  had 
-  M:t  c>rv  made  his  apix'arance  among  us,  than, 
'  ^!.:  a:^i  dav  vou  beset  him,  until  vou  finally 
-•.:.\ix\:.vi   in   anitirming  your  old    monopoly, 
>'....  for  u-i  you  procureii — what?    The  barren 
!:  !^..  ::r — say  rather,  the  insulting  mockery — of 
a  r  n\.l  It  iter,  comprising  a  royal  blessing,  and 
a<  IV. i: til  bad  ixranunar  as  is  usually  to  be  met 
%  ::n  in  a  Kin.g*s  >jxxH:h,    Can  you  wonder  that 
\N0  are  iiKiicnanl  at  such  conduct  Y^ 
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My  dear  Flannaghan/'  said  Mr.  Kelly , 
vfith  assumed  calmness,  ^^  this  may  be  all  very 
fine,  but  to  say  the  truth,  I  prefer  your  punch 
to  your  principles.  However,  every  man  has  a 
right  to  his  own  opinion.^' 

^^  Bravo!  I  see  we  shall  make  a  convert  of 
you  at  last." 

"  Never,  Mr.  Flannaghan,  never.  Sir.  If  I 
thought  that "" 

**  My  good  fellow,  don^'t  think  at  all ;  of 
what  use  is  reflection,  if  it  tends  only  to  confirm 
prejudice  ?^ 

*^  No  man  can  entertain  a  greater  horror  of 
prejudice  than  myself,  as  I  think  I  have  sufii- 
ciently  proved  by  saying  nothing  against  your 
frantic  Meeting  of  to-morrow." 

*^  Frantic  Meeting !  Rely  on  it,  Kelly,  no 
public  Meeting  at  which  O'^CromwelPs  spirit 
presides,  can  be  otherwise  than  rational." 

Up  to  this  period,  the  Attorney  had  kept  his 
feelings  under  tolerable  restraint,  but  the  name 
"  0*Cromwell  ^  now  caused  them  to  boil  over. 
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"  CCromwell  !^  said  he,  with  vehemence, 
'^  pray,  don't  mention  that  man's  name  again. 
Nothing  but  the  respect  I  bear  you,  can  make 
me  sit  still,  while  he  is  made  the  subject  of 
praise.  He  has  done  more  injury  to  Ireland 
than  all  the  Rapparees  or  Rockites  that  ever 
robbed — burned — or  cut  a  throat.'** 

"  Fine  words,  Mr.  Kelly ;  nevertheless,  I 
think  you  will  be  puzzled  to  prove  them.  Did 
you  read  O'CromwelPs  last        '^ 

"  O'Cromwell  again  !** 

"  Yes ;  and  why  not  ?  Once — twice — thrice 
— or  a  dozen  times  if  I  choose  it  ?  I  say,  Mr. 
Kelly,  I  say  Sir,  did  you  read  his  last  speech  at 
the  Corn  Exchange."*' 

"  Not  I  indeed."*' 

"  Why,  surely,  you  are  not  apprehensive  of 
being  too  speedily  convinced  ?^ 

^^  This  is  poor  trifling,  Mr.  Flannaghan  ;  but 
since  you  talk  of  reading,  I  wish  I  could  per- 
suade you  to  read  Saurin's  Address  to  the  Pro- 
testants of  Londonderry ;  it  would  help  you  to 
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a  much  sounder  vdn  of  thinking  than  you  at 
present  possess.^ 

^^What?  I  read  Saurin!  I  thank  God,  I 
never  yet  perused  a  line  of  the  bigot^s  non- 

I 

*<  Bon^t  abuse  a  better  man  than  yourself.^ 
Better,  Mr.  Kelly  ?^ 

Yes,  better,  Mr.  Flannaghan.  I  speak 
plain  English,  don^t  I  ?  How  would  you  have 
me  speak  ?  Like  O'Cromwell  ?*^ 

«  Egad,  it  wiU  be  news  to  me  indeed,  when  I 
hear  that  you  speak  like  him.'" 

**  Sir,**  retorted  the  Attorney,  fiercely,  **  give 
me  leave  to  tell  you,  that  you  are,  without  ex- 
ception, the .** 

I  here  attempted  a  second  time  to  interfere. 
**  For  heaven's  sake,  gentlemen,  cease  these  per- 
sonalities. They're  unworthy  of  friends,  who,  in 
their  cooler  moments,  mutually  respect  each 
other." 

«  Respect  r  thundered  Mr.  Kelly,  *•  what 
respect  can  I  have  for  one  who  has  the  assurance 
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to  condemn  a  man,  of  whose  writings  he  con- 
fesses to  know  nothing/"* 

"  That  is  to  say,  I  know  as  much  about 
Saurin,  as  you  know  about  O "Cromwell.'^ 

"Granted;  but,  pray  consider  the  differ- 
cnce " 

"  Consider  !  1^11  consider  nothinff."*^ 

*'  Oh,  very  well ;  I  see  there'^s  no  contending 
with  ignorance  and  bigotry."" 

"  This  to  me,  in  my  own  house  ?"*'  exclaimed 
mine  host,  starting  up,  and  thrusting  his  chair 
behind  him,  "  there''s  the  door,  Sir." 

i\Ir.  Kelly  rose  at  the  same  moment,  and, 
with  equal  heat,  while  I,  by  endeavouring  to 
appease  him,  only  drew  down  his  wrath  on  my- 
self. 

"  What  business  is  it  of  yours  ?"*"*  he  said, 
*'  who  asked  you  for  your  opinion.  Sir  P**"*  then, 
before  I  could  reply,  he  continued,  "as  for  you, 
Mr.  Flannaghan,  from  this  time  forward,  I 
ihall  take  care  that  we  never  exchange  another 
syllable   together,'"*    and   he  rushed  from    the 


A   BASHFUL   IBIS&MAK.  183 

noose,  banging  the  street-door  after  him  like  a 
whirlwind. 

No  sooner  was  he  gone,  than  <^  Fm  astonished, 
0*Bhmey,^  said  Mr.  Flamiaghan,  <'at  the 
strange — ^the  absurd — the  unaccountable  pre- 
judices which  some  fools  entertain.^ 

«  True ;  but  we  who  are  above  such  preju- 
dices, should  learn  to  make  allowances  for 
them  in  others.'' 

*<  Just  so.  I  see  you  read  my  character  to  a 
T.  Throughout  life,  it  has  always  been  my 
grand  aim  to  keep  my  mind  clear  of  prejudice 
of  any  sort,  which,  no  doubt,  has  contributed  to 
give  me  that  advantage  in  argument,  of  which 
you  have  just  now  seen  a  proof.  Poor  Kelly  ! 
Upon  my  soul,  I  can't  help  pitying  him,  not- 
withstanding his  insolence.  Did  you  observe 
how  foolish  he  looked,  when  I  asked  him  if  he 
had  read  O^CromwellV  last  speech  ?  Egad,  I 
pressed  him  home  there.  He  had  not  a  word 
to  say  for  himself— •the  hot,  spluttering  Po- 
tatoe!" 
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I  did  not  tell  Mr.  Flannagliau  that  he  was  in 
precisely  the  same  predicament  as  regarded 
Saurin's  Address ;  but,  contented  myself  with 
passing  a  variety  of  delicate  encomiums  on  his 
singular  candour  and  magnanimity,  which  I 
could  see  gave  me  a  wonderful  lift  in  his  good 
opinion. 

Omnipotent  flattery !  Let  them  say  what 
thev  will  of  their  Alexanders,  and  Caesars  and 
Napoleons,  but  thou  art  the  only  true  con- 
queror. 


A   BASHFUL   IRISHMAN.  185 


CHAPTER  XLII. 

A   CATHOLIC    MEETING,    AND    ITS   CONSE- 
QUENCES. 

Thk  important  day  at  length  arrived,  and  all 
was  excitement  in  Ballinabrogue,  and  through- 
out the  neighbourhood,  for  the  Meeting  was 
the  first  provincial  one  of  consequence  that  had 
taken  place  since  his  Majesty^s  departure.  I 
spare  my  readers  any  detailed  account  of  it ; 
enough  to  state  that  it  was  attended  by  full 
fifty  thousand  individuals,  scarce  one  of  whom 
but  was  convinced,  before  he  quitted  the  hust- 
ings, that  he  was  the  most  miserable  wretch  that 
ever  crawled  on  the  surface  of  the  earth. 

I  have  said  that  I  shall  be  brief  in  my  de- 
tails of  this  great  Meeting.  But  this  brevity  I 
do  not  intend  to  apply  to  my  own  speech. 
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which  deserves  a  somewhat  minute  analysis,  if 
only  for  the  consummate  ability  which  all  al- 
lowed that  it  displayed. 

People  talk  of  the  modesty  of  the  young 
virgin,  when  she  first  reveals  the  secret  of  her 
heart  to  the  man  she  loves;  but  commend  me 
to  the  modesty  of  the  young  Irish  patriot, 
when  he  makes  his  first  oratorical  appeal  to  his 
countrymen.  With  what  a  shrinking,  bashful 
air  he  stands  before  them  !  In  what  meek,  fal- 
tering, reluctant  accents  he  addresses  them  I 
There  is  no  swagger — no  outrageous  gesticula- 
tion—no  Bobadilism  or  buffoonery  about  him. 
He  is  humbled — overpowered  by  a  sense  of 
his  own  unworthiness;  and  to  more  than  wo- 
raan'^s  grace,  adds  more  than  woman''s  timidity. 
And  then  his  brogue !  What  Syren  sweetness 
in  its  melody,  calculated  to  electrify  Almack's  I 
And  then  his  language!  How  full  of  unso- 
phisticated beauties,  borrowed  neither  from 
Demosthenes  nor  Cicero  !  Did  you  mark  that 
brilliant  metaphor,  proudly  disdainful  of  sense. 
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anJ  soorning  the  ignoble  trammels  of  Syntax  ? 
Again.  Heavens,  what  a  flight  was  there !  Our 
young  orator  has  just  perched  an  eagle  on  the 
chimney-tops  of  Derrinane,  and  peopled  an 
English  Cabinet  with  crocodiles. 

Thus  I  spoke— looked — ^bliished — and  gesti- 
culated, on  this,  my  first,  occasion  of  holding 
forth  in  public  I  commenced  with  a  graceful 
apology  for  my  intrusion  on  the  time  and  pa« 
tience  of  the  Meeting ;  but  observed  that  when 
I  bethought  me  of  the  wrongs  of  unhappy  Erin, 
which  the  stranger  and  the  Saxon  polluted  with 
their  vile  hoof,  my  sensibilities  would  not  be  re* 
pressed.  I  then  alluded  to  the  atrocious  system 
of  corruption,  by  which  the  Ascendancy  faction 
strove  to  perpetuate  its  power.  I  insisted  that 
while  there  was  freedom  for  all  else  in  Ireland ; 
while  the  breeze  blew  free  over  the  mountain ; 
the  stream  wandered  free  through  the  valley ; 
the  cattle  pastured  free  on  the  moor  (except 
when  they  happened  to  be  pounded  for  tithe), 
while  even  the  humblest  Orangeman  exercised 
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the  rights  and  privileges  of  a  freeman; — the 
Catholic  alone,  the  legitimate  inheritor  of  the 
soil,  grovelled,  prostrate  in  the  dust,  bedaubed 
from  head  to  foot  with  the  mud  fluns:  off  from 
the  whirling  chariot- wheels  of  Protestantism, 
as  it  traversed  Erin,  like  a  pestilence,  from  sea 
to  sea.  Quitting  this  part  of  my  theme,  I  re- 
verted with  characteristic  modesty  to  my  own 
sufferings  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  which  I 
stated  had  been  severe,  protracted,  indeed  al- 
most without  parallel ;  and  concluded  amidst  a 
tempest  of  acclamation  that  shook  all  the  bogs 
about  Ballinabrogue. 

This  able  Philippic  being  fully  reported  in 
my  own  journal,  soon  found  its  way  to  the 
Dublin  Press,  by  which  it  was  praised  or 
blamed,  as  squared  with  the  politics  of  those 
wlio  took  it  up.  The  Catholic  papers  ap- 
jilauded  it  to  the  skies  ;  the  Protestant  ones  de- 
nounced it  with  equal  energy.  By  the  former 
1  was  dubbed  a  patriot ;  by  the  latter  a  shoot 
from  the  stock  of  Antichrist. 
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Such  lavish  praise  and  abuse  reacted  of 
course  on  Ballinabrogue ;  and  joined  with  my 
own  personal  activity,  the  zealous  patronage 
of  Mr.  Flannaghan,  and  above  all,  with  the 
apt,  combustible  diatribes  which  I  thundered 
forth  unceasingly  in  my  journal,  had  the  effect 
of  raising  me  into  considerable  notoriety. 

Even  the  haughty  Protestants  now  thought 
me  worthy  of  their  special  animosity ;  and  wdl 
indeed  they  might ;  for  such  was  the  effect  that 
my  hebdomadal  apostrophes  to  freedom  had 
upon  the  Catholic  peasantry,  that  Mr.  Kelly 
was  honoured  by  a  shower  of  Papist  brick-bats, 
at  mid-day  in  the  streets  of  Ballinabrogue; 
and  a  Protestant  magistrate,  whose  conduct 
on  some  particular  occasion  I  found  it  expe- 
dient to  call  in  question,  was  tied  to  a  tree, 
and  soundly  flogged  by  two  enormous  Terry 
Alts. 

As  a  still  further  proof  of  my  popularity,  I 
may  mention  that  on  the  day  following  the 
Meeting,  when  I  happened  to  drop  in  acei* 
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dentally  at  the  theatre,  I  was  recomiized  bv 
the  ijallerv,  and  honoured  with  nine  distinct 
rounds  oi  applause.  Another  recognition  also 
took  place  on  this  occasion,  which  trivial  as  it 
app-^arcvl  at  the  lime,  was  yet  fraught  with  the 
most  disastrous  effect  on  my  after  fortunes, 
Tr.e  play  chanced  to  be  Hamlet,  and  who 
should  come  forward  as  the  representative  of 
the  irAXxiy  Dane,  but  my  old  Gal  way  friend — 
tii.tt  friend  who  was  the  means  of  introducing 
n:e  to  the  stac^e  at  MoUymoreen,  and  assisting 
n.e  in  niv  first  matrimonial  speculation  ! 

As  1  was  seated  in  a  box  rieht  over  the 
orchtstia,  there  could  be  no  mistaking  theman^s 
idtr.tity.  He  was  something  changed  by  time, 
wliich  had  ploughed  two  deep  ruts  down  either 
side  of  his  face  ;  something  more  by  tipple, 
which  had  coppered  his  nose,  and  encircled  his 
eyes  with  a  red,  watery  rim  ;  still  there  was  the 
same  reckless  assumption  of  manner  about  him, 
whicli  had  so  impressed  my  unsophisticated 
fiuicy  in  the  little  way-side  public-house. 


A   BASHFUL    IRISHMAN.  191 

While  I  sate  pondering,  half  in  sadness,  half 
in  pride,  on  the  strange  fatality  that  had  thus 
brought  us  again  together,  under  circumstances 
of  so  opposite  a  nature  to  each,  he  happened  to 
look  up,  when  I  could  see  by  his  sudden,  elec- 
trical start,  that  the  recognition  had  been  mu- 
tual. I  took  no  further  notice  of  him  at  the 
time,  but  early  the  next  day  called  at  the 
theatre,  with  a  view  of  finding  out  his  address, 
when  1  learned  to  my  regret,  that  having  been 
engaged  only  three  nights,  he  had  quitted  Bal- 
linabrogue  by  day-light,  but  where  he  was  gone 
to,  the  manager  could  not  inform  me.  Fatal 
miss !     But  I  will  not  anticipate. 

MHien  I  look  back  on  this  period  of  provin- 
cial excitement,  I  reflect  with  pride  on  the 
share  I  had  in  promoting  it.  Yes,  I  it  was 
who  mainly  contributed  to  raise  the  thunder- 
storm which  was  to  clear  the  labouring  atmos- 
phere ;  and  who  put  the  peasantry  through  a 
wholesome,  stirring  course  of  arson,  burglary, 
and  abduction,  in  order  that  they  might  thereby 
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qualify  themselves  for  the  great  part  they  were 
afterwards  destined  to  play  as  freemen. 

True  it  is,  that  some  ^^boys^  were  trans- 
ported and  others  hanged,  for  these  lively  out- 
breaks of  public  virtue ;  still  this  was  in  strict 
accordance  with  the  ^^  fitness  of  things,"  which 
from  time  immemorial  has  prescribed  that  the 
interests  of  the  few  should  succumb  to  those  of 
the  many.  True  also  is  it,  that  while  exhorting 
others  to  wrestle  for  their  liberty,  I  myself  made 
a  point  of  keeping  out  of  harm^s  way ;  but  Ood 
knows,  this  was  from  no  pusillanimous  motive, 
but  simply  because  it  is  the  duty  of  a  good 
patriot,  like  that  of  a  good  general,  not  to  act 
himself,  but  to  teach  others  how  to  act. 

Weeks  meantime  rolled  on,  and  the  Millen- 
nium of  freedom  seemed  hourly  drawing  nearer. 
Its  spirit  blazed  up  from  every  farm-house — its 
voice  spoke  in  every  bullet  that  whistled  past  a 
ty  the-proctor.  The  agitation  became  at  length  so 
general^  that  it  was  no  uncommon  thing  for  an 
Orangeman,  in  accepting  a  neighbour's  invita- 
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tion  to  dinner,  to  insert  a  P.S.  in  his  note,  to  the 
effSect,  that  he  would  come,  *^  provided  he  was  not 
shot  by  the  way.^'  It  was  evident  from  all  this, 
that  the  peasantry  were  ripe  for  independence, 
and  that  nothing  was  wanting  but  the  presence 
of  a  few  Dublin  Pacificators,  to  bid  them  rise 
en  masse  in  arms. 

But  as  no  substance  is  without  its  shadow, 
so  no  good  but  has  its  alloy.     It  is  to  be 
lamented  that  the  peasantry  were  at  times  more 
indiscriminate  in  the  exercise  of  their  energies, 
than  they  should  have  been.    Not  unfrequently 
it  happened,  that  in  the  hurry  and  confusion  of 
business,  they  would  shoot  the  wrong  man,  and 
set  fire  to  the  wrong  house.     One  instance  of 
such   unpardonable    blundering    I    will    here 
specify.    Mr.  Flannaghan's  cottage  was  situated 
nejt  to  a  tythe-proctor's,  who  had  contrived  to 
render  himself  odious  by  his  indecent  legal 
oflSdousness.     Late  one  night,  when  I  was  pass- 
ing by  my  worthy  friend^s  house,  I  was  asto- 
nished to  find  it  in  flames,  and  a  vast  mob 
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hemmiDg  it  in  all  ndes,  so  as  to  cut  off  every 
chance  of  escape  from  the  inmates. 

^^  Halloo,  boys,"  said  I,  rushing  into  the 
midst  of  them,  "do  you  know  whose  house 
youVe  burning  ?" 

**  Arrah,  sure  now,  it^s  the  tythe-proctor^s,*' 
said  the  man  who  stood  next  me. 

"  Tythe-proctor^s  ?  It's  your  friend,  Mr. 
Flannaghan^s,  the  best  friend  you  ever  had.^ 

"  Oh,  murder  1"  replied  the  fellow,  wringing 
his  hands,  <^  whatll  we  do  now  .'^ 

^^  Asy,  Pat,^  said  his  neighbour,  who  was 
evidently  a  philosopher  of  the  Justinian  Stubbs 
school,  "  sure  one  house  is  jist  as  good  as 
another."" 

Just  at  this  moment  Mr.  Flannaghan  rushed 
out  of  the  house,  vdth  the  tail  of  his  shirt 
streaming  like  a  fiery  comet  to  the  wind.  No 
sooner  was  he  recognized,  than  the  pemtent 
mob  overwhelmed  him  with  apologies,  caught 
him  up  in  their  arms,  and  in  spite  of  his  shouts, 
protestations,  and  even  menaces,  passed  him 
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twice  through  his  own  fish-pond,  in  order  that 
one  element  might  neutralize  the  injuries  in- 
flicted by  another. 

But  this  was  not  the  only  whimsical  incident 
that  diversified  this  period  of  agitation.  The 
tythe-hunts  were  equally  ridiculous.  From  the 
▼ery  first  moment  of  my  connexion  with  the 
Press  at  Ballinabn^ue,  I  had  advocated  the 
abolition  of  these  imposts ;  for  I  could  not  but 
see  that  pay-day,  which,  under  any  circum- 
stances, is  the  day  least  respected  in  the  Irish 
calendar,  is,  as  regards  tythes,  held  in  absolute 
detestation.  Frequent,  therefore,  and  furious 
were  my  Philippics  on  this  subject ;  and  so  well 
did  they  accord  with  the  temper  of  those  to 
whom  I  addressed  myself,  that  not  individuals 
merely,  but  whole  parishes,  began  to  be  num- 
bered among  the  defaulters. 

Under  these  circumstances  it  became  neces- 
sary to  have  recourse  to  the  military;  who, 
however,  were  no  sooner  drawn  out  in  march- 
ing order,  than  intelligence  of  their  movements 
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would  be  circulated  far  and  wide,  by  sentinels 
duly  posted  for  that  purpose  at  every  con> 
venient  point ;  so  that  by  the  time  the  troops 
reached  the  o£Pending  district,  the  devil  a  cow, 
horse,  ass,  pig,  scarcely  even  an  article  of  fur* 
niture  was  to  be  found  in  it ;  all  were  carried 
off  to  the  neighbouring  bogs,  whither,  if  the 
soldiers  followed,  they  were  pertty  sure  to  get 
engulphed,  and  disappear — ^like  ghosts  through 
a  theatrical  trap-door — midst  the  shouts  and 
caperings  of  the  **  boys,^  and  the  encouraging 
melody  of  a  dozen  pipes  and  fiddles.  Your 
Irish  bog  is  no  respecter  of  persons.  Major, 
captain,  cornet,  corporal— no  matter;  his  **  great 
revenge  hath  stomach  for  them  all.^*  I  have 
known  him  to  swallow  even  a  K.C.B. ! 


A   BASHFUL   IBISHMAX.  197 


CHAPTER  XLIII. 

THE  MAN  OF  FEELING— BUT  NOT  MAC      • 

KENZI£*S. 

While  Mr.  Flannaghan*s  cottage  was  being 
rebuilt,  the  ex-editor  took  up  his  abode  at  the 
house  of  a  Catholic  relation,  by  name  Mahon,  a 
quiet,  amiable,  single-minded  recluse,  who 
lived  about  three  miles  from  Ballinabrogue,  at 
the  head  of  a  narrow  glen,  well-known  as  one  of 
the  most  romantic  spots  in  the  county.  To 
this  gentleman  Mr.  Flannaghan  made  a  point 
of  introducing  me,  and  backed  by  his  recommen* 
dations,  to  say  nothing  of  my  own  deserts,  I 
experienced  a  flattering  reception. 

Mr.  Mahon  was  a  widower  in  easy  circum- 
stances, with  one  only  child,  to  whom  he  was 
devotedly  attached.    With  this  young  lady, 
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whose  lightest  word  was  law  at  Belle vue  (the 
name  of  her  father's  residence),  I  of  course  did 
my  best  to  ingratiate  myself,  in  which  I  so  far 
succeeded,  that  my  visits  were  generally  looked 
forward  to  with  satisfaction ;  for  Mr.  Mahon, 
wliose  mind  the  untimely  death  of  his  wife  had 
touched,  but  not  soured,  with  gloom,  had  been 
for  some  time  gradually  withdrawing  himself 
from  society ;  and  all  the  world  knows  how 
cheering,  under  such  circumstances,  is  the 
casual  dropping  in  of  a  sprightly,  accommo- 
dating visitor,  who  has  got  all  the  gossip  of  the 
neighbourhood  at  his  fingers'  ends,  and  is  ever 
ready  to  be  merry  or  grave,  silent  or  talkative, 
as  suits  his  hosfs  humour. 

The  departure  of  Mr.  Flannaghan,  which 
took  place  the  instant  his  own  cottage  was  again 
ready  for  his  reception,  did  not  at  all  diminish 
my  influence  at  Bellevue ;  indeed,  it  served 
rather  to  strengthen  it,  for  it  made  the  inmates 
— especially  Ellen,  with  whom  solitude  had  not 
yet  become  a   source  of  enjoyment — more  de- 
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poideiit  on  me  for  the  resources  of  an  agree- 
able companionship.  Accordingly  an  intimacy 
soon  sprung  up  between  us,  which  at  length 
increased  to  such  a  height,  that  whenever  my 
official  duties  were  closed  for  the  week,  I  in- 
variably hastened  over  to  the  enchanting  soli- 
tude of  Bellevue. 

The  spot  was  indeed  a  paradise,  aqd  Ellen 
was  its  Eve.    This  young  creature,  just  emerg- 
ing from  girlhood,  was  exquisitely  beautiful  in 
face  and  figure ;  full  of  gentle  life  as  a  summer- 
wind  ;  of  a  fond,  confiding  disposition ;  artless 
and  playful  as  a  lamb — ^a  being,  in  fact,  wholly 
made  up  of  sensibility.      Oh,  how  different 
was  her  good  sense  and  simplicity  to  the  inor- 
dinate vanity  of  my  first  wife,  or  the  stem,  cold 
avarice  of  my  second !     Neither  of  these  had 
ever  engaged  my  affections ;  the  connexion  o» 
both  sides  originated  solely  in  interested  motives; 
but  Ellen  was  all  disinterestedness.  She  loved  me 
for  myself  alone.    And  no  wonder,  for  I  am  a 
handsome  fellow,  and  I  care  not  who  knows  it. 
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Miss  Mahon  and  I  were  much  together,  yet, 
strange  to  tell,  notwithstanding  such  favourable 
opportunities,  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  turn 
them  to  account.  Passion  and  principle  kept 
perpetually  clutching  at  my  heart-strings ; 
while,  to  aggravate  my  sufferings,  in  stepped 
Modesty,  bepainting  my  cheek  with  blushes, 
whenever  any  thing  like  an  avowal  of  love  rose 
to  my  lips. 

Between  these  conflicting  interests  I  had  for 
some  weeks  a  precious  time  of  it,  till  one  night, 
as  I  lay  twisting  and  turning  on  a  pillow  which 
seemed  stuffed  with  thorns,  a  bright  idea  struck 
me.  **  Eureka  !'*  said  I,  starting  up,  *<  I  have 
found  it.  I  will  enter  into  a  compromise  with 
my  conscience  by  avoiding  extremes,  and  pur^ 
suing  the  mean  path  of  discretion  and  safety. 

When  once  I  had  resolved  on  this  virtuous 
line  of  conduct,  it  is  astonishing  how  complete 
was  my  tranquillity.  There  is  nothing  like  a 
good  conscience  to  set  a  man  at  ease  with  him- 
self and  others. 
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Meantime,  scarce  a  day  elapsed  but  I  found 
some  excuse  or  other  for  making  my  appearance 
at  BelleYue.  I  had  always  a  new  book  to  lend 
or  to  borrow ;  a  new  pcditical  topic  to  discuss 
with  Mr.  Mahon ;  or  a  new  speech  of  O'^Crom- 
well  to  read  over  to  him  and  to  eulogize.  On 
these  occasions,  a  bed  was  always  at  my  service, 
and  after  dinner,  when  papa  dropped  asleep 
in  his  arm-chair,  Ellen  and  I  would  indulge 
in  a  oommon-place  tite-i-tiief  or  a  more  expres- 
sive sil^oe ,  for  as  my  conscience  would  not 
allow  me  to  betray  myself  by  my  tongue,  I 
bad  nothing  left  for  it  but  to  discourse  with 
ray  eyes. 

Sometimes,  when  tha  weather  permitted,  we 
would  take  a  stroll  together  along  the  glen,  or 
round  by  some  romantic  rocks;  and  there,  while 
pausingtorest  herself  on  the  projecting  fragment 
of  a  crag,  twilight  dropping  like  a  silver  veil 
round  us,  Ellen  would  open  her  budget  of  le- 
gendary gossip,  and  affect  a  charming  displea- 
sure when  she  found  that  I  was  not  so  full  of 
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faith  as  herself.  In  the  eyening,  the  music- 
room  was  our  usual  place  of  resort,  for  Ellen's 
harp  was  always  at  haiic|«  and  there  was  m  cer- 
tain something  in  the  act  of  singing  and  listen- 
ing,  that  accorded  wondrously  well  with  the  in- 
clinations of  both  parties. 

Fathers  and  mothers,  ye  whose  pretty  daugh- 
ters may  happen  also  to  be  Philomels,  bear  this 
in  mind — wherever  there  is  aPhUomd^  there  wiil 
be  a  Tereue !  Look  sharp  then,  after  the  youth 
who  stands  close  bdiind  your  child,  drinking  in 
the  intoxicating  spirit  of  her  melody.  Wateh 
his  every  glance,  sit  in  judgment  on  his  every 
respiration.  Take  care  that  his  eye  rests  not 
too  fondly  on  the  alabaster  bosom  that  just 
heaves  and  swells  like  a  soft  summer  sea  be- 
neath him ;  that  in  stooping  to  turn  over 
the  music-leaveS"^oh  dangerous  position  that 
might  thaw  the  icy  virtue  of  an  anchorite  !— 
his  sighs  disturb  not  the  ringlets  ci  the 
blushing  girl  whose  face  is  half-turned  to- 
wards  him,   and    (for  such    sighs    possess  a 
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strange  power  of  transmigration)  pass  into  her 
own  heart,  amalgamate  with  her  own  being ;  — 
fathers  and  mothers,  take  heed,  I  beseech  you, 
to  these  things,  or  peradventure  some  fine 
morning,  you  may  find  that  your  Philomel  has 
flown  from  the  parental  nest,  to  chirp  in  one 
constructed  for  Jier  by  Tereus. 

When  the  summons  to  tea  hurried  us  from 
the  music-room,  Mr.  Mahon  invigorated  by  his 
brief  snatch  of  sleep  would  join  us,  when  poli- 
tics would  usurp  the  place  of  sentiment ;  and 
the  night  would  be  wound  up  by  a  game  at 
chess  or  backgammon,  in  both  of  which  mine 
host  delighted,  the  more  so,  as  I  invariably 
made  a  point  of  being  beaten,  with  a  flattering 
show  of  reluctance ;  or  should  Mr.  Flannaghan, 
which  he  frequently  did,  drop  in,  we  would  en- 
gage in  a  sober  rubber  of  whist,  till  it  was  time 
to  retire  to  bed. 

I  have  made  the  above  confession  of  senti- 
ment, at  the  hazard  of  looking,  like  Falstafi*, 
an  ^*  exceeding  ass,"*^  for  whose  ears  are  so  long 
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as  those  of  a  lover  ?  But  no  matter.  I  glory 
in  my  weakness.  Besides,  I  have  lots  of  pre- 
cedents to  keep  me  in  countenance.  We  may 
be  singular  in  our  wisdom^  but  there  is  no  fear 
of  our  standing  alone  in  our  folly.  Even  the 
philosophic  Oibbon  bent  the  knee  to  love ; 
why  then  should  I  hesitate  to  plead  guilty  to 
the  delicate  indictment  ? 

In  this  delicious  state  of  intoxication  then, 
passed  the  only  happy  fortnight  I  have  ever 
known — a  fortnight  of  such  full,  rare  sunshine, 
that  it  brought  all  my  dormant  virtues  into 
blossom.  But,  alas !  the  halcyon  season  was 
not  destined  to  endure.  My  sun  had  obtained 
its  meridian,  and  was  already  journeying  west* 
ward. 
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CHAPTER  XLIV. 

DISCRETION  VERSUS  PATAIOTISM. 

«<Wkll,  OBlarney/'  said  Mr.  Flanna- 
ghaD,  caUing  unexpectedly  one  morning  at  my 
lodgings,  while  I  was  busy  making  additions 
to  my  private  journal,  *^any  news  to-day? 
What  say  the  Dublin  papers  ?^ 

"  Nothing  of  moment,  except  indeed  that 
the  Protestants  in  the  North  are  beginning  to 
get  a  little  uneasy  at  our  late  *  insurrectionary 
movements,'  as  the  Mail  styles  them.** 

**  And  the  Catholics  too,  if  I  may  judge  of 
others  by  myself." 

**  Aye,  indeed  !*'  said  I,  staring  at  him  with 
astonishment,  *<  how  is  this  f^ 

**  Oh,   I    merely  mean    to    say,  ^'    replied 
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Mr.  Flannaghan,  <*  that  I  have  always  enter- 
tained a  dislike  to  extremes,  which  recent  cir- 
cumstances have  not  a  little  contributed  to 
strengthen.  I  have  no  objection  to  our  strug* 
gling  for  our  rights  in  a  Constitutional  manner, 
but  really  when  one  comes  to  have  one^s  house 
burned  over  one^s  head,  the  thing  becomes  too 
serious  and  personal  to  be  tolerated/' 

*^  Yet  in  struggles  of  this  nature,  occasional 
irregularities  on  the  part  of  the  peasantry  must 
be  looked  for.*^ 

"  True,  but  why  is  my  house  to  be  burned 
down  ?" 

This  was  logic  to  which  there  was  no  reply, 
so  I  contented  myself  with  saying,  ^*  we  must 
make  allowances  for  slaves  madly  contending  to 
recover  their  freedom."*' 

"  Very  fine,  no  doubt,''  replied  Mr.  Flan- 
naghan  impatiently,  <^but  why  the  devil  am 
I,  of  all  men  in  the  world,  to  be  sacri- 
ficed to  this  same  freedom  ?  Why  am  I  to  be 
ducked  in  a  fish*pond,  and  without  my  own 
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GODSoit?  The  truth  is,  O^Bhurney,  I  doo't 
half  like  these  inflsnuiiatorj  aitides  of  joun. 
Depend  on  it,  thej  will  bring  as  into  serioas 
trouble  with  the  Govemment.  There's  that 
mischieCmaking  Kelly  is  already  talking  about 
the  necessity  of  proclaiming  die  district.^ 

**  Why,  you  have  cooled  down  of  late,  Mr. 
Flannaghan,^  said  I,  with  an  aicb  smile. 

*^  When  you  have  been  passed  twice  at  night 
through  a  fidi-pond,  yoo  will  cool  down  too. 
But  jesting  apart,  I  have  no  longer  a  taste  for 
patriotic  martyrdom.  With  a  man  at  my 
time  of  life,  such  distinctioa  loses  all  its 
idish.  Besides,  Kdly,  who  is  not  without 
influence  here,  is  so  caraged  with  me  on 
aoeount  of  that  fiwlish  quarrel  the  other 
night— " 

^  Depend  on  it,  Mr.  Flannaghan,^  said  I, 
**  KeDy^s  quarrd  is  wiA  me,  not  you.  It  is 
here  the  shoe  pindies.  I  am  a  sort  of  prorai- 
cial  OX7romwdl  in  Us  estimation,  and  yoo  re- 
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member  the  soom  and  loathing  with  which  he 
spoke  of  that  illustrious  patriot  ?^' 

<<  To  be  sure,  he  was  the  main  cause  of  our 
dispute.**^ 

^'  Well,  then,  if  Kelly  still  cherish  anger 
towards  you,  it  is  solely  because  you  were  the 
means  of  making  me  known  here.  I  am  the 
more  convinced  of  this,  because  he  has  already 
been  heard  publicly  to  declare,  that  he  will  not 
rest  till  he  has  reduced  me,  to  what  he  calls, 
my  level.'' 

*^  Well,  no  matter ;  so  long  as  you  keep 
within  the  limits  of  discretion,  you  may  set 
him,  or  a  thousand  such  at  defiance.  I  do  not 
ask  you  to  cry  Peccavi ;  but  simply  to  take  care 
that  you  do  not  get  my  house  burned  down  a 
second  time.  It  is  extremely  embarrassing, 
and  induces  painful  reflections,  to  awake  and 
find  one's  bed-curtains  in  a  state  of  confla^ 
gration.  But  I  am  forgetting  the  object  of 
my  visit,  which  was  to  ask  you,  as  I  suppose 
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]Fou  have  pretty  well  finished  your  labour  for 
the  week,  to  accompany  me  over  to  Bellevue. 
I  have  been  promising  the  Mahons  a  visit  for 
some  days  past.^ 

''  Nothing  will  give  me  greater  pleasure,^  I 
replied. 

**  Then  let  us  be  off  at  once ;  we  have  no 
time  to  sparCf  for  the  weather  at  this  season  of 
the  year  is  not  to  be  depended  on  from  one 
moment  to  another  ;*'  and  with  these  words,  he 
hurried  me  from  the  room,  with  such  extreme 
impatience,  that  in  the  haste  and  confusion  of 
the  moment  I  left  my  MS.  journal  open  in  my 
desk  at  the  table. 

When  we  reached  Bellevue,  we  found  Mr. 
Mahon  hard  at  work  in  his  garden,  and  Ellen 
with  her  bonnet  on,  just  preparing  to  go  out. 
Of  course  I  did  not  hesitate  an  instant  as  to 
which  of  the  party  I  should  devote  my  atten- 
tion ;  so  leaving  the  two  gentlemen  together,  I 
offered  my  services  as  an  escort  to  Miss  Mahon, 
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which  she  readily  accepted,  and  we  wandered 
away  for  two  or  three  hours,  occasionally  halt- 
ing to  rest  at  some  of  the  cottages  of  Mr. 
Mahon^s  tenants.  ^ 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  Mr.  Flannaghan 
and  his  host  sat  down  to  their  wonted  game  at 
backgammon,  while  Ellen  and  myself  flew 
off  to  the  piano,  where  we  busied  ourselves 
in  turning  over  a  new  number  of  the  Irish 
Melodies. 

Among  the  airs,  "Has  Sorrow  thy  young 
Days  shaded  ?^  particularly  caught  my  fancy, 
whereupon  Ellen  sung  it  for  me,  with  a  sweet* 
ness  and  simplicity  that  I  have  never  heard 
surpassed  ^-rarely  equalled.  Her  voice  was 
scarcely  more  than  a  gentle,  flutelike  breath- 
ing, but  there  was  such  a  clearness,  such  a 
rich  mellowness  in  its  tones,  that  it  was  impos- 
sible to  resist  their  magic.  Oh,  Music ! — but 
I  resist  the  temptation  of  a  common-place. 

When   she  had    finished    singing,    "  Miss 
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Mahon,*  aaid  I,  ^*  you  are  fast  spoiling  me  for 
my  duties  as  an  Irishman^  by  bidding  me  lose 
all  sense  of  public  injury  in  that  of  private  hap> 
piness.  Indeed,  indeed,  you  have  much  to  an- 
swer for/^ 

^*  Ob,^  she  replied,  laughingly,  *'  if  you  are 
to  be  diverted  from  your  path  by  every  willV- 
the-wisp  that  may  happen  to  flit  across  it,  there 
is  little  left  in  you  for  me  to  spoO  ?  But  tdl 
me,  what  do  you  think*  of  this  last  ballad  of 
Moore's?  Is  it  equal  to  his  'Love's  young 
Dream?'" 

*'  Certainly  not ;  though  tender  and  plain- 
tive, it  is  too  monotonous.  I  am  loth  to  speak 
against  Moore ;  yet  you  must  allow.  Miss  Ma^ 
hon,  that,  as  a  national  poet,  he  has  defects, 
and  great  ones  too.*" 

**  Indeed,  but  I  will  allow  no  such  thing."" 

<«  So  I  should  have  thought ;  yet  his  lyrics, 
however  much  they  may  soften  and  captivate, 
seldom  stir  the  soul  to  action^  like  those  of 
Bums.     The  majority  are  made  to  be  sung  at 
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a  lady'^s  piano,  in  white  kid  gloves ;  but  who 
would  think  of  singing  '  Soots  wha  hae'  in  such 
dandy  trim  ?^ 

*'  Now  don't  say  a  word  more  against  Moore. 
It*s  high  treason  here,  I  can  assure  you.** 

"  Happy  poet,  to  call  forth  such  praises,  and 
from  such  lips  !^ 

'^  What  is  all  this  you  are  talking  about  ?^  said 
Mr.  Flannaghan,  rising  up  from  the  game  which 
he  had  just  finished,  and  advancing  towards  us. 

*^  Oh,  nothing  of  consequence,  Sir,^  replied 
Ellen,  "  we  were  merely  chatting  about  Moore.** 

'*  So  I  could  have  sworn.  Whenever  two  or 
three  young  folks  are  clustered  together  about 
a  piano,  Moore  is  always  sure  to  be  the  theme 
of  their  discourse.  But  a  word  with  you,  Ellen. 
You  would  scarcely  credit  the  difficulty  I 
had  in  persuading  this  refractory  fellow  to  ac- 
company me  here.  He  kept  me  in  his  room, 
heaven  knows  how  long,  while  he  conned  over  a 
pack  of  trumpery  manuscripts,  just  as  if  he 
were  some  old  bachelor  busied  with  his  week's 
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accounts.     You  must  take  him  in  hand,  and 
teach  him  better  manners.^ 

"  He  is  incorrigible,  I  fear,''  retorted  Ellen, 
*<  I  have  given  him  up  ever  since  I  heard  him 
speak  irreverently  of  our  Irish  melodies." 

*^  Can  five  minutes,  then,  have  suflSced  to 
sink  me  so  low  in  your  estimation.  Miss  MahonP 
Oh,  that  I  were  but  ten  minutes  younger  i*^ 

**  Five  minutes,  man  !"'  said  Mr.  Flannaghan, 
*'  why  that  is  a  century,  when  spent  in  pulling 
down  a  lady's  idol  before  her  face.  But  come, 
we  must  be  going,  O'Blamey,  it's  later  than  I 
supposed;"  and  accordingly  we  took  leave  of 
our  hosts,  and  returned  together  to  Ballina^- 
brogue. 

When  I  reached  my  lodgings,  the  first  thing 
I  learned  from  the  servant  who  sat  up  to  let  me 
in,  was  that  a  lady  had  called,  who  refused  to 
give  her  name ;  but  mentioning  that  she  was  an 
old  acquaintance,  had  requested  to  be  shown  up 
stairs,  where  she  remained  full  half  an  hour, 
till  finding  that  I  did  not  return,  she  departed. 
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letriiiv:  wati^  that  she  would  take  an  early  op- 
pcviuTUiT  of  repeating  her  visit. 

CoDdixting  from  the  servant's  description  of 
ihr  scranec  fcasale,  that  she  was  Bfr.  Flanna- 
C^ua'^s  maiden  sister,  who  now  and  then  did  me 
the  hoBour  of  a  visit,  hat  whom  my  informant 
had  not  vet  seen*  I  took  no  further  notice  of  the 
ctTTumstance,  but  huiried  to  bed,  to  dream  of 
Elkn  and  BeUevue. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

AN  EVENING  WALK.— AN  UNEXPECTED 

SHOCK, 

One  fine  evening,  after  an  early  dinner,  Mr. 
Mahon,  who  chanced  to  be  in  better  spirits  than 
usual,  accompanied  Ellen  and  myself  in  one  of 
our  favourite  strolls.  Our  road,  selected  by 
him,  lay  through  a  narrow  rocky  pass,  which 
opened,  at  the  distance  of  about  a  quarter  of  a 
mile,  upon  a  tolerably  expansive  valley,  which 
was  closed  in  on  every  side  by  ranges  of  sloping 
hills,  except  in  the  direction  of  Ballinabrogue, 
where  the  landscape  gradually  rose  into  downs,  or 
rather  wide,  uncultivated  moors,  and  sank  again 
into  level  land,  just  at  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

The  pass  was  one  that  would  have  done 
credit  even  to  the   Highlands.    It  was   nar- 


216  A    BASHFUL    IRISHMAN. 

row,  deep  sunk,  and  walled  in  on  both  sides  by 
a  rampart  of  rocks,  piled  confusedly  one  upon 
the  other.  Half-way  up,  and  just  at  that  spot 
where  the  pass  opened  on  the  valley,  the  rocks 
projected  so  far,  that  they  nearly  formed  an 
arch  over  the  road,  which,  with  the  lichens  and 
wild  shrubs  that  clung  thickly  about  them, 
partially  excluded  day-light ;  so  that  when  one 
looked  through  this  natural  tunnel  (as  it  were) 
into  the  open  valley  beyond,  the  effect  was  sin- 
gularly picturesque,  from  the  bold  contrasts  of 
light  and  shade  that  at  one  and  the  same  mo- 
ment flashed  upon  the  eye. 

When  we  reached  this  romantic  spot,  which 
was  rendered  still  more  impressive  by  the  fit- 
ful shadows  of  evening,  Mr.  Mahon  halted, 
and  turning  round  to  me,  who  was  close  be- 
hind, with  Ellen  hanging  on  my  arm,  said — 
^^  I  never  pass  this  place,  but  my  heart  does 
homage  to  the  genius  loci^  by  the  seriousness, 
amounting  almost  to  melancholy,  that  creeps 
over  me.     Ellen,  however,  will  tell  you  that  it 
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is  a  dull,  unsocial  spot,  fit  only  to  inspire  ab- 
horrence.'*^ 

'*  And  indeed  so  it  is,  papa,^^  replied  the 
lively  girl,  <^  I  always  feel  as  if  a  load  were  off 
my  mind  when  I  have  passed  it.  What  a  gloom 
these  frowning  rocks  fling  down  on  us!  No 
bird  ever  sings  here,  for  the  poor  thing  would 
be  startled  at  the  sound  of  its  own  voice.  Pray 
let  us  hasten  on  to  the  valley.  I  can  breathe 
freely  there,  but  this  horrid  place  quite  stifles 
me. 

*<  Had  Orpheus  been  a  native  of  Ireland,"  I 
observed,  '^  I  should  at  once  have  accounted 
for  the  odd  configuration  of  these  rocks,  by 
supposing  that  they  had  been  suddenly  petrified 
while  dancing  a  jig  to  the  music  of  his  lyre. 
Look,  for  instance,  at  that  overhanging  granite 
giant  above  us.  One  might  almost  swear  he  had 
been  transfixed  while  in  the  act  of  bowing  to 
his  partner  over  the  way.  But  listen.  Miss 
Ellen,  your  old  friend  the  night-owl  is  begin* 
ning  his  song  again.*^ 

VOL.  II  L 


218  SORROWS    OF 

**  Mj  firieod !  No,  no,  he  is  too  dismal  a 
songster  for  me.  Owls  are  fit  only  to  be  Us* 
tened  to  by  gniTe  philosc^hers,  or  crabbed 
politicians,  or  gentlemen  who  have  no  ear  for 
the  mdody  of  Moore^s  yerses.  Now,  don*t 
look  so  cross^  You  know  it  is  quite  impossible 
I  can  mean  yoa.^    . 

«*Croasr  said  I,  in  a  whisper:  »Oh!  Miss 
Mabon,  if  you  knew  what  was  passing  in  my 
mind  at  this  moment  !^ 

**  Something  very  dreadful,  I  make  no  doubt, 
if  I  may  judge  from  your  terribly  wise  counte- 
nance, so  I  am  glad  ps|ML  has  not  heard  you, 
for  he  is  but  too  apt  to  sympathize  with  the 
forlorn.  Poor  man,  how  I  pity  you  !  What  can 
we  do  for  you  ?** 

Mr,  Mahon  just  caught  these  last  words,  and 
misapprehending  their  import,  said,  ^MHiat, 
are  you  indisposed,  O^Blamey  ?^' 

'<  Oh  no,*^  I  replied,  laughing^  <<  but  Miss 
Mahon  has  been  renewing  her  attack  on  me, 
tix  my  late  unfortunate  criticism  oa  Moore. 
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I  saw  jou  wege  absorbed  in  reverie,  or  I  should 
kare  summoned  you  to  my  aid.  But  wte  loiter ; 
let  us  hasten  on  to  the  valley,  for  see  th6  sun^s 
disk  is  just  dipping  behind  the  hills  yonder, 
«h1  your  daughter  seems  anxious  to  escape 
from  this  comfortless  glen.^ 

Thus  chattmg,  we  mended  our  pdce,  and 
soon  reached  the  extremity  of  the  pass^  which 
bvoo^t  us  out  again  beneath  the  red,  unob- 
structed light  of  day.  After  about  half  an 
bourns  stroll,  during  which  Ellen  had  diligently 
insisted  on  my  admiring  the  various  beauties  of 
the  valley,  from  I  know  not  how  many  points 
of  view ;  had  told  me  every  legend  connected 
with  it,  and  lured  me  on  to  the  exact  spot  where 
the  last  assembly  of  **  good  people^  had  beeA 
seen,  and  put  to  flight  by  a  belated  peasant ; 
Mr.  Mahon  proposed  a  return  home,  for  the 
sun  was  just  touching  the  horizon^s  edge,  and  a 
brisk  wind  springing  up,  hurried  before  it  such 
heavy  masses  of  clouds  as  betokened  an  incle- 
BWDt  night. 

L  2 


r  I  drew  Ellen'?  arm  closer  within 
ir  iV.ner  pri-cedfd  us  bv  a  few 
-,;  c:^  bv  the  enchanting  frankness 
T  li'hir  E:a:!ner,  which  Iiad  l>een 
J.—-.7Z  a  E.ore  fiatlering  character 
:',  r  j^:;:z^.  aiw.  in  the  impulse  of 
C  r.y  vintjou;  resolves:  I  scizw! 
,;-7vr:^=::y;  at  once  avoueti  niv 
.:  -rv  lis  ill  on  the  painful  topic  r 
.  ,-.>-i:  :'r.e  triirbling  arm  of  the 
r — :>;  r  jlt'-aviTtetJ  face,  and  low, 
,■■>.  >:r_;j':~;;  to  conceal  what 
?:-•";>  I:':,  Cv^minci^i  me  that  I 

rV,  ,r  rcil'.r  r.i-;  :    Pinvn— down. 
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embarrassment  of  her  position,  she  insisted  on 
my  joining  her  father.  Accordingly,  we  mad^ 
the  best  of  our  way  back  towards  the  pass, 
where  Mr.  Mahon  stood  waiting  for  us,  when 
just  as  we  reached  its  dark,  rocky  portal,  we 
were  startled  by  the  sound  of  footsteps,  and  at 
the  same  instant  a  female  figure,  of  most  for* 
bidding  aspect,  started  up  right  before  our 
path. 

I  know  not  why  it  was,  but  my  spirits  sunk 
as  I  beheld  this  intruder,  who,  fixing  her  eyes 
full  on  me;  as  if  she  would  have  blasted  me  by 
their  lightning  glance,  disclosed  the  counte- 
nance of  my  first  wife  Catherine — that  wife 
whom  I  had  quarrelled  with,  and  quitted  at 
Naples ! 
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CHAPTER  XLYI. 

A  MATRIMONIAL  EXPLANATION. 

From  the  expression  of  my  wife's  couDte- 
iiance,  I  saw  at  once  that  I  was  recognized; 
nothing,  therefore,  I  felt  persuaded,  was  to  be 
(lone,  but  to  make  up  my  mind  for  a  scene  ;  so 
sumnuniing  my  utmost  presence  of  mind,  I 
addressed  myself  to  Mr.  Mahon :— *'  I  think 
we  had  better  hasten  on,  the  sky  looks  threat- 
ening, and  if  we  stay  loitering  here,  we  may 
be  caught  in  a  storm/' 

"  You  are  right ;  but  stay,  let  us  hear  what 
this  stranger  has  got  to  say  for  herself.  She 
appears  to  eye  you  steadfastly,  and  not  with  the 
most  amiable  expression." 
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^'Oh !  yes,  she  is  a  poor  maniac,^^  I  xeplied, 
catching  at  the  first  wild,  i:aDdom  idea,  that 
crossed  my  brain,  as  ^a  drowning  man  catches  at 
a  8tr»w,  '^  whom  i  have  met  oceasionaUy  in  my 
walks  from  Ballinabrogue  to  Bellevtie,  and 
who,  beomiae  I  have.  reCeved  her  cmoe  or  twice, 
and  thereby  established  a  sort  of  .claim  on  her 
attention,  imagines,  unhappy  creature!  that 
we  are  boimd  together  vinculo  mairimoniij  as 
Ae  lawyeit  call  it.  Would  you  believe  it, 
Bir?*^  I  added,  in  the  ^same  under-tone,  '*  she 
has  actually  got  a  strange  whim  into  her  head, 
that  I  am  her  husband  ?  Very  ridv^ulous,  isn^t 
it  ?  Nevertheless,  I  should  not  wonder  if  she 
weie  to  occasion  me  some  annoyance.  These 
mad  folks  are  often  exceedingly  tenacious  of 
what  they  conceive  to  be  their  rights.'*^ 

*^  Nonsense,  you  are  too  sensitive ;  but  let 
us  be  going.** 

But  my  wife,  who  had  hitherto  stood  at  a 
slight  distance,  with  all  her  jealous  feelings 
roused  into  action,  by  the  sight  of  Ellen's 
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youthful  countenance  and  figure,  was  resolved 
I  should  not  escape  exposure,  so  planting  her- 
self right  before  Mr.  Mahon,  she  exclaimed, 
"  But  one  word,  Sir — but  one  word,  as  you 
value  your  o¥m  character  and  peace  of  mind.*** 

^'  Poor  thing  l'^  said  Mr.  Mahon,  waving  her 
from  the  path,  and  at  the  same  time  preparing 
to  move  on. 

"  I  do  not  ask  your  pity,  Sir,'^  she  replied 
scornfully,  "  I  ask  only  your  justice.  Hear 
me,  Mr.  Mahon,  not  one  inch  will  I  stir  from 
this  spot  until  I  have  exposed  the  real  cha- 
racter of  that  man  who  stands  beside  you."** 

<^  Catherine,^*  said  I,  letting  go  Ellen^s  arm, 
and  advancing  close  up  to  my  wife,  ^' if  you 
have  been  wronged,  rely  on  it  /  will  see  you 
righted,"  laying  all  due  stress  on  '^  I.*" 

"  Righted  !  yes,  when  disgrace  and  ruin "" 

'^  Hush!  Catherine,  not  so  loud.  Why 
should  we  expose  our  domestic  differences  to 
strangers?  Forgive  but  the  past,  and  any 
thing-— every  thing  you  may  demand,  I  will  at 
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oDce  agree  to.     Come,  let  us  be  friends.     Has 
Juliet  so  soon  forgotten  Romeo  ?" 

"Friends!"  she  replied,  with  a  loud  voice 
and  flashing  eye,  "  yes,  when  ruin  stares  you  in 
the  face,  then  from  very  apprehension  you  will 
do  me  justice.  But  mark  me.  Sir !  I  seek  far 
other  justice  than  you  can  afford  to  bestow. — 
Mr.  Mahon,^  she  added,  turning  to  that  gen- 
tleman, whose  suspicions  began  to  be  roused  by 
the  low  tones  in  which  this  brief  colloquy  had 
been  carried  on,  ^'  that  man  whom  you  have  so 
prematurely  called  your  friend,  was— nay,  is 
still,  my  husband  r 

Ellen  here  earnestly  besought  her  father  to 
proceed,  which  drew  down  on  her  a  cutting  re- 
proach from  my  wife;  till  finding  that  Mr. 
Mahon  seemed  disposed  to  lend  a  favourable 
ear  to  whatever  explanation  she  might  have  to 
offer,  she  somewhat  softened  her  tone,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  detail  the  history  of  her  first  ac- 
quaintance with  me — with  which  the  reader  is 
already  conversant^-of  our  subsequent  mar- 

l3 
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riage,  and  dejparture  for  the  Gontiuent*;  of  the 
frequent  altercatioDB  that  had- taken  place  be- 
tween us  at  Napies^^in  every  one  of  which 
I,  of  course,  was  represented  as  the  sole 
party  in  fBuh«*M)f  my  abandonment  of  her, 
and  her  own  consequent  return  to  Mollymoreen, 
where  she  found  Mr.  O'Brien  at  the  last  gasp; 
and  of  the  solemn  vow  she  had  made  to  apply 
what  sums  remained  to  her  from  the  wreck 
of  his  fortune  in  exploring  every  quarter  of 
Ireland,  for  the  purpose  of  discoTcring  and 
denouncing  me. 

Bearing  in  mind  (she  went  on  to  state)  the 
profession  to  which  I  originally  belonged,  and 
thinking  it  far  from  unlikely  that  neeessity 
might  have  compelled  me  to  resume  it,  she  made 
a  point,  «t  every  town  she  visited,  of  first  di- 
recting her  attention  to  the  theatre.  But  all 
her  inquiries  were  fruitless ;  not  a  single  ma- 
nager, of  the  number  to  whom  she  applied, 
could  give  her  the  slightest  information  of  my 
"  whereabout^ 
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Vexed  at  her  ill' luck,  she  returned  to  Molly- 
inoreeD,  where  shef  lived  for  some  time  secluded, 
a  prey  to  chagrin ;  when  one  day,  as  she  was 
passing  by  the  theatre,  she  suddenly  encoun- 
tered an  individual,  whose  features,  she  ima- 
gined, were  not  altogether  unknown  to  her. 
The  stranger  seemed  equally  surprised  at  so 
unexpected  a  rencontre,  and  addressing  her 
by  the  name  of  Fitzgerald,  made  himself 
known  to  her  as  the  actor  who  had  been  the 
main  instrument  in  forwarding  her  marriage 
with  me* 

This  led  to  further  inquiries,  when  the  fellow 
—of  course  unacquainted  with  all  the  circum- 
stances of  our  subsequent  estrangement — frankly 
informed  her  that  he  had  seen  her  husband  but 
a  short  time  before,  in  one  of  the  boxes  of  the 
theatre  at  Ballinabrogue ! 

The  start  I  gave  at  this  part  of  my  wife's 
explanation  was  too  visible  to  escape  so  attentive 
an  observer  as  Mr.  Mahon  :  he,  however,  took 
no  notice  of  it,  but  encouraged  my  wife  to 
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ooDtiiiue  her  namtiTe,  which  she  did  in  the  fol- 
lowing terms,  breaking  out  oocasicmally  into 
such  fits  of  rage  and  jealousy  when  she  men- 
tioned my  name,  and  the  circumstances  of  my 
second  marriage,  that  I  thought  she  would 
have  been  suffocated  :— • 

**  From  this  momoit  I  felt  inspired  with 
new  life ;  the  certainty  that  I  had,  at  length, 
revenge  within  my  grasp,  gave  me  the  first  sen- 
sation of  joy  that  I  had  known  since  I  quitted 
Naples ;  and,  hurrying  without  an  hour's  de- 
lay to  Ballinabrogue,  I  laid  my  whole  case 
before  a  magistrate,  by  name  Kelly,  with 
whom,  I  believe,  you  have  some  slight  ac- 
quaintance— 

«« Kelly!''  said  I,  unable  longer  to  control 
my  agitation. 

«  Yes,  Kelly,"  resumed  my  wife ;  "  and,  at 
his  express  instigation— for  though  at  first  in- 
credulous, yet  he  soon  became  convinced  of 
my  sincerity — I  took  the  opportunity  of  this 
wretch'^s  absence  to  call  a  few  days  since  at  his 
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lodgings,  and  there  make  such  inquiries  as  I 
thought  might  tend  to  substantiate  my  case ; 
nay,  even  to  possess  myself  of  certain  docu- 
ments, which  proved,  not  only  that  he  was  my 
husband,  but  the  husband  also  of  another  wo- 
man  in  South  Wales  i"  and,  as  she  mentioned 
the  word  **  woman,^*  she  darted  a  glance  at  me, 
symptomatic  of  animmediate  assault  and  battery. 
^'  So  then,  you  have  dared  to  rob  me  ?'*  said 
I,  crimson  with  suppressed  rage.— ^'  Where  are 
those  papers  P^ 

*<  They  are  safe,  monster  !  and  you  know  it ; 
not  one  has  been  carried  away.  I  have  merely 
availed  myself  of  their  contents.*" 

By  this  time  I  could  not  but  see  that  all  was 
over.  My  wife,  it  was  clear,  had  perused  my 
journal,  which  it  was  my  usual  practice  to  keep 
fast  under  lock  and  key,  but  which  on  that  di- 
sastrous morning,  in  my  hurry  to  accompany 
Mr.  Flannaghan  to  Bdlevue,  I  had  indeed  left 
open  in  my  desk. 
Catherine  watched  the  changes  in  my  coun* 


230  SORROWS    OF 

tenance  with  an  expression  of  malignant  satis- 
faction. 

^'  Mark  rae,  Sir,*^  she  went  on  to  say,  "  your 

hour  is  come !  What,  you  discredit  what  I 
say  ? — 'Tis  well ;  but  hear  me  out.  A  letter 
has  been  dispatched  to  South  Wales;  aye, 
and  an  answer  returned  too,  which  proves  your 
guilt  beyond  all  question.  Moreover,^''  she 
added — waving  her  hand  to  some  figures,  who 
now,  for  the  first  time,  I  perceived  had  been 
watching  all  our  movements  in  distance — "here 
come  those  who  will  conduct  you  back  to  Bal- 
linabrogue,  as  such  a  wretch  deserves  to  be 
conducted." 

It  was  but  too  true.  To  the  astonishment  of 
Mr. 'Million,  his  daughter'^s  affright,  and  my  ex- 
treme disgust,  three  policemen,  who  must  have 

been  purposely  concealed  in  the  neighbourhood, 
no  sooner  saw  the  concerted  signal,  than,  before 
I  liad  time  to  arrange  my  thouglits,  they  rushed 
up  and  secured  me  without  opposition.  What  a 
situation  for  a  patriot ! 
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My  wife  hiid)  by  thi^  time,  quitted  the  scene, 
so  taking  advantage  of  her  absence,  I  resolved  to 
venture  on  one  final  appeal  to  Mr.  Mahon.  But 
that  gentleman  wasfar  too  indignant  to  hear  a 
word ;  and,  drawing  his  daughter's  arm,  who 
was  nearly  fainting,  poor  girl,  hastily  through 
his,  left  me  to  the  custody  of  the  policemen ; 
who,  on  our  road  back  to  Ballinabrogue,  in- 
formed me,  at  my  particular  request,  of  all  the 
circumstances  attending  my  detection,  which 
fully  bore  out  my  wifc''s  statements.  They  fur- 
ther acquainted  me  with  what  they  had  heard 
relative  to  the  substance  of  Mrs.  Fitzmaurice's 
letter  ;  who,  it  seemed,  expressed  no  unwilling- 
ness to  bear  evidence  against  me,  provided  she 
could  be  assured  of  reimbursement  for  travel- 
ling expenses,  &c. 

As  I  listened  to  this  statement,  a  gleam  of 
hope  shot  athwart  my  soul.  If  my  wife, 
thought  I,  refuse  to  come  over,  the  main  link 
of  evidence  will  be  wanting.  But,  alas  !  my 
hopes  proved  to  have  been  built  upon  the  sand ; 
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for,  in  addition  to  the  cfaai^ges  allowed  by  Go- 
vernment, which  I  was  not  lawyer  enough  to 
take  into  calculation  at  the  moment,  ^br.  Kelly, 
on  hearing  the  motiYes  of  my  second  wife*s  re- 
luctance to  stir  from  home,  volunteered  to 
satisfy  her  demands,  '*  if  only,^  said  he,  '^  to 
mark  my  detestation  of  a  fellow  who  has  been 
the  means  of  disseminating  such  abominable 
political  principles.'** 
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CHAPTER  XLVII. 

THE  TEIAI..— AN  IKISH  ASSIZE  COUET. 

A  MONTH  had  now  elapsed  since  the  events 
detailed  in  the  last  chapter,  during  which  time 
scarce  a  day  passed  but  I  was  busy  in  consulta^ 
tion  with  my  attorney  respecting  the  mode  in 
which  my  defence  should  be  conducted.  As 
this  person  entered  into  my  case  with  re- 
markable zeal,  in  the  hope  of  gaining  ^dat  by 
my  acquittal ;  and  had,  moreover,  engaged  the 
services  of  the  illustrious  O^Cromwell,  who  hap- 
pened to  be  retained  on  some  important  tithe 
question  in  the  Civil  Court,  I  was  not  without 
hopes  of  a  favourable  result ;  '*  in  which  case,*^ 
said  I,  ^<  so  far  from  doing  me  injury,  my  trial 
may  actually  be  productive  of  good,  for  my 
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countrymen  y  who  cannot  but  see  that  political 
motives  have  been  at  the  bottom  of  it — ^for  why 
otherwise  should  Mr.  Kelly  have  taken  such  a 
deep,  personal  interest  in  it  ? — why,  otherwise, 
have  gone  the  length  of  insisting  on  the  co- 
operation, and  even  arranging  the  plan  of  it,  of 
both  my  wives  ? — my  countrymen,  who  cannot 
but  see  through  all  this,  will  no  doubt  bear  in 
mind  that  I  am  a  sufierer  in  their  cause,  and 
recompense  me  for  my  sufferings  by  a  handsome 
public  subscription.'*^  The  consideration  of  this 
idea  enabled  me  to  keep  up  my  spirits  during 
the  protracted  term  of  my  imprisonment 

Meantime  the  period  fixed  for  the  Assizes 
drew  on,  and  the  town  was  filled  with  visitors 
fidcking  in  from  all  parts  of  the  county ;  «uch 
a  carnival  is  that  season  considered  in  Ireland  as 
well  as  England,  which  dooms  the  unfortunate 
and  the  criminal  to  exile  and  perhaps  to  death. 

The  second  day  was  the  one  appointed  for 
my  trial,  the  particulars  of  which  (as  it  is  far 
from  my  desire  to  make  any  parade  of  ego- 
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ti«ttiy  or  exdte  pity  by  any  highly-wrought 
desoriptioti)  I  shall  take  simply  as  I  find  them 
reposed  in  the  columns  of  my  own  journal. 
Strange  (hat  the  very  Paper  whidi  had  so  long 
borne  testimony  to  my  patriotism,  should  be 
the  very  one  to  chronicle  my  disgrace ! 

<«  BALUNAB&OGU£  ASSIZES. 

**  CaiHIlf  AL   COURT. — BEFOSS   LO&D  KOBTR&T. 

**  IMPORTANT  TEIAL  FOR  BIGAMY. 

"  Firm AOBioB  r.  0*Bt  abkkt. — This  long* 
expected  trial  came  on  this  morning.  From  an 
early  hoar  the  court  was  crowded  to  excess ; 
aU  ranks  and  ages  partook  of  the  same  curio- 
sity ;  and  in  oneoomer  of  the  court,  close  behind 
the  jory-Jbox,  w^  ourselves  counted  not  less  than 
SIX  individuals,  whose  united  ages  amounted 
to  upwards  of  four  hundred  and  fifteen  years ! 

**  The  learned  Judge  took  his  seat  on  the 
bench  predsdy  at  eleven  o^clock,  when  the 
prisoner  0*Blamey  was  ordered  to  be  placed  at 
the  bar.    The  appearance  of  this  young  man  is 
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remarkably  prepossessing.  He  is  of  middle* 
size,  and  weU-proportioned,  with  a  face  full  of 
iDtelligenoe  and  sensibilitj,  and  which  created 
an  impression  in  his  favour,  especially  among 
the  female  portion  of  the  audience*  There  is 
nothing  in  his  look  or  manner  to  denote  the 
criminal;  indeed,  there  is  an  air  of  bash- 
fulness  about  him,  quite  different  to  what  we 
should  have  expected  to  see  in  a  man  charged 
with  the  diabolical  crime  of  bigamy.  He  was 
dressed  in  deep  mouming,''with  a  small  sham- 
rock sprig  in  his  waistcoat  button-hole,  just 
above  his  heart — a  modest  and  unassuming  trait 
of  patriotism  which  seemed  to  produce  quite 
a  pathetic  effect  on  Mr.  O^Cromwell. 

^^  The  names  of  the  jury  haying  been  called 
over,  and  each  duly  sworn,  Mr*  Sheilly  open* 
ed  the  case  in  the  following  energetic  speech, 
which  was  delivered  with  such  extreme  rapidity, 
that  our  Reporter  has  been  able  only  to  give  a 
brief  and  hasty  sketch  of  it,  which,  however,  he 
trusts  will  be  found  correct  in  the  main :  — 
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"*May  it  please  your  Lordship  —  Gentle* 
ment  of  the  Jury, — ^never  in  the  discharge  of 
my  professional  avocations  did  I  rise  with  such 
painful  feelings  of  embarrassment  as  oppress 
me  on  the  present  awful  occasion.  The  crimes  I 
have  to  expose  are  so  colossal,  and  the  criminal 
so  Satanic,  that  my  mind  shrinks  aghast  from 
the  overwhelming  diabolism  of  the  subject. 
Gentlemen,  I  have  heard  that  no  noxious  insect 
can  thrive  in  the  consecrated  soil  of  Erin.  Alas ! 
the  sweltering  reptile  at  the  bar  proves  the  fact 
a  fiction.  With  these  few  remarks  wrung  from 
me  in  the  agony  of  my  spirit,  I  proceed  to  lay 
before  you  the  particulars  of  this  heart-rending 
case.  The  plaintiff  is  a  young  lady  of  Molly- 
moreen,  who  resided,  up  to  the  period  of  her 
inauspicious  nuptials,  with  a  venerable  and 
universally  adored  uncle.  The  name  of  this 
estimable  individual  was  0''Brien,  and  his 
niece  bore  the  same  patronymic.  She  was  a 
lady  of  the  highest  accomplishments — the  most 
consummate  beauty.    Simple,  unsophisticated, 
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and  twenty^ix.  Slim,  susceptible,  and  a  spin- 
ster. In  evil  hour,  however,  when  her  guardiaa 
genius  slumbered  at  his  post,  it  was  her  fate  to 
descry  through  an  opera-glass  from  the  dress, 
boxes  of  the  MoUymoreen  theatre,  the  unpara- 
lelled  prisoner  at  the  bar.  His  person  filled 
her  with  admiration,  and  he  reciprocated  the 
sentiment.  But,  alas!  his  love  was  not  the  uv* 
8[Hffation  of  Cupid,  but  of  Mammon.  He  fixed 
a  fond  gaze,  not  on  the  plaintiff ''s  person,  but 
on  her  purse.  His  attachment  was  not  the  holy 
and  lambent  flame,  which  burned  of  old  on  the 
altars  of  Vesta ;  but  an  illusory,  phosphoretic 
radiance,  like  that  which  shoots  from  out  the 
electric  back  of  grimalkin,  when  stroked  back- 
ward by  the  hand  of  scientific  curiosity.  The 
plaintiff  ^s  guardian,  with  the  wary  sagacity  of 
age,  soon  fathomed  the  nature  of  the  defendant's 
attachment.  But  his  discovery  was  made  too 
late.  The  land  was  ploughed — the  seed  was 
sown — and  ready  at  the  first  opportune  season 
to  produce  a  copious  crop  of  tribulation.  Find* 
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iDg  this  to  be  the  case,  Mr.  O'^Brien  had  no 
other  altematiYe  left,  than  to  sob  forth  a  reluc* 
tant  consent  to  the  nuptials.  Disastrous  con- 
cession !  Frightful  alternative !  Within  ofie 
brief  year  from  their  consummation,  my  unfor- 
tunate client  was  bedded — ^beggared  and  be- 
trayed i  I  can  image  her  distraction  when  the 
tidings  of  her  husband's  flight  first  reached  her; 
when,  in  reply  to  her  agonizing  interrogatory, 
*  Where's  your  master  ?'  the  horror-struck  foot- 
man, in  the  familiar  but  expressive  language  of 
hb  tribe^  stammered  forth,  *  Master's  bolted  !' 

<^  [The  learned  gentleman  was  here  inter- 
rupted by  violent  screams,  which  were  found  to 
proceed  from  an  elderly  lady,  who,  overpowered 
by  her  emotions,  had  fallen  into  the  kicking 
hysterics,  in  which  state  she  was  carried  out  of 
court] 

*^  <  Gentlemen,**  continued  Mr.  Sheilly,  '  I 
perceive  my  appeal  has  struck  home.  I  shall 
therefore  proceed,  without  further  comment,  to 
the  details  of  the  prisoner's  second  marriage. 
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This    took    place    at    Llandwarys,    in    South 
Wales.     The  unoffending  victim,  for  whose  af- 
flictions even  the  craojs  of  Snowden  mi^ht  shed 
tears,  and  the  peaks  of  Cader-Iris  veil   their 
sympathetic  summits,  was  a  lovely,  intelligent 
widow,  universally  respected  by   all   who  had 
the  Jionor  of  her  acquaintance.     Five  and  fortv 
times  had  Phoebus  made  his  annual  circuit  of 
the  globe,  since   this  Cambrian    floweret    wa< 
ushered  into  being.    Oh,  that  the  sirocco  of  sor- 
row should  have  spared  the  infant  bud,  only  to 
bliglit  the  full-blown  blossom  I     Gentlemen,  of 
the  })ri Sonera's  two  victims,  I  scarce  know  which 
most  deserves  vour  commiseration.      The  one 
was  the  green  and  sportive  spring ;   the  other, 
the  mellow  and  voluptuous  autumn.     But  the 
defendant  gave  the  preference  to  neither.     He 
was  the  personification  of  perfidious  imparti- 
ality ;  and,  like  the  raging  Boreas,  blasted  with 
equal  alacrity,  the  opening  buds  of  spring,  and 
the  ripe  efflorescence  of  autumn. 

** '  Gentlemen  of  the  Jury,  you  are  fathers — 
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you  are  husbands— you  are  men— your,  are 
CSiristianfr— above  all,  you  are  Irishmen— and, 
by  these  sacred  titles,  I  implore  you  to  mark 
your  sense  of  the  prisoner's  atrocity,  by  a  ver- 
dict  which  shall  brand  him,  like  Cain,  with  the 
stamp  of  imperishable  infamy.  Erin  blushes 
for  his  birth — earth  travails  at  his  presence- 
Heaven  cries  aloud  for  his  condemnation  !  He 
is  a  monster  of  moral  deformity,  compared  to 
whom  Cacus  was  a  Cupid— Sycorax  a  Sylph— 
and  Caliban  an  Adonis.' 

^<The  Learned  Gentleman  sat  down  amidst  the 
most  vociferous  acclamations  from  all  parts  of 
the  Court,  which  were  so  long-continued,  as  to 
awaken  the  venerable  Judge,  who  rubbing  his 
eyes,  and  looking  angrily  about  him,  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  Jury-box,  exclaimed,  ^  Officer  of 
the  Court,  wake  the  Foreman  of  the  Jury ;'  after 
which  the  certificates  of  both  marriages  were 
put  in;  and  Mr.  Sheilly  proceeded  to  call 
witnesses,  in  corroboration  of  his  statement,  who 

VOL.  II.  M 
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were  subjected  to  a  rigid  cross-examinatioo  by 
Mr.  O^Cromwell ;  but  nothing  occurred  to  in- 
validate their  testimcHiy. 

"  When  the  case  for  the  prosecution  had 
closed,  Mr.  0*Cromwell  rose  for  the  defence. 
The  fcdlowing  is  as  correct  a  report  as  we  could 
give  of  the  Learned  Gentleman's  speech,  con- 
sidering that  he  was  inaudible  at  times,  owing 
to  the  great  confusion  that  prevailed  through- 
out the  Court. 

^^  '  May  it  please  your  Lordship, — Gentle- 
men of  the  Jury, — I  am  well  aware  that  to  a 
certain  extent  judgment  must  pass  against  my 
client.  I  mean  not  to  deny  the  fact  of  his  first, 
nor  yet  of  his  second  marriage ;  but  this  I  will 
maintain,  that  notwithstanding  the  eloquent  vitu- 
peration of  my  Learned  Friend,  the  evidence 
you  have  this  day  heard  proves  that  defen- 
dant has  been  far  more  sinned  against  than  sin- 
ning. In  considering  your  verdict,  gentlemen, 
I  trust    you    will    take   this  fact   into   your 
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consideration.  Besides,  do  not  let  it  escape 
your  attention,  that  this  prosecution  has  at  least 
as  much  to  do  with  politics  as  justice.  The 
Protestant  magistrate,  Kelly,  who  takes  such 
extraordinary  pains  to  promote  it,  does  so  for 
the  sole  reason  that  the  defendant  is  a  Catholic 
and  a  Radical.  But  this  is  nothing  new  here, 
for  Irish  justice  is  notoriously  of  the  Orange 
faction.  Oh,  my  beloved  countrymen,  when 
shall  we  be  free  from  this  galling  Ascendancy 
chain  ?  Where  is  there  a  lovelier  climate  ? 
Where  a  finer  peasantry  ?  Oh,  it  galls  me  to 
the  quick,  to  think  that  where  God  has  been  so 
bountiful,  man  has  been  so  base !  We  were 
designed  to  be  a  nation — we  are  a  province. 
We  were  designed  to  be  happy—  we  are  mise- 
rable.   But  we  have  one  consolation.   We  are 

SEVBN  MILLlOllS  V 

"Mr.  Sheilly. — I  beg  my  Learned  Friend's 
pardon.  We  were  seven  millions  a  month  ago. 
We  are  eight  now. 

M  2 
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"  Lord  NoRVERY. — Mr.  O'Cromwell,  voii 
are  travelling  wholly  from  the  record. 

"  Mr.  CCromwell. — My  Lord,  justice  to 
my  client  compels  me  to  shew  that  this  prose- 
cution is  for  the  most  part  of  a  political 

*'  Lord  NoRVERY. — Sir,  we  know  nothing 
of  politics  here. 

"  Mr.  O'Cromvvkll.—  I  should  have  thought 
otherwise,  from  your  Lordship"'s  extreme  hurry 
to 

"  Lord  NoRVERY  {in  a  hud  voice), — Sir,  I 
will  have  respect  paid  to  the  Bench.  I  insist 
on  it. 

"  Mr.  O'Cromwell. — Really,  my  Lord,  this 
interruption  is  most 

"Lord  NoRVERY. — Oh,  very  well.  Sir;  I  un- 
derstand your  meaning.  If  you  fancy  yourself 
aggrieved,  you  know  how  to  apply  for  your 
remedy. 

"  Mr.  O'Croaiwell  (solemnly), -^My  Lord, 
I  have  a  vow — a  sacred  vow  ! 
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*'  Lord  NoBvsRY.— -Enough,  Sir.    Go  on. 

**Mr.O'CROMWELL. — Grentlemen,  my  client's 
case  is  only  another  proof  of  the  necessity  that 
exists  for  cleansing  the  fountain-heads  of  justice 
in  this  most  afflicted  country. 

^^  His  Lordship  hare  again  interrupted  Mr. 
0*Cromwell,  and  the  two  parties  continued  ad- 
dressing each  other  with  inflamed  gestures,  at 
the  very  top  of  their  voices,  for  full  ten  minutes, 
while  the  whole  Court  /oared  with  laughter. 
At  length,  after  a  vehement  altercation,  Mr. 
O^Cromweirs  superior  wind  prevailed,  and  he 
proceeded  as  follows  :>-* 

<<  <  Gentlemen,  I  repeat  my  former  statement, 
this  prosecution  is  almost  wholly  political.  But 
thus  has  it  ever  been — thus  will  it  ever  be, 
until  Irishmen  have  learned  to  know  and  vindi- 
cate their  rights. 

*  Hereditary  bondsmen !  know  jou  not, 
Who  would  be  free,  themselyes  must  strike  the  blow  ?* 

Yes,  we  are  indeed  a  nation  of  bondsmen,  and 
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England  is  our  task>master.  We  are  hewers  of 
wood  and  drawers  of  water,  and  the  Saxon  is 
our  overseer.  Yet  nature  designed  us  for  free- 
dom. (A  sort  of  running  duet  here  took  place 
between  Mr.  O'Cromwell  and  his  Lordship,) 
Our  every  hill  is  a  fortress 

*'  Lord  NoRVERY. — Mr.  O'Cromwell,  this  is 
no  Corn-Exchange  meeting. 

"  Mr.  O'C  ROM  WELL. — Our  every  road  a  de- 
file  

*'  Lord  NoRVERY. — Sir,  I  insist 


"  Mr.  ©""Cromwell. — Our  every  field  a  re- 
doubt  

"  Lord   NoRVERY. — This    conduct   is  real- 

ly — 

"  Mr. O'Cromwell. — Up,  then, countrymen, 
and  be  stirring  !  (Here  his  Lordship  sank  back 
exhausted  with  his  vehemence.)  Lip  with  your 
weapons — but  let  them  be  those  of  Constitu- 
tional agitation  !  Strike — ^but  let  it  be  in 
theory  !     Fight — but  let  it  be  in  a  contest  of 


▲   BASHFUL   IRISHMAK.  247 

obedience  to  the  laws — to  those  laws  which, 
were  they  but  once  thoroughly  reformed,  would 
make  Ireland  again,  what  she  once  was, 

*  Great,  glorious,  and  free, 
First  flower  of  the  earth,  and  first  gem  of  the  sea  V 

**  When  the  Learned  flentleman  had  con- 
cluded, the  venerable  Judge  commenced  sum- 
ming up  the  evidence ;  after  which,  the  jury 
returned  a  verdict  of  *  guilty  i*  whereupon  his 
Lordship  sentenced  the  prisoner  to  transporta- 
tion  for  life. 

**  The  trial  excited  the  most  intense  interest 
throughout;  indeed,  the  oldest  inhabitant  in 
Ballinabrogue  never  remembers  any  thing  equal 
to  it.'' 
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CHAPTER  THE  LAST. 

THE  EXILE  OF  ERIN. 

My  narrative  now  draws  to  a  close.  When 
mj  trial  was  ended,  I  was  conveyed  back  to 
prison,  no  longer  buoyed  up  by  that  hope 
which  had  sustained  my  spirits,  even  up  to  the 
moment  when  the  jury  delivered  in  their  verdict 
All  prospect  of  ever  regaining  character  was 
lost ;  for  the  sentence  of  the  Court  had  placed  a 
bar  between  me  and  society  for  ever.  The 
Mahons  had  blotted  me  out  of  their  recollec- 
tion, and  even  Mr.  Flannaghan  had  abandoned 
me  to  my  fate.  Both  these  were  liberal, 
high-minded,  intelligent  Irishmen,  yet  both 
abandoned  the  poor  patriot  to  his  fate  with- 
out a  sigh  I     The  very  peasantry    of  whom 


J 
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I  had  80  lately  been  the  idol,  treated  me  with 
equal  indifference.  A  slight  sensation,  indeed, 
was  occasioned  bj  my  sentence;  threats  were 
made  use  of,  and  a  hint  thrown  out  of  a  rescue ; 
but  in  a  few  days,  all  this  show  of  spirit 
evaporated;  the  peasantry  returned  to  their 
usual  duties,  the  town  to  its  usual  tranquillity ; 
and  the  poor,  imprisoned  patriot  was  as  com- 
pletely forgotten  as  if  he  had  never  existed. 
Such  is  mob  popularity  ! 

I  mean  not  to  deny  that  I  was  guilty ;  still 
when  I  came  seriously  to  reflect  on  my  situation, 
I  could  not  but  feel  that  I  was  in  a  considerable 
degree  a  martyr  to  my  principles.  Hundreds 
had  committed  the  same  offence  as  I  had  done, 
but  not  being  politically  obnoxious,  they  had 
incurred  only  half  the  penalty.  In  one  respect, 
therefore,  my  sentence  was  a  compliment  to  the 
sense  entertained  of  my  public  influence ;  but 
this  was  a  poor  consolation. 

On  the  evening  of  the  second  day  after  my 
trial,  as  I  was  seated  in  my  cell,  companioned 

It  3 
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only  by  my  cheerless  thoughts,  a  letter  was  de* 
livered  to  me  by  the  turnkey.  On  looking  into 
the  superscription,  I  saw  that  it  was  in  the 
hand-writing  of  my  first  wife ;  and  concluding, 
after  what  had  taken  place  between  us,  that  it 
might  be  of  a  forgiving,  if  not  a  penitential 
character,  I  hastily  broke  it  open ;  but  judge 
of  my  astonishment,  when  I  found  that  it  con- 
sisted of  but  this  one  sentence  ! — 

"  You  once  called  me  old  ;  you  were  right,  I 
"  am  old — far  too  old  ever  to  hope  to  live  long 
''enough  to  welcome  your  return  from  transpor- 
''  tation  ! —  **  Catherine." 

"  Insulting  cockatrice  !*"  said  I,  tearing  the 
letter  into  a  thousand  fragments,  "what  an 
index  to  character  is  here !  If  this  be  not  re- 
venge in  its  subtlest,  most  malignant,  and  most 
feminine  form,  I  know  not  the  meaning  of  the 
term.  Oh,  woman,  woman,  what  a  mystery  is 
that  heart  of  thine  !  I  thought  I  knew  you.  Alas 
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I  might  just  as  well  have  flattered  myself  that 
I  had  fathomed  the  mysteries  of  eternity.  You 
were  bom  to  be  our  curse.  One  was  enough  to  set 
all  Troy  inflames ;  can  I  wonder  then  that  two 
have  been  my  ruin  ?  Yet,  gracious  Ood  !  who 
could  have  believed  it  possible  that  a  sneer 
thrown  out  in  a  hasty,  thoughtless  moment, 
should  have  been  so  long  remembered,  and 
have  led  to  such  disastrous  results  ?  It  is  plain 
now,  that  wounded  vanity,  not  blighted  affec- 
tion, has  been  at  the  bottom  of  my  wife^s  recent 
conduct  towards  me.  She  never  loved  me,  or 
she  would  not,  when  I  so  solemnly  promised  to 
make  her  every  reparation  in  my  power,  have 
offered  me  up  as  a  sacrifice  to  an  ill-timed  truth. 
Wdl,  never  again  will  I  venture  to  call  a  woman 
old.  Henceforth,  she  shall  bloom  an  evergreen 
in  my  speech.'' 

Scarcely  had  I  recovered  from  the  astonish- 
ment into  which  the  perusal  of  this  vindictive 
communication  had  thrown  me,  when  the  door 
of  my  cell  was  again  unlocked,  and  the  turnkey 
entered,  with  information  that  a  lady  was  wait- 
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^:  c\c»rt<>ed  a  wish  to  be  ad- 
n-ri-i  n::  itt  rr^-^ccce. — -  Ladv  r''  said  I, 
7»:*:"-<-j  -  "I  ■'"-^  for  no  lady.  I  have  had 
t':»-«-r-  :.  li-i-i-?  ::  .as:  nie  mv  life-time,  I  am 
::•:  zLj-.-'.T  ::  i  :•:  ^-:r;^r.^us  admiration  of  the 
-^1  r .:  >*j:t."  I  ^.ried,  after  a  moments 
T^.-c.  •*  I  j^r  r'-i">>  *b3  is  the  applicant,  so 
-••  V  :;r  iz  .  >:.f  j-j."!*::  possibly  treat  me  worse 

T*-.  ~  LI.  i:-c*.r.iir^'y  quirted  the  room,  and 
:  i.  :';  ~  r  .:  -'.o  r-.:-nt-i.  leading  in  mv  second 
V  ...  ?I^.  F::i7\i..-iw^,  'sho  «as  closelv  mufflctl 
- :  :.-  J*  l^S:  .ir.ri:  ur.icr  the  embarrassinfj  con- 
>.-.  .  -r.»  ;:'  ..Ji  _:"  j?,  I  rose  to  greet  her,  but 
:-  I  - -i  >:,  :r.-:rt  "o^as  s^-nieihirg  in  the  repul>ive 
..  1;\  i^>  .:  :..r  z:::rr.cr.  :bat  inducevl  me  to  stop 
^   :r:   ^- i  >cv. — ••  Yl  u   have  come,  madam,  I 

>,'. .  : ;  i  \  - ' :  .  ^  ^  r  : h  c  u :::  or:  -j n at e.** 

-  Oh,  Mr.  Fitz-O'Blaraey, 
:':.c  5cr:  of  Li::guage  to  be  appb'ed  to 
I  a^r.  :'..£  u:;:oni;nate.  How  could  you 
•  .\v;,  t'lt  /...ir:  :o  u^  me  so  ?  Such  a  wife  as  I 
.i  V.  .;v>  ^%..^  to  voa  !     I   am  sure  I  thou^jlit   I 


*  ^  .. 
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should  have  dropped,  when  I  found  that  you  had 
nin  away,  and  left  me  with  a  horrid  Irish  name 
that  does  not  belong  to  either  of  us.*" 

'^  If  you  felt  so  much  for  me,  as  you  say,  why 
did  you  appear  against  me  ?^ 

^'Because  my  brother  and  all  Llandwarrys 
insisted  on  it.  I  was  told  that  it  was  the  only 
way  I  could  dear  my  character  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world.     Even  the  Squire  himself-^*^' 

''  What,  did  Mr.  Oryffyths  take  part  in  the 
conspiracy?^ 

*^  Yes,  he  told  us  that,  though  he  saw  through 
you  from  the  first,  he  was  determined  to  say 
nothing  till  the  proper  time  arrived.  The 
attorney  too  kept  constantly  telling  me  that  if 
I  did  not  come  over,  the  law  would  have  com- 
pelled me  to  do  so;  then  there  was  Mr.  Rupee, 
he  sent  expressly  for  my  brother,  to  say  that 
he  was  convinced  that  you  would  be  his  death, 
for  he  had  never  had  a  day^s  health  since  he 
called  you  in,  and  that,  therefore,  it  was  a  duty 
we  owed  society  to  prosecute  you.  In  fact,  the 
whole  town  fried  shame  on  you,  with  the  ex- 
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oeption  of  the  undertaker,  who  always  stood 
your  friend.  But  I  think  I  can  partly  guess 
the  reason  of  that.^^ 

*^  Pray  come  to  the  point,  and  tell  me  the  ob- 
ject of  this  visit.'' 

**  Well,  then,"  rejoined  my  wife,  drawing  a 
small  bible  from  her  pocket,  and  placing  it  in 
my  hands,  *'  though  I  know  you  think  I  have 
come  to  upbraid  you — and,  indeed,  it  is  natural 
you  should  think  so— yet,  believe  me,  I  came 
here  with  the  kindest  intentions,  merely  to  prs- 
sent  you  with  this  volume,  in  the  hope  that  it 
may  be  the  means  of  bringing  you  to  a  proper 
sense  of  your  condition.     I  would  have  written 
my  own  name  in  it,  as  a  proof  that  I  forgive 
you,  but,  alas !— for  shame,  for  shame.  Sir ;  I 
wonder  you  can  laugh  at  such  things !" 

<<Do  not  grudge  me  one  poor  smile;  it  is 
the  last  I  shall  ever  know.'' 

"  Yes,  and  you  have  taken  good  care  that  I 
shall  never  smile  again.  But  I  saw  from  the 
first  how  matters  would  end.  You  will  do  me 
the  justice  to  remember  that  I  always  prophesied 
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your  ruin.  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear  !  what  a  sad 
busineflB  is  this !  To  think  that  a  woman  at  my 
time  of  life,  should  be  so  situated  as  scarcely 
even  to  know  her  own  name.  Was  the  like 
BTer  heard  of  P^  In  this  lachrymose  strain, 
Mrs.  Fitzmaurice  continued  for  the  best  part  of 
half-an-hour,  when  our  conference  was  termi* 
nated  by  the  ringing  of  the  prison-bell,  which 
was  the  signal  for  the  departure  of  all  visitors, 
and  the  locking-up  of  the  jail.  Almost  in<* 
stantly  afterwards  the  turnkey  entered,  and 
told  my  wife  that  her  time  was  expired,  and 
she  must  quit  the  prison. 

Thb  abrupt  announcement  had  a  strange  ef- 
fect on  the  poor  lady^s  feelings.  She  moved 
towards  me  for  the  purpose  of  bidding  me  fare- 
well ;  but  as  she  did  so,  I  could  see  her  hand 
shake,  and  her  countenance  visibly  alter.  For 
a  minute  or  two  she  struggled  to  conceal  her 
feelings ;  but  the  effort  was  beyond  her  power : 
and  just  as  I  had  seized  her  hand,  and  was 
faltering  forth  a  <*  Ood  bless  you,^  I  saw  tears 
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idUing  down  lier  Aeeks.  A  sight 
Q^ao  wboQj  unexpected,  quite  annuaiDed 
mt^  I  tried  to  spesk,  hot  oonld  not ;  so  there 
I  stood.  FDoced  tD  the  floor,  vjtfa  my  wife's  cold 


^  Ci?cK,  cooer  ssd  the  tim^ey,  *«  this  will 
&x  I  mm  sanj  for  the  poor  geotlewoman, 
bist  ^u?  Bu^t  turn  oat.  It*s  as  good  as  my 
puBce  i$  wvrth,  to  let  her  lemain  here  after 

^'^  Good  bye  th^o,*  said  my  wife,  *'  God  Mess 
¥c««  I  fcrgf^e  you  6om  the  veiy  bottom  of  my 
^xil^"*  aoJ  so  saTine*  she  hurried  towards  the 
a?cr;  but  just  as  she  reached  it,  stopped — 
turaeJ  oc<e  more  round — then  tare  herself 
away,  aed  the  door  closed  on  her  for  ever. 

It  W1B?  on  a  cfaanning  summer  nMMning,  in  the 
yvar  1^^^  that  the  most  aggrieved  patriot  that 
ever  quitted  the  Irish  shores,  stepped  on  board 
the  T^'^s^  tiut  was  to  waft  him  to  a  New  Worid. 
Who  shdill  sar  what  emotions  woe  mine  at  this 

m 

trrin^  moment !     Yet  it  was  not  for  myself  I 
grieve^L    No,  it  was  the  ingratitude  of  the  land 
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of  my  nativity  that  pierced  my  soul  with  an- 
guish. *'  Oh,  Erin  r  I  exclaimed,  ^*  unge« 
nerous  Erin !  Like  Aristides,  I  have  sacrificed 
my  all  in  your  behalf,  and,  like  him,  I  am  re- 
warded with  banishment.  Though,  conjointly 
with  abler,  but  not  more  disinterested  spirits,  I 
taught  you  the  secret  of  your  strength  ;  lit  up 
the  beacon-fires  of  freedom  in  your  farm-houses; 
and  roused  you  from  the  state  of  base,  contented 
tranquillity  in  which  I  found  you  but  too  wil* 
ling  to  indulge ; — ^how  have  you  repaid  me  ?  By 
thrusting  me  from  your  presence  with  contempt 
and  obloquy !  Had  I  acquired  titles,  or  heaped 
up  riches,  you  might  justly  have  distrusted  my 
zeal ;  but  I  have  neither  pension  nor  Peerage ; 
nay,  I  quit  your  service  poorer  than  when  I 
entered  on  it.  Such  was  ever  the  patriot's  lot. 
Belisarius  begged  his  bread,  and  I  am  driven 
forth  to  herd  with  the  kangaroos  of  Australia  I 
Oh,  that  I  had  never  been  bom,  or  being  bom, 
that  my  face,  like  the  statue  of  Achilles,  had 
been  cased  in  triple  brass!  But  Bashfulness 
first  sowed  the  seeds  of  that  ruin,  of  which  pa- 
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— ^leal  tears  rolling  down  her  cheeks.  A  sight 
like  this,  so  wholly  unexpected,  quite  unmanned 
me.  I  tried  to  speak,  but  could  not ;  so  there 
I  stood,  rooted  to  the  floor,  with  my  wife's  cold 
hand  fiEist  locked  in  mine. 

"  Come,  oome,^'  said  the  turnkey,  *<  this  will 
never  do.  I  am  scnry  for  the  poor  gentlewoman, 
but  she  must  turn  out.  It^s  as  good  as  my 
place  is  worth,  to  let  her  remain  here  after 
lock-up  hours.^ 

^*  Good  bye  then,*^  said  my  wife,  *'  God  bless 
you,  I  forgive  you  from  the  very  bottom  of  my 
soul,^  and  so  saying,  she  hurried  towards  the 
door ;  but  just  as  she  reached  it,  stopped — 
turned  once  more  round — then  tore  herself 
away,  and  the  door  closed  aa  her  for  ever. 

It  was  on  a  charming  summer  morning,  in  the 
year  1822,  that  the  most  aggrieved  patriot  that 
ever  quitted  the  Irish  shores,  stepped  on  board 
the  vessel  that  was  to  waft  him  to  a  New  World. 
"Wlio  shall  say  what  emotions  were  mine  at  this 
trying  moment !  Yet  it  was  not  for  myself  I 
grieved.    No,  it  was  the  ingratitude  of  the  land 
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of  my  nativity  that  pierced  my  soul  with  an- 
guish.  '*  Oh,  Erin  !'^  I  exclaimed,  <<  unge- 
nerous  Erin !  Like  Aristides,  I  have  sacrificed 
my  all  in  your  behalf,  and,  like  him,  I  am  re* 
warded  with  banishment.  Though,  conjointly 
with  abler,  but  not  more  disinterested  spirits,  I 
taught  you  the  secret  of  your  strength ;  lit  up 
the  beacon-fires  of  freedom  in  your  farm-houses; 
and  roused  you  from  the  state  of  base,  contented 
tranquillity  in  which  I  found  you  but  too  wil- 
ling to  indulge ; — ^how  have  you  repaid  me  ?  By 
thrusting  me  from  your  presence  with  contempt 
and  obloquy !  Had  I  acquired  titles,  or  heaped 
up  riches,  you  might  justly  have  distrusted  my 
zeal ;  but  I  have  neither  pension  nor  Peerage ; 
nay,  I  quit  your  service  poorer  than  when  I 
entered  on  it.  Such  was  ever  the  patriot^s  lot. 
Belisarius  begged  his  bread,  and  I  am  driven 
forth  to  herd  with  the  kangaroos  of  Australia  I 
Oh,  that  I  had  never  been  bom,  or  being  bom, 
that  my  face,  like  the  statue  of  Achilles,  had 
been  cased  in  triple  brass!  But  Bashfulness 
first  sowed  the  seeds  of  that  ruin,  of  which  pa- 
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triotism  has  siiice  reaped  the  harvest.  What, 
but  the  one,  withheld  me  from  returning  a  peni- 
taot  to  Naples;  and  kept  me  in  a  state  of  vacil- 
lation when^  by  a  prompt  decision,  I  might  have 
secured  the  hand  of  Ellen  Mahon,  and  in  some 
remote  comer  of  Ireland  have  lived  to  this  hour 
in  respectability  f  What  but  the  other,  made 
me  court  notoriety,  and  thereby  hurried  on  my 
downfall  t  But  complaint  is  idle  now.  Hence- 
forth all  hope  is  dead  within  me.  Ye,  whom  I 
may  perchance  have  wronged,  be  content,  ye 
have  now  an  ample  revenge.  Ye,  who  have  un- 
questionably wronged  me,  be  content  also,  from 
my  inmost  soul  I  forgive  you.^ 

Just  as  I  concluded  this  touching  soliloquy,  1 
cast  my  eyes  towards  the  shores  of  my  native 
land.  The  last  faint  glimpse  of  its  iron-bound 
coast  was  still  discernible  in  distance— «n*in- 
stant,  and  it  had  disappeared,  and  I  felt  that 
I  had  seen  green  Erin  for  the  last  time. 
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OsMTL£  Reader: 

The  tale  of  the  *<  Bashful  Irishman^  is  con- 
cluded ;  and  the  autobiographer  himself,  his 
task  accomplished,  vanishes,  like  other  phantoms, 
into  thin  air.  The  narrative  was  intended  to 
be  a  sort  of  ironical  commentary  on  the  old 
adage,  <<  Know  Thyself '^— the  most  difficult  to 
be  acquired,  of  all  knowledge ;  for  how  often  do 
we  find,  in  real  life,  men,  like  0*Blamey, 
piquing  themselves  on  the  possessbn  of  that 
one  faculty  or  acquirement  in  which  they  are 
the  most  deficient — some  coarse,  business-like 
John  Bull,  for  instance,  on  his  refined  and  lofty 
gentility  ;  or  some  chattering  Monsieur,  on  his 
philosophic  depth  of  thought.  In  the  selection 
of  his  hero,  the  author,  some  of  whose  oldest 
and  most  respected  friends  are  Irishmen,  has 
studiously  confined  himself  to  that  class  of  low. 
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impudent  adventurers  who  are  to  be  met  with 
in  all  countries ;  as  Mateo  Aleman  has  done 
in  his  Spanish  Adventurer,  and  our  own  im- 
mortal Fielding  in  his  English  one.  Perhaps 
also,  gentle  Reader,  the  author  may  have  had 
another  object  in  view — your  amusement ;  but 
here,  though  he  would  fain  hope  the  best, 
he  dare  hardly  flatter  himself  that  be  has 
succeeded.  No  critic  can  be  more  sensible  of 
the  deficiencies  of  his  tale  than  himself;  never- 
theless, he  has  done  his  best;  and  having 
penned  it  throughout  (or  at  least  endear 
voured  so  to  do)  in  a  spirit  of  cordial  and 
unafiected  good  humour,  he  trusts  that  you 
will  take  these  mitigating  circumstances  into 
consideration,  and  adopting.  Portia's  advice  to 
Shylock,  temper  justice  with  mercy  in  your 
verdict. 
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It  was  at  the  commencment  of  the  summer 
of  the  year  1819)  that  I  quitted  Cambridge  for 
the  Continent.  For  some  months  previously,  I 
had  been  in,  what  is  called,  an  ailing  state,  the 
result  of  incessant  application  to  my  literary 
pursuits  at  the  University  ;  which  my  father 
perceiving,  insisted  on  my  throwing  aside  my 
books,  and  accompanying  him  home  to  Owyn- 
nevay,  in  the  hope  that  the  mild  air  of  my  na* 
tive  Welch  valley  might  work  a  healing  effect 
on  my  constitution  ;  but,  finding  that  the  change 
was  of  no  avail,  as  I  still  persevered  in  my 
old  system  of  study  and  seclusion,  be  called 
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At  this  period — I  was  just  entering  on  my 
twentieth  year — literature  was  with  me  not  a 
mere  pastime,  but  a  continuous,  all-absorbing 
passion.  I  breathed  but  the  air  of  books.  My 
mind  fed  but  on  the  past.  As  for  the  world,  I 
knew  as  much,  and  cared  as  much  about  it,  as 
an  infant,  my  society  being  for  the  most  part 
restricted  to  those  who  cultivated  the  same 
tastes  as  myself. 

My  father,  a  disciplined  man  of  the  world, 
who,  from  the  concurring  circumstances  of 
birth,  fortune,  and  connexion,  was  entitled 
to  move  in  a  highly  respectable  sphere,  made 
many  attempts  to  polish  off,  what  he  term- 
ed, **  the  rough  edges  ^  of  my  character,  by 
compelling  me  to  mix  with  him  in  the  gay  cir- 
cles of  the  metropolis;  my  sisters,  too,  were 
perpetually  endeavouring  to  laugh  me  out  of 
my  ^*  old-fashioned,  bookish  notions  ;^  but  their 
efforts  were  fruitless ;  I  felt  that  I  was  out  of 
place  in  modem  society,  being  wholly  made  up 
of  odd  crotchets,  and  that  high-toned,  but  vi. 
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my  eyes  on  the  summit  of  the  distant  Soracte, 
and  Horace's  social  ode  flashed  on  my  recollec- 
tion ;  I  bent  my  steps  towards  the  Aventino, 
and  my  ear  caught  the  sound,  and  my  eye  the 
spectacle,  of  the  triumphal  rejoicings  of  the 
Republic. 

So  passed  a  month,  at  the  expiration  of  which 
time  letters  arrived  from  Gwynnevay,  in  reply 
to  one  I  had  sent,  announcing  my  arrival  at 
Rome ;  in  which  my  father  particularly  re- 
quested to  be  informed,  whether  I  had  made 
myself  known  to  the  friends  whom  he  had 
spoken  to  me  about ;  for  it  was  to  the  diversion 
afforded  by  society  that  he  looked  chiefly  for 
my  recovery. 

The  receipt  of  this  letter  reminded  me  of 
duties  that  I  had  too  long  neglected  towards 
the  fondest  and  most  munificent  of  parents; 
and  I  determined  on  the  following  day  punc- 
tually to  obey  his  directions,  —  a  resolution 
which  was  not  a  little  assisted  by  the  circum- 
stance I  am  now  about  to  relate,  and  which  had 
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was  small  and  exquisitely  shaped ;  her  rosy  lips, 
on  which  a  thousand  meanings  seemed  to  vi- 
brate, indicated  extreme  sensibility ;  her  com* 
plexion  was  pale,  but  clear :  the  contour  of  her 
countenance  of  a  Grecian,  rather  than  a  Roman 
character ;  and  her  slender  figure,  replete  with 
that  natural,  easy  grace,  which  we  associate 
with  a  Juliet  or  a  Miranda.  Just  such  a  vision, 
90  youthful— so  etherial — so  full  of  all  that  we 
admire  and  doat  upon  in  woman — burst  on  the 
sight  of  the  Indian  Bacchus  among  the  woods  of 
Crete! 

But  it  was  not  so  much  the  beauty  of  the 
stranger  that  rivetted  my  attention,  as  the  pro- 
found melancholy  that  characterized  her  every 
look  and  movement.  There  was  no  mistaking  the 
expression  that  spoke  in  her  eloquent  eye,  and 
quivered  on  her  restless  lip.  So  young — so  at- 
tractive—what could  render  her  thus  wretched  ? 
Could  it  be  the  influence  breathed  out,  like  a 
mildew, from  the  ruins  that  surrounded  her? 
Possibly ;  for  there  is  indeed  a  sad  solemnity 
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in  the  cold,  grey  evening,  among  the  ruins  of 
the  Palatine. 

The  whole  of  that  night— that  memorable 
night — I   could  think — dream— speculate  on 
nothing  but  the  fair  Unknown,  and  the  cause  of 
the  melancholy  that  threw — not  a  cloud,  but^— a 
dim,  softening  veil  over  her  brilliant  loveliness. 
No  doubt,  the  romantic  circumstances  under 
which  I  had  encountered  her,  had  much  to  do 
with  the  matter ;  for  my  age — ^my  inexperience 
— and  more  especially  my  course  of  study,  ren* 
dered  me  peculiarly  sensitive  to  such  an  in- 
fluence; still,  independently  of  these  adventitious 
helps  to  the  imagination,  there  was  quite  enough 
in  the  face— the  figure— *the  air  of  the  stranger, 
to  justify  the  enthusiasm  of  a  far  more  worldly 
man  than  I  am,  or  shall  ever  be. 

My  favourite  metaphysician  has  accounted 
for  a  sudden  infatuation  like  this,  by  attributing 
it  to  the  realizing  of  some  image  of  female  love- 
liness, of  which  all  men,  unconsciously  to  them- 
selves, have  entertained  a  previous  conception. 
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Such  was  not  my  case.  I  had  formed  no  pre- 
vious theory  of  beauty.  If  I  had  ever  thought 
of  woman  at  all,  it  was  only  in  connexion  with 
a  waltz,  a  ball-room,  and  a  knot  of  lisping  dan- 
dies ;  the  present,  therefore,  was,  in  every  re- 
spect, the  dawn  of  a  new  existence  within  me ; 
and  whose  first  immediate  effect  was,  to  render 
me  as  active,  impassioned,  and  full  of  hope,  as 
before  I  was  listless  and  reserved. 

Under  the  influence  of  these  new  feelings,  I 
haunted  day  and  night  the  majestic  ruins  of  the 
Palatine.  I  saw  them  under  every  varying  as- 
pect of  light  and  shade — of  sunshine  and  moon- 
shine ;  sometimes  I  was  there  alone;  sometimes 
I  stood  amongst  them  in  the  presence  of  beauty; 
but  she,  the  most  beautiful  of  her  sex,  came 
there  no  more. 

Still  I  would  not  despond.  First  love,  though 
timid,  is  skilful,  and  fertile  in  expedients,  with 
ever  a  redeeming  spirit  about  it;  so,  find- 
ing that  my  excursions  to  the  Palatine  were 
fruitless,  I  extended  them  to  all  the  grand  and 
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classic  scenery  in  which  the  neighbourhood 
of  Rome  sbouods ;  to  the  heights  of  Frescati 
^the  picturesque  Alban  Hill — the  groves, 
the  grottos,  the  cascades,  and  temples  of 
Tivoli ;  —  to  every  spot,  in  short,  which  I 
thought  was  likely  to  attract  the  attention  of 
youth  and  beauty ;  and  then,  as  a  last  resource, 
resoWed  on  availing  myself  of  my  letters  of  in- 
troduction ;  in  the  hope,  that  in  society  at  least, 
if  not  among  the  ckef-d'ceuvrea  of  art  and  na- 
ture, I  might  Htaud  a  chance  of  meeting  with 
the  Unknown. 

Fraught  with  this  idea,  I  permitted  not  a 
moment  to  elapse,  but  made  my  appearance  at 
the  house  of  the  Countess  C —  to  whom  my  father 
had  specially  recommended  roe;  and  whose  hob- 
by it  was  to  collect,  once  a  week,  in  her  saloon, 
all  the  literature,  and  philosophy,  and  science, 
and  even  fashion,  of  the  capital. 

By  this  lady,  who  was  in  high  repute  with 
the  English  at  Rome,  I  was  received  with  \ 
wOTld  of  urbanity,  and  introduced  into  severa 
M  3 
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delightful  circles;  but,  wherever  I  went,  the 
same  disappointment  awaited  me ;  I  could  see 
— hear  notliing  of  the  Unknown. 

At  length,    one  day  when  I  was  sauntering 

along  the  Corso,  with  the  Baron  de  G ,  whom 

1  had  previously  met  at  the  Countess's  Convcr- 
aaziofiCy  and  who  was  well  known  in  Rome  for 
liis  classic  taste  and  erudition,  and — what  was 
with  me  of  far  more  consequence  just  now — for 
the  extent  and  variety  of  his  acquaintance,  a 
carriage  halted  close  to  the  spot  where  we  were 
walking ;  for  the  street  being  thronged  with 
c«[uipages,  like  Hyde  Park  on  a  spring  Sun- 
dav,  it  became  a  matter  of  difficulty  for  any 
vehicle  to  proceed  beyond  a  snail's  pace. 

At  once,  as  if  by  instinct,  my  eyes  were 
li vetted  on  this  carriage,  in  which  were  seated 
two  females;  in  the  younger  of  whom  I  recog- 
nized—  oh,  moment  of  triumph,  that  even 
now,  at  the  distance  ef  eighteen  years,  I  re- 
call with  transport ! — my  fair  Unknown  of  the 
Palatine !     She  too  seemed  as  if  she  remem- 
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bered  me,  for  as  the  coach  drove  on,  she  threw 
on  me  a  furtive  glance  of  recognition  (or  did 
my  vanity  deceive  me?),  stamped,  however, 
with  all  her  former  melancholy. 

I  cannot  say  what  my  feelings  were  at  this 
instant;  excited,  however,  as  they  were,  I  yet 
managed  to  repress  them ;  and  with  assumed 
tranquillity,  enquired  of  the  Baron  if  he  knew 
who  those  ladies  were,  in  the  carriage  that 
had  just  passed  us. 

'<  In  the  dark  green  one,  you  mean.  Oh,  they 
are  the  wife  and  sister  of  the  French  Minister. 
Pleasant  women,  enough,  but  too  loquacious.*" 

^*  No,  no ;  in  the  carriage  immediately  pre- 
ceding them.     See,  it  is  just  now  turning  the 


comer.*' 


**  What,  you  are  interested  in  them  P"**  he 
replied  archly,  struck  with  the  involuntary 
eagerness  of  my  manner. 

<<  Not  so.  But  I  think  I  have  met  with 
them  before  ~  the  youngest,  at  least — and  have 
the  curiosity  natural  to  all  of  us,  to  know  the 
name  of,  if  not  to  become  acquainted  with,  a 


276  THE    MAGIC    OF    LOVE. 

pretty  woman.  Who  are  they,  or  rather  who 
is  she  ?^  and  I  felt  ray  heart  leap  within  me,  as 
I  put  this  direct  inquiry. 

The  reply  was  all  that  the  most  sanguine 
enthusiast  could  desire;  for  not  only  did  the 
Baron  make  me  acquainted  with  the  names  of 
the  strangers;  but  finding  that  I  took  an  inte- 
rest in  his  communication,  proceeded  also  to 
acquaint  me  with  the  details  of  their  history. 

They  were,  it  seems,  mother  and  daughter, 

and  of  the  distinguished  family  of  Di  V . 

The  younger,  whose  name  was  Hortense,  had 
been  affianced  from  an  early  age  to  a  young 
Italian  citvc  of  Napoleon,  who  held  a  high 
military  command  in  the  capital.  The  match 
received  the  full  sanction  of  the  mother — a 
willow  with  this  only  child — but,  unfortu- 
natolv,  before  it  could  take  place,  one  of  those 
>ucldon  political  changes  which  were  of  such 
tVoi]iient  occurrence  among  the  Emperors  ad- 
herents, when  he  himself  had  been  hurled  from 
|K)wer — and  which  in  this  instance  was  supposed 
to  have  been  hastened   by  the  intrigues  of  the 
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Austrian  Nuncio,  to  whom  the  young  soldier 
had  contrived  to  render  himself  obnoxious — not 
only  deprived  him  of  his  military  situation, 
but  was  the  cause  also  of  his  banishment  from 
the  Papal  territories  —  and  this  but  a  month 
before  he  was  to  have  espoused  Hortense  Di 
V . 

When  the  news  of  her  intended  son-in4aw^s 

disgrace  reached  the  ears  of  Madame  Di  V 

—a  stem,  cold,  haughty  woman,  whose  one 
engrossing  passion  was  ambition — ^she  insisted 
OD  her  daughter's  breaking  off  all  communica- 
tion with  the  young  soldier ;  and  though  the  poor 
girl  implored  her  on  bended  knees  to  recall 
this  harsh  mandate,  her  mother  was  deaf  to 
her  appeal ;  and  kept  her  under  a  state  of  the 
most  rigid  surveillance,  until  assured  that  her 
affianced  husband  had  taken  his  departure 
from  Rome. 

For  full  six  months  Hortense  had  remained 
in  this  state  of  *<  durance  vile,**'  but  latterly 
her  mother  bad  been  reduced  to  relax  a  little 
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in  her  vigilance ;  finding  that  her  child^s  health 
was  slowly  wasting  away  under  the  cruel 
shock  :  and  allow  her  occasionally  to  make  her 
appearance  at  the  Soirees  of  some  of  their 
friends,    and   among   others,    at    that    of    the 

Countess  C ;  in  the  hope,  no  doubt,  as  mv 

informant  added,  that  her  daughter,  by  her 
beauty,  her  accomplishments,  and  the  rank  of 
her  family,  might  form  such  an  alliance  as 
miijht  do  credit  to  her  mother's  ambition. 

There  was  nothing  in  this  communication 
that,  strictly  speaking,  should  have  caused  me 
any  despondency,  for  what  was  I  to  Hortense  ? 
nevertheless,  it  produced  an  extraordinary 
effect  on  my  mind ;  and  when  I  quitted  the 
Baron  to  return  home,  the  tumult  of  my  feel- 
in  irs  was  such  as  it  is  far  more  easy  to  ridicule 
than  remedy.  I  had  been  flung  with  a  rude, 
stunnins:  shock  to  earth  from  the  seventh  hea- 
ven  of  imagination.  Hope's  silver  chord  was 
loosed  ;  her  golden  bowl  was  broken  ;  and  the 
gh'ttcriiig  fragments  lay  shattered  at  my  feet. 
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In  vain  I  called  common  sense  to  my  aid ;  in 
vain  I  turned  to  study  for  consolation ;  in  vain 
I  resumed  acquaintance  with  my  favourite 
classic  and  Italian  poets ;  my  feelings  rejected 
all  attempts  at  discipline;  my  thoughts  were 
perpetually  wandering  to  the  Palatine,  and 
brooding  over  the  vision  that  had  there  first 
taught  me  I  had  a  fancy  to  be  fired,  and  a 
heart  to  be  touched. 

•  This  was  a  wretched  state  of  mind  to  be  in — 
amounting,  in  fact,  to  a  species  of  Monoma- 
nia—I determined,  therefore,  to  make  one 
resolute  effort  to  shake  it  off;  and  the  Baron 
happening  to  look  in  on  me  one  morning  witfaT 
an  invitation  to  a  Swrke  at  the  Countesa'^s, 
where  he  told  me  I  should  be  sure  to  meet 
*'  all  the  world,^  I  gladly  embraced  the  op- 
portunity, if  not  of  restoring  my  mind  to  a 
healthy  tone,  at  least  of  reducing  it  to  some« 
thing  like  subordination. 

But,  alas !  in  my  eagerness  to  fly  from  Self, 
I  found  that  I  was  only  rushing  from  Scylla 
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upoo  Cbarybdiss  for  on  eotering  the  salooD, 
among  the  earliest  visitors,  whom  should  I  see, 
seated  oo  a  sofa,  in  an  obscure  quiet  comer, 
but — Hortense  herself!  Yes,  there  she  was — 
loTely,  intorestiog,  irresistible  as  ever  I  Next 
her,  was  a  middle-aged  lady,  in  whom,  from 
the  strong  resemblance  she  bore  to  her  daugh- 
ter, I  was  at  no  loss  to  recognize  Madame  Di 

y .     Both  had  the  same  full,  dark  eje ; 

the  same  hair,  the  same  exquisitely  chiselled* 
outline  of  countenance;  but  the  hauteur  and 
stately  dignity  of  the  (me,  was  tempered  into 
softness  and  sweetness  in  the  other.  The  one 
seemed  bom  to  command ;  the  other,  to  lore 
and  be  loved. 

Of  course  as  the  most  distkigu^  females  in 
the  room,  they  soon  gathered  about  them  a 
crowd  of  those  lively  coxcombs,  who,  in  Roone 
as  with  us,  are  always  to  be  seen  humming  and 
buzzing  about  the  ear  of  beauty.  One,  in 
particular,  a  handsome  but  intolerably  con- 
ceited fop,  paid  Hortense  the  most  marked 
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attention,  from  which,  howeyer,  she  shrunk 
with  an  eagerness  that  not  a  little  displeased 
her  mother,  and  convinced  me  that  the  coxcomb 
in  question  was  considered  of  sufficient  rank 
and  fortune  to  be  encouraged  as  a  son-in-law. 

It  was  with  mixed  feelings  of  pleasure  and 
jealousy,  that  I  watched  at  a  distance  this  little 
scene ;  but  when  I  saw  Madame  Di  V— «  rise 
from  her  seat,  for  the  purpose  of  addressing  the 
lady  of  an  English  attach^,  drawing  after  her 
a  crowd  of  beaux  who  felt  their  self-conceit 
wounded  by  her  daughter's  unaccountable  re- 
serve, a  strange  courage  came  over  me;  and 
hastening  towards  her,  at  the  same  time  men- 
tioning the  name  of  our  mutual  friend,  the 
Baron,  I  introduced  and  placed  myself  by  her 
side.  By  her  side !  What  a  world  of  bliss  is 
contained  in  these  few  words  ! 

How  I  looked — what  I  said — I  cannot  at 
this  distance  of  time  pretend  to  recall;  my 
manner,  however,  must  have  convinced  Hor- 
tense  of  the  deep— the  intense  interest  I  took 
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B  the  aramistjnees  of  hei  story,  for  she  repaid 
■e  with  gcntk  words  and  grateful  looks ;  in 
fact,  I  so  £v  ooDtriTed  to  interest  her  fed- 
is^s  hr  talkiiig  with  her  in  an  earnest  and 
BxpassiaDcd  style,  whidi  suited  the  temper  ol 
Bind,  about  dieTarious  scenes  I  had  visited 
^  capital,  and  the  asBodatioos  they  called 
forgetting,  be  sure,  the  Palatine  where 
I  kid  first  seen  her — that  her  usual  reserve 
fs:v^  vmj,  and  something  like  an  animated  con- 
¥vrsidca  took  place,  in  French,  between  us ; 
kuc  when  I  happened  accidentally  to  mention 
uat  I  ^c»ii  quit  Rome  for  Naples  in  a  few 
i^Ts.  sbe  gx%^  tm  iuToIuntary  start ;  her  ooun- 
ifSMDcif  i  I  Mfd  SB  expression  of  the  utmost 
cftTiS'KK;  aod,  after  looking  timidly  and 
.tfAx«^^  about  the  voobd,  she  said,  in  a  low 
¥coc>^  w:?:ii  a  foroed  effort  at  cximposure,  **  We 
^v  v-«fc:rrow,  to    Cardinal  F ^'s.      You 

^  Y^s^  I  v^  iatrodooed  to  him  a  few  days 
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"  Possibly,  then,  we  shall  see  you  there  ?** 
I  had  only  just  time  to  reply  in  the  affirma- 
tive, when  Hortense  abruptly  changed  the  con- 
versation ;    and   with    good   reason ;    for,  on 

looking  up,  I  saw  Madame  Di  V returning, 

on  which  I  quitted  her  side,  and  mixing  with 
the  gay  throng  which  now  filled  the  room,  was 
soon  lost  to  the  eyes  of  both. 

On  returning  to  my  hotel,  I  occupied  myself 
for  some  hours  in  thinking  over  all  the  circum- 
stances of  my  conversation  with  Hortense.  Her 
hint  about  the  Cardinal's  Swrie^  which  I  could 
not  but  remember  had  been  put  in  the  earnest 
and  pleading  tone  of  a  request  that  I  would  be 
there,  especially  engaged  my  attention.  ^^  What 
could  be  her  motive, '^  said  I,  <*in  asking  me 
such  a  question,  and  in  such  an  anxious  man- 
ner ?  Was  it  merely  that  she  was  pleased  with 
my  conversation — flattered  by  my  respect,  and 
evident  sympathy ;  or  was  a  deeper  feeling  ? — 
but  no,  no ;  His  sheer  madness  to  cherish  such 
a  hope !     However,  be  the  cause  what  it  may. 
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at  least  by  to-morrow  night  I  shall  have  known 
enough  to  regulate  my  future  conduct. 

On  my  arrival  next  night  at  the  CardinaFs,  I 

looked  in  vain  for  Madame  Di  V and  her 

daughter  ;  they  were  not  there ;  and  after  wait- 
ing  some  time,  I  was  sullenly  preparing  to 
move  away,  when  the  Baron  stopped  me  at  the 
door,  and  engaged  me  in  conversation  for  a  few 
minutes — most  fortunately,  for  while  I  was  talk- 
ing with  him,  Hortense  and  her  mother  entered, 
accompanied  by  the  same  young  fop  who  had 
so  excited  my  aversion  the  previous  evening. 

As    the   party   drew  near  us,    Madame    Di 

V halted  an  instant  to  speak  to  the  Baron  ; 

and  just  at  that  instant  Hortense,  catching  my 
eye,  thrust  a  letter  into  my  hand,  which  she 
had  scarcely  done,  when  her  mother  hurried  her 
forward.  All  this  transpired  in  less  time  than 
I  have  taken  to  describe  it ;  and  my  curiosity • 
and  perhaps  a  more  flattering  feeling  being  ex- 
cited beyond  all  restraint— the  more  especially 
when  from  a  distant  quarter  of  the  room  I  saw 
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Hortense^s  eyes  turned  frequently  towards  me — 
I  hurried  home,  unfolded  the  precious  docu- 
ment, and  read  the  following  lines  :-«- 

^^  You  told  me  last  night  you  were  on  the 
eve  of  quitting  Rome  for  Naples ;  you  saw  too 
that  the  intelligence  affected  me;  but  you  knew 
not^^you  could  not  know — the  deep  cause  I  had 
for  emotion.  At  Muro,  within  three  days!  jour- 
ney of  the  city  you  propose  to  visit,  he  lives 
whom  I  hold  most  dear  on  earth.  But  a  week 
since,  a  letter  was  conveyed  to  me  in  secret 
from  him ;  and  in  that  letter  he  implores  me,  by 
the  memory  of  our  past,  and  the  hope  of  our 
future  happiness,  at  all  hazards,  to  fly  this  hated 
place  and  rejoin  him.  When  I  say  Ati»,  you 
know  to  whom  I  allude,  for  your  manner  last 
night  convinced  me  that  my  story  was  not 
unknown  to,  or  unlamented  by  you.  Pity 
me  then,  and  do  not  misinterpret  my  mo- 
tives,  when  I  supplicate  your  aid  in  escaping 
from  a  home  which  has  become  my  dun- 
geon.     You    start    at   this  application  from 
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one  to  whom  you  are,  comparatively,  a  stran- 
ger !     You    are    astonished   at    the   boldness 
that  could  have  suggested  it !     Alas  !  it  is  not 
boldness,  but  the  frenzy  of  despair.     Long  and 
severe  were  my  struggles  before  I  could  bring 
myself  to  address  you.     I  thought  of  the  cen- 
sures of  the  world ;  of  the  indignation  of  my 
mother;  of  the  scorn  tliat  even  you  might  en- 
tertain towards  me ;  but  I  thought,  too,  of  him, 
and  for  his  sake  I  have  resolved  to  brave  every 
thing.     Should  I  remain  here  a  week  longer, 
my  doom  is  sealed,  for  my  mother  has  insisted 
on  my  accepting,  without  further  hesitation,  the 
liand  of  a  man  I  detest.     Do  not,  then,  reject 
my  supplication,  but  aid  me  to  rejoin  him  ;  and 
two  hearts  that  you  have  saved  from  breaking, 
shall  bless  your  name  for  ever.  I  will  entrust  my- 
self unhesitatingly  to  you.   You  are  manly — you 
are  generous — you  have  sisters,  you  told  me, 
whom  you  love,  and  by  w^hom  you  are  loved  ; 
imagine,  then,  that  T  am  one  of  them,  and  be  to 
me  a  brother.     Oh  !  if  you  did  but  know  the 
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agony  I  have  endured ;  the  long,  dreary  days 
and  sleepless  nights  that  have  been  my  portion 
since  he  quitted  me,  you  would  not  hesitate  to 
grant  my  request.  I  have  no  friend  to  advise 
me ;  no  hope,  but  in  you  ;  though  I  have  num- 
bered few  years,  yet  my  heart  is  already 
wrinkled;  the  accents  of  kindness  are  unfa- 
miliar to  my  ear  ;  and  when  they  fell  from  you 
last  night,  I  could  have  wept  from  the  strange 
delight  they  gave."" 

The  letter  then  went  on  to  state  that  Ma- 
dame Di  V intended  setting  out  imme- 
diately to  visit  a  relation  who  resided  near 
the  Alban  Hill;  and  that  on  the  following 
morning,  the  writer,  availing  herself  of  this 
(mly  opportunity  of  escape,  would  meet  me  by 
daybreak,  at  a  spot  which  she  specified  near 
the  Aventine ;  and  concluded  in  the  following 
words,  penned  evidently  under  feelings  of  the 
strongest  agitation,  and  so  blotted  with  tears 
that  I  had  the  greatest  difficulty  in  decyphering 
them.     ^^  Forgive  me,  if  I  have  been  too  bold 
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or  too  rashly  confident :  my  brain  is  wandering ; 
I  scarce  know  what  I  have  written ;  but  still, 
even  amidst  my  darkest  apprehensions,  a  some- 
thing assures  me  that  you  will  not  betray  of  de- 
sert me.  Hark  !  a  voice — my  mother'*s  voice* 
I  must  break  off.  ^^  Hortekse.^ 

My  emotions,  on  reading  this  letter,  were  of 
a  strangely  complex  character,  made  up  of  sur- 
prise^ admiration,  and  bitter  disappointment. 
First,  I  was  struck  with  the  simplicity — ^the 
confidingness — ^the  strength  and  purity  of  affec- 
tion— the  mixture  of  timidity  and  resolution — 
of  gentleness  and  desperation — that  it  developed 
in  every  line  :  secondly,  I  felt  but  too  painfully 
convinced  that,  it  crushed  out  the  last  faint 
spark  of  hope,  which  even  up  to  this  moment  I 
had  unconsciously  nourished.  For  a  time  this 
last  feeling  predominated  ;  but  soon  a  worthier 
spirit  prevailed ;  I  felt  it  impossible  to  refuse 
a  request  thus  urged  ;  so  resolved,  at  whatever 
risk  to  my  own  peace  of  mind,  to  show  Hor- 
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tense  that  I  was  not  unworthy  of  the  noble 
confidence  she  had  reposed  in  me. 

No  sooner  had  I  formed  this  resolution,  than, 
without  allowing  myself  a  minute's  pause,  I 
proceeded  to  make  preparations  for  carrying  it 
into  execution ;  the  hurry  and  bustle  of  which 
luckily  allowed  me  no  time  for  those  discreet, 
but  in  many  instances  erroneous,  reflections, 
which  are  usually  styled  "  second  thoughts."^ 

How  slowly  passed  the  night  that  was  to 
usher  in  the  eventful  morning!  Vainly  I  strove 
to  compose  myself  to  sleep  ;  the  excitement  of 
my  nerves  would  not  be  allayed ;  and  hour  after 
hour  I  lay  listening  to  the  slow  ticking  of  my 
,  watch,  vexed — maddened  with  its  monotonous 
click,  click  ;  and  then  vexed  with  myself  for 
being  such  a  slave  to  impulse.  At  last — oh, 
joyful  sight ! — a  few  faint  streaks  of  day  came 
trembling  in  at  the  window ;  on  which  I  leaped 
from  bed,  dressed,  arranged  what  few  conveni« 
ences  I  had  to  carry  with  me,  and  then  hurried 
off  to  the  place  of  rendezvous. 

VOL.   II.  o 
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On  reaching  the  spot,  where  I  found  my 
irriiipe  and  hordes  in  waiting,  all  was  siill  and 
ilitary.  I  took  out  my  watch.  It  wanted  but 
'n  minutes  of  the  hour  at  which  Horten»e  had 
ipointcd  to  meet  me.  Yet  she  came  not.  "What 
»uld  he  the  reason  ?  My  first  idea  was  that 
-r  flight  had  been  detected  ;  my  ne\t  that  her 
inidity  had  taken  the  alarm,  and  she  had  re- 
futed uf  her  desperate  enterprise  ;  but  I  did 
justice  to  her  firmness  of  character  ;  for,  just 
■•  St.  Peter's  Basilic  struck  six.  I  could  dis- 
■rii  a  figure  wrappetl  up  in  a  mantle  advancing 
iwards  me.  As  it  drew  nearer,  there  was  no 
i^taking  the  shrinking,  bending  form  of  Hor- 
:ise.  She  tremhletl  from  bead  to  foot,  as  if 
e  apprehended  the  worst,  whereupon  I  said, 
(.'ourage,  lady,  remember,  I  am  your  friend, 
Hir  sworn  brother  and  guardian." 
"My  generous  benefactor!"  she  replied,  look- 
i^  up  timidly  and  beseechingly  in  my  face. 
\0H  will  save  me  then  from  this  detested  mar- 
ige  .=     Sjicak  !  let  nie  know  my  fate  at  once." 
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^*  I  will ;  and  more  than  this,  I  will  restol'e 
you,  at  all  hazards,  to  the  arms  of  him — (I 
could  not  bring  myself  to  pronounce  the  word 
*  Eugene^)— from  whom  you  ought  never  to 
have  been  separated  i"  and  so  saying,  without 
allowing  her  time  to  pour  forth  her  thanks, 
I  hurried  her  into  the  vehicle,  which  soon  left 
the  Eternal  City  many  long  miles  behind. 

For  the  first  three  or  four  hours,  Hortense 
was  in  a  constant  flutter  of  alarm.  At  every 
sound  of  wheels  she  started,  turned  pale,  and 
flung  herself  back  in  the  carriage ;  and  not  a 
horseman  passed,  but  her  fears  instantly  sug- 
gested that  he  had  been  dispatched  in  pursuit 
by  her  mother.  How  harsh — ^how  ungenerous 
—how  cruel — ^must  have  been  the  conduct  of 
that  mother,  the  very  mention  of  whose  name 
thus  acted  on  her  daughter  like  a  spell  of 
horror ! 

By  sunset,  however,  my  young  fellow-tra- 
veller  had  so  far  regained  her  composure,  that 
she  readily  closed  with  my  proposal  of  resting 

o  2 
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llie  night  at  a  little  town  or  village  which 
reached  just  as  darkness  was  gathering 
lid  us ;  and  at  an  early  hour  on  the  follow- 
morning  we  resumed  our  route,  which  we 
tinned  without  intermission,  until  wt?  jrrived 
I'enafro,  where  we  made  our  sLcond  night's 
:,  and  thence  struck  at  once  into  tlie  heart  of 
Appenines. 

"rom  this  period  our  course  became  one  of 
culty,  if  not  danger;  for  though,  generally 
nking,  the  Appenincs  present  no  such  for- 
lable  appearances  as  the  Alps  or  tliePyre- 
6  ;  yet  they  are  not  without  their  stvep  dccli- 
L"s,  and  narrow,  rockv  defiles — and  unfor- 
itely  it  was  among  the  worst  of  thest  that 
course  lay— in  winding  along  whicli  the 
ellcr  has  need  of  all  his  caution.  Nor  are 
;e  the  only  hazards  to  which  he  is  subjected, 
among  the  secluded  recesses  of  the  nioun- 
s  lurk  hosts  of  ferocious  brigands, 
'he  evening  of  the  third  day  was  drawing 
when  we  came  to  one  of  the  wildest  and 
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most  secluded  passes  to  be  found  in  the  whole 
Appenine  range,  and  which  ran  along  the  edge 
of  a  black,  thunder-splintered  cliff.  Here,  for 
the  first  time,  the  landscape  assumed  an  aspect 
of  imposing,  not  to  siy  terrible  grandeur. 
Above  us  rose  a  vast  wall  of  loose,  toppling 
crags  which  seemed  ever  ready  to  fall  on  our 
heads ;  and  before  us,  a  stormy  sea  of  moun- 
tains, some  lifting  *'  sheer,  abrupt,*^  their  sharp 
naked  summits  to  the  sky,  with  deep  channels 
worn  into  their  sides  by  the  action  of  the  wintry 
torrents ;  and  some  swelling  up  more  gradually 
from  the  valleys,  their  huge  foreheads  frowning 
with  the  eternal  gloom  of  pine  and  fir. 

Our  progress  was  here  necessarily  slow,  for 
the  road  was  broken,  craggy,  and  narrow — in 
fact,  little  better  than  a  foot-path — and  so  full 
of  sharp  turns  and  angles,  that  more  than  once 
I  was  compelled  to  leave  Hortense  in  the  car- 
riage, and  go  forward  and  assist  our  driver  in 
guiding  the  mules^  heads. 

Night,  meanwhile,  came  striding  forward  at 
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a  gianf  8  pace,  and  the  unsettled  aspect  of  the 
West  betokened  an  approaching  storm.  To  in- 
crease  our  embarrassment,  we  found  that  we 
had  mistaken  our  way  ;  and  as  to  go  back  was 
now  quite  as  usdess  as  to  go  forward,  we  bad 
nothing  left  for  it  but  to  push  on»  in  the  hope 
that  we  might  reach  some  convent  or  osteria 
before  the  storm  should  burst  on  the  mountains. 
We  had  maintained  our  course  for  upwards 
of  half  an  hour  along  a  pass  which  seemed  in- 
terminable, when  a  brisk  wind  sprung  up;  a 
broad,  red,  and  dusky  light  gathered  for  an 
instant  round  the  h<MiEon,  then  faded  into  a 
dull  glimmer  ;  the  trees  rocked  and  groaned ; 
and  the  sultriness,  which  had  prevailed  more  or 
less  throughout  the  day,  began  to  be  succeeded 
by  a  damp,  oppressive  chiU.  Almost  immedi- 
ately afterwards — so  quick  is  the  transition 
from  calm  to  storm  in  these  elevated  regions — 
we  could  hear  the  hurricane  uplifting  its  voice 
among  the  pines,  and  whistling  shrilly  through 
the  clefts  in  the  precipice  above  us. 
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At  this  moment  we  were  winding  round  a 
projecting  crag,  beyond  which,  as  well  as 
we  could  perceive  by  the  faint  light  that 
#as  left,  our  road  began  to  slope  a  little, 
when  suddenly,  without  any  other  w/iming 
than  one  vivid  flash  of  lightning,  the  whole 
fury  of  the  tempest  was  let  loose  on  us.  The 
thunder  burst  in  stunning  crash  upon  crash 
right  above  our  heads,  till  the  disjointed  masses 
of  cliff  and  crag  seemed  rocking  to  their  very 
foundation  ;  and  the  rain  fell  in  such  a  deluge, 
that  the  little  streams  which  we  had  constantly 
heard  trickling  across  our  path,  now  swelled  to 
the  sise  of  ttHrrents,  and  dashed  in  cataracts  into 
the  ravine  beneath^ 

Fortunately,  just  previous  to  this,  I  had  pre-  ^ 
vailed  on  my  companion  to  quit  the  carriage, 
and  walk  forward  with  me— my  mantle  being 
closely  folded  round  her,  so  as  to  shield  her  as 
much  as  possible  from  the  rain — while  our  pos- 
tillion followed,  guiding  the  mules,  who  had 
become  quite  restive  from  fright,  and    kept 
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:  ^:«—  r*^    T 


-ijT  i^Z  ::^iri5  the  edire  of  the  cliff.     I  sav 

'.r    5<-arcelv   had  we  advanced   a 

^,    ^hen   a   ?econd    thunder-clap, 

i-»..:c-   v:j^   iZT  ihdi   had   vet  preceded  it,  de- 

hj  >.-!  1  '-i^ziri:  cf  rock,  which  overhung  the 

^  uii   vd    :jj^  z^ij^y^l  bjt  a  few  minutes  before. 

!•-  vi   :';_    i^.r    c0.^rz:ou>   mass,  crushing   and 

*t-."   ,:  z    ^^.  ill    bvTore  it,  riiihl   into  the   very 

n.  :^ :  -C    "^r«i   r^.:?.  ;    arid   hardlv  had  the  pos- 

-  .  •  i:  ~  ::•:  *.j  .-:  C-^  his  hold,  ar.d  make  a  des- 

:t  ~ij-    :»  -M  :;*iri?  us*  when  it  came  in  con- 

._-    \     :  :**:  :-L-— jo^,  3^:i   hurled  it   over  the 

.  :_-      l'  "c   r^i:>s  :i:o  ibe  glen;   from  whence, 

_^i  -:.-  i-X  • ;  :if  r;ur  of  the  hurricane,  came 

.'.,    V  i-r:.-^    Veil    of  the  mule-i,    as    they 

•^   .  c-i   f-.d  jri^  :o  cra^,  aiid  then  plunced 


^J  V    1.  '.  >Sv 


\\'hat  crv  was  that  r" 


.1  the  driver,  *•'  they're 
^.v  *.l::r,  and    are   dashed    to 
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**  Gone  ?'*  murmured  Hortense,  with  a  shud- 
der that  shook  her  whole  frame,  **  gone  ?  it  will 
be  our  turn  next.** 

It  seemed,  indeed,  but  too  probable,  for 
night  was  around  us  in  all  its  gloom,  and  by 
the  lightning  only  were  we  enabled  to  track 
our  progress.  Under  these  circumstances,  I 
felt  it  was  madness  to  proceed ;  so  seating  my 
companion  on  a  bit  of  broken  rock,  that  pro- 
jected into  the  path,  I  proposed  to  go  forward 
alone,  and  see  if  I  could  discover  anv  cave  or 
recess  where  we  might  find  shelter  till  the  storm 
had  subsided. 

But  she  was  too  much  terrified  to  hear  of  my 
proposition.  "  Don't  leave  me,*"  she  whispered, 
"  I  am  sure  you  will  be  lost  if  you  do.  If  we 
die,  let  us  die  together. '^ 

The  postillion,  who  was  close  behind  us,  here 
volunteered  to  go  himself,  and  look  out  for  a 
place  of  shelter,  which  enabled  me  to  direct  my 
whole  attention  to  Hortense ;  so  taking  my  seat 
beside  her,  I  wrung  the  wet  from  her  mantle, 
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irregular  and  precipitous  as  we  descended;  and 
hearing  in  the  pauses  of  the  wind,  the  distant 
ringing  of  a  convent  bell. 

A  few  minutes  more  toUsome  walking  brought 
us  on  level  ground,  whence  we  could  distinctly 
see  through  the  darkness,  apparently  but  a 
few  yards  ahead,  the  glimmering  of  a  light. 
**  Thank  Qod,  we  are  safe  now  r  said  I,  point- 
ing out  this  welcome  ray  to  Hortense. 

"  I  trust  so,"  was  her  faint  reply,  *'  but  what 
a  night  has  this  been  for  us  all  P  and  as  she 
spoke,  I  could  feel  her  arm  quivering  like  an 
tspen-leaf  within  mine. 

The  rage  of  the  tempest  was  by  this  time 
greatly  abated;  but  the  lightning  was  still 
vivid,  and,  by  its  frequent  coruscations,  I  could 
see  that  we  were,  indeed,  approaching  the  habi- 
tations of  men.  The  bark  of  a  dog  confirmed 
me  in  this  opinion ;  the  light  too,  which  we 
had  before  noticed,  became  every  moment  more 
distinct ;  and,  following  its  direction,  we  at 
length  arrived  under  the  walls  of  one  of  those 
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cvKivocts  which  are  so  frequent  among  t!ie 
:iii.  and   the  more  inland   branch  of  the 

:c  :ixr,kj  had  just  quitted  tlie  chapel,  and 
jLxv.:;  reiirins  to  their  cJls  f.ir  the  night, 
i  i-^r  rngirii  brought  them  to  tlie  jwrtal. 
■i  ^i-  no  ntt-d  of  ivord?,  for  the  dismal 
:  ..  »-.re  in  sufficientlv  told  the  nature  of 
wir.-,-;  s).  urhering  us  into  a  kind  of  hall 
-;:\v;o-v.  the  cooti  fathers  instanllv  got 
I  a  i'r.i-cn'i.1  tire,  together  with  the  best  re- 
:>.,::  ^..-av.iv  n-.eaii*  would  allow. 
..■.;  •^■.:h  the  dav'j  toil,  Horleiise  declined 
:'„r:-.-r  rvliv^hment  than  a  single  cup  of 
;  j-i  v-:*t  »aitin2  till  her  room  was  pre- 
-.  :',  r  'r.ir  rtx-epticn.  retireil  to  the  onlv  con- 
■.■:  v-"Mr:lvT  the  convent  had  to  boait,  and 
■.  &.!-  d^v.-u-d  to  the  use  of  benighted  tra- 
r-  I:nc  oiirstlve?  :  while  I  remained  up, 
-  ;:v  ch>:!ie>  bv  the  tire,  and  conversing 
I- -.1  uisler  wiih  the  Superior,  who  invited 
>  ..vcjpv  his  cell;  but  on  my  expressing 
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a  desire  to  remain  where  I  was,  he  quitted  me 
at  a  late  hour,  after  trimming  the  lamp,  and 
throwing  fresh  logs  on  the  hearth. 

All  was  now  silent  within  the  convent,  though 
without,  I  could  still  hear  the  wind  whistling 
about  its  old  walls.  ^Twas  an  hour  for  medita- 
tion, and  I  felt  its  power.  I  thought  of  the 
events  of  the  last  few  days ;  of  the  sudden  trans- 
formation they  had  effected  in  my  character ; 
and  of  the  strange  magic  of  that  passion  which 
had  compelled  me,  as  it  were,  to  minister  to  my 
own  despair.  ^^  Yes,'^  said  I,  aloud,  while  at 
the  same  time,  to  drown  the  sense  of  loneliness 
that  crept  over  me,  I  kept  quafBng  cup  after 
cup  of  wine,  **  she  whose  very  presence  is  sun- 
shine ;  without  whom,  all  is  sterile  and  cheerless 
in  nature  and  my  own  heart ;  — -  this  divine 
being,  so  loved — so  reverenced — so  worshipped 
— I  am  become  the  means  of  resigning  to 
another !  And  can  he  prize  her  as  I  do  ? 
Can  he  make  the  sacrifice  to  her  that  I  am 
doing  ?     Why,  even  amid  the  wildest  fury  of 
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the  tempest,  when  death  spoke  in  the  thunder, 
and  glared  on  me  in  the  lightning,  I  felt  a 
tumultuous  thrill  of  rapture,  such  as  I  never 
felt  before,  while  I  clasped  this  treasure  in 
my  arms ;  felt  her  breath  upon  my  cheek ;  and 
lieard  her  whisper, '  We  will  die  together.**  Die 
together  !     Yet  we  may  not  live  together  ! 

At  this  instant  the  convent  clock  struck 
twelve.  I  rose  and  went  to  the  casement.  The 
storm  had  rolled  away  in  distance.  The  sky 
was  without  a  cloud.  ''  All  is  still,"  I  conti- 
nueil,  gazing  abroad  on  the  night;  ^' she  too 
sleeps  ;  and  perhaps  at  this  very  moment,  while 
I  keep  lonely  watch,  is  dreaming  of  Eugene. 
See,  they  have  just  met !  How  she  welcomes 
him — hangs  about  his  neck — feeds,  stifles  him 
with  kisses,  and  calls  him — God,  1  shall  go 
mad  I"  and  rushing  to  the  table  I  quafftd 
another  full  cup  of  wine,  in  the  hope  of 
driving  away  the  phantoms  that  a  too  vivid 
fancv  had  conjured  up. 

Bv  this  time  it  was  past  midnight,  and,  find- 
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ing  that  dumber,  despite  all  my  efTorts,  was 
gradually  stealing  over  me,  I  took  up  my 
mantle,  which  I  had  stretched  out  before  the 
hearth  to  dry;  and  wrapping  it  round  me, 
threw  myself  along  the  floor  in  front  of  the 
fire ;  and,  in  a  few  minutes,  sunk  into  a  pro* 
found  sleep,  from  which  I  was  only  awaken- 
ed by  the  morning  sun  glancing  in  at  the 
window. 

My  first  sensations  on  rising,  were  merely 
those  of  chill  and  numbness ;  but  soon,  other 
and  more  unfavourable  symptoms,  aggravated 
by  my  late  state  of  health,  began  to  develop 
themselves;  and  by  the  time  my  sister --for  as 
such  she  was  considered  by  the  monks — made 
her  appearance  at  the  breakfast- table,  I  had 
become  so  seriously  indisposed,  that  the  Su* 
perior,  who  was  a  bit  of  a  leech  in  his  way, 
insisted  on  my  retiring  to  his  pallet — a  proposal, 
however,  which  Hortense  would  not  hear  of,  so 
at  her  earnest  entreaties  I  was  supported  to  her 
own  room,  where  she,  and  Padre  Battista  vo« 
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lunteered  to  play,  between  them,  the  parts  of 
nune  and  physician. 

But  the  fonner  was  my  chief  attendant.  For 
four  days,  during  which  my  state  was  really 
critical,  she  counted  the  long,  dull  hours,  be- 
side my  coudi.  When  I  woke  at  midnight  from 
dreams  of  horror,  it  was  to  see  her  angel  form 
bending  over  me ;  when  I  started  from  a  feverish 
doie,  to  see  the  mid-day  sun  streaming  in 
though  the  closed  windows,  or  its  declining  ray 
giving  place  to  the  brown  shades  of  evening  ;— 
still,  there  she  was ;  and  though  I  would  fain 
have  released  her  from  such  irksome  attendance, 
and  even  the  Superior  insisted  on  taking  her 
place,  she  would  not  be  denied ;  but  if  she  ever 
quitted  the  room,  it  was  but  to  return  in  a  few 
minutes,  prepared  for  fresh  offices  of  kindness. 
She  it  was  whose  hand  administered  my  medi- 
cine; wiped  the  damps  from  my  brow;  and 
freshened  my  glued  and  clammy  lips.  She 
seemed  to  feel  no  weariness— no  disappointment 
at  the  temporary  frustration  of  her  hopes ;  but 
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wore  ever  an  encouraging  smile  on  her  coun- 
tenance, speaking  in  accents  that  fell  like  music 
on  my  ear,  and  moving  about  with  the  light, 
noiseless  tread  of  a  fairy. 

The  fourth  night  was  the  crisis  of  my  disor- 
der, and,  during  the  whole  time,  I  lay  in  a 
state  of  almost  constant  delirium.  My  ears 
rung  with  strange  noises,  my  veins  seemed 
charged  with  fire,  and  all  those  spectral  il- 
lusions which  fever  is  so  apt  to  conjure  up, 
were  let  loose  on  me  in  dreams.  First  I  thought 
that  I  was  pacing  alone,  at  sunset,  over  an 
Arabian  desert,  when  suddenly  I  heard  a 
strange  hurtling  in  the  air ;  and  gazing  far  into 
the  distance,  beheld  on  the  horizon^s  verge, 
a  gigantic  column,  whose  head  was  hidden 
among  the  clouds,  rushing  towards  me.  On — 
onwards  came  the  tornado,  filling  my  mouth-* 
my  eyes — every  pore  of  my  skin  with  dust,  and 
crushing  me  to  a  mummy  beneath  its  weight. 
A  sound,  as  of  the  rush  of  mighty  waters  roused 
me  from  this  state  of  torture,  and,  lifting  up 


306  THE    MAGIC    OF    LOVE. 

my  feeble  eyes,  I  descried,  first,  the  indistinct 
heavings  of  a  surge,  then  the  long,  unbroken 
swell  of  billows,  till,  at  length,  a  whole  ocean 
burst  in  thunder  on  tlie  desert,  sweeping  me  far 
away  on  its  bosora,  now  tossed  high  up  in  tlie 
air,  now  plunged  into  an  abyss,  midst  the  roar 
of  the  winds,  the  bellowing  of  the  waves,  and 
the  shouts  of  a  thousand  unknown  monsters. 

A  change  ensued.  The  scene  was  Gwynne- 
vav.  It  was  a  summer  da v  break,  the  air  was 
brisk  and  elastic,  the  hedges  were  alive  with 
music,  and  the  dew-drops  hung  half-melted  on 
the  thistle's  beard.  Before  me,  at  no  great  dis- 
tance lay  the  sea,  darkened  here  and  there  by 
the  shadow  of  a  passing  sail ;  and  behind,  my 
native  village  put  forth  its  glad  beauty  in  the 
sunshine.  But,  hark  !  whose  is  that  fairy  step 
that  comes  gliding  down  the  lane  '^  She  hastens 
towards  me.  Heavens,  "'tis  Hortense  !  But  the 
maiden's  cheek  was  wan,  the  spirit  of  a  prema- 
ture decay  lent  a  fatal  lustre  to  her  eye,  and 
her  voice  seemed  to  have  caught  its  tones  from 
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the  grave.  While  I  was  yet  rambling  with  her 
among  the  woods  of  Gwynnevay,  a  cloud  rolled 
between  as,  the  landscape  assumed  an  altered 
character,  and  I  stood  solitary  in  the  church- 
yard, low  down  in  the  lane,  where  the  elms 
meeting  overhead,  cast  ever  a  cool  shadow  on 
the  earth.  But  where  was  Hortense  ?  Gone ; 
and  in  her  place,  stood  my  rival,  Eugene, 
glaring  on  me  like  a  daemon.  A  sword 
was  in  his  hand;  but  what  of  that?  I 
rushed  on  him;  the  steel  snapped  like  glass 
in  my  grasp ;  and,  burying  the  fragment  in  his 
brea^  I  bore  him  to  the  ground — spit — tram* 
pled  upon  him,  and — ^'  Hah  !  hah  !  the  fiend  is 
deadf^  ^*  Dead  ?*'  repeated  a  mocking  voice  at 
my  ear.  'Twas  his.  An 'icy  hand  grasped  mine. 
'Twas  his.  A  glassy,  freezing  eye  fixed  its  hor- 
rid glance  on  me.  Still,  ^twas  his — and  I  woke 
with  a  shudder  that  convulsed  my  whole  frame. 
It  was  some  minutes  before  I  regained  my 
recollection ;  but,  when  I  did,  the  first  object 
on  which  my  eyes  settled,  was  Hortense,  who 


308  THE    MAGIC    OF    I.OVE. 

was  seated  by  my  side,  pale  witli  watching.  The 
instant  I  recognized  her,  I  exclaimed,  "Speak  to 
me,  lady ;  let  the  last  music  I  shall  hear  <>n  earth, 
1  e  your  voice,"*^  and  I  sank  back  again  in  a  swoon ; 
from  which  I  recovered  only  to  hear  the  stifled 
sobs  of  my  young  nurse,  who  was  watching  each 
change  in  my  countenance,  with  eyes  dimmed 
with  tears. 

When  she  perceived  that  I  was  again  consci- 
ous of  her  presence,  she  whispered,  with  a  forced 
smile,  that  belied  her  words,  "  You  are  better 
now  ;  I  am  sure  you  are,**"*  and  was  rising  to 
shade  the  lamp  from  my  eyes,  when,  mistaking 
the  object  of  her  movement,  I  said  **  Do  not 
leave  me ;  I  have  had  frightful  dreams ;  he 
was  with  me  ;  if  you  go,  he  will  return/' 

She  saw  that  my  thoughts  were  wandering ; 
so  placing  her  hand  gently  on  my  mouth,  she 
said,  "  Hush — you  must  not  speak  ;  the  Supe- 
rior has  enjoined  silence  on  us  both.'^'* 

Padre  Battiste  here  entered  the  room,  and  had 
no  sooner  taken  my  hand,  on  which  a  refreshing 
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moisture  was  beginning  to  break  out,  when  he 
pronounced  the  crisis  of  the  fever  to  be  past. 

'*  Thank  God,^'  cried  Hortense,  clasping  her 
hands,  *^  My  friend — ^my  brother — ^if  you  bad 
— but  no,  no ;  the  worst  is  passed.  Come,  let 
me  smooth  your  pillow.  See.  father,  how  much 
brighter  his  eye  is  !  How  calm  he  lies  !  He 
can  breathe  freely  now." 

The  Superior  made  a  sign  to  her  to  be  silent, 
and  was  preparing  to  administer  an  opiate, 
when,  with  the  wayward  feeling  of  an  invalid, 
I  made  a  sign  that  Hortense  should  give  it; 
and  receiving  it,  accordingly,  from  her  hands,  I 
soon  dropped  off  into  along,  dreamless  slumber 

In  a  few  days  my  strength  was  so  far  re- 
cruited, that  I  was  able  to  take  short  walks  in 
the  convent  garden  with  Hortense,  occasionally 
accompanied  by  some  of  the  monks;  and  the 
pure  mountain  breezes  that  blew  about  me ;  the 
quiet  in  which  I  lived;  and,  above  all,  the  con* 
stant  presence  of  my  young  fellow-traveller, 
completed  the  work  of  restoration;  so  that  at  the 
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traits  of  character.  Her  disposition,  indeed, 
was  naturally  cheerful ;  and  there  was  a  buoy- 
ancy in  her  every  movement;  a  sunniness  in 
her  smile ;  a  laughing  witchery  in  the  tones  of 
her  voice,  that  had  all  the  effect  of  intoxication 
on  my  mind.  I  had  already  had  experience  of 
the  kindliness  of  her  nature ;  I  was  now  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  other  and  rarer  qualities. 
Though  her  manner  was  soft  and  deferential, 
still  there  was  a  conscious  dignity-— a  uniform 
sense  of  propriety  about  hei^— a  proud,  but  not 
austere  reliance  on  her  own  innate  rectitude  of 
intention,  and  an  unvarying  confidence  in  the 
integrity  of  mine,  that  had  I  been  inclined  to 
presume  on  my  situation,  would  have  awed  me 
into  shame.  She  had  taste,  too,  and  fancy,  and 
a  mind  fertile  in  intellectual  resources ;  and 
the  various  grand  and  lovely  scenes  over  which 
we  passed,  drew  forth  all  these  refined  qualities. 
Sometimes  our  road  would  lead  us  along  a 
narrow  strip  of  valley,  shut  out  from  the  world 
by  huge  mountains,  among  whose  recesses  were 
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perched  the  rude  summer  cabins  of  the  Appe- 
nine  peasantry  ;  and  at  otliers,  into  the  heart  of 
a  dark  glen,  where  the  sun  looked  in  on  us, 
through  woods  of  cork  and  chesnut,  over  giant 
crags  unsealed  by  human  foot. 

One  landscape,  in  particular,  struck  us  vith 
such  involuntary  admiration,  that  we  both 
halted  by  tacit  consent  to  enjoy  it.  We  had 
been  toiling  for  some  time  up  an  ascent  of 
almost  mountain  elevation,  when,  on  reaching 
the  summit,  we  saw  crag,  valley,  and  meadow, 
and  waving  woods,  and  villages  hanging  on 
the  sides  of  hills,  robed  in  the  rich,  green  dra- 
j)ery  of  summer,  with  here  and  there  the 
towers  of  a  convent  gleaming  through  the 
trees,  basking  in  the  meridian  sunlight  at  our 
feet ;  while  in  the  far  perspective,  where  sky 
and  land  seemed  peacefully  commingling,  we 
could  catch  a  glimpse  of  a  town,  which  Hor- 
tense's  ardent  imagination  instantly  suggested 
to  her  as  Muro. 

It  was  a  scene  to  feel,  not  to  describe;  and 
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I  was  reluctantly  preparing  to  quit  it,  when  our 
guide  approached,  and  suggested  that,  as  many 
a  long  mile  yet  lay  between  us  and  the  place 
where  we  were  to  make  our  nights  halt,  we 
should  seat  ourselves  and  take  some  refresh* 
ment;  and,  without  waiting  for  a  reply,  he 
produced  from  his  wallet  a  bag  of  boiled  ches- 
nuts,  the  remains  of  a  fine  ham,  a  loaf  of  bread, 
and  a  small  flagon  of  wine.  It  was  a  homely 
repast,  but  mountaineers  are  seldom  fastidious, 
and  as  I  sat  beside  Hortense,  listening  to  her 
sprightly  talk,  and  gazing  on  the  vast  landscape 
around,  which  was  hushed  into  a  sabbath  still- 
ness, except  when  now  and  then  the  piping  of  a 
shepherd^s  reed,  or  the  tinkling  of  a  mule^s  bell, 
came  sounding  up  from  the  valley  below  us,  I 
would  not  have  exchanged  my  situation  for  that 
of  the  proudest  monarch  in  Europe. 

Our  guide's  tongue  was  not  idle  during  this 
nHiuntain  bivouac,  and  he  indulged  us  with 
various  anecdotes  of  the  brigands,  in  which  all 
the  Appenine  peasantry  abound ;  till,  finding 
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first  met  her  among  the  mns  of  the  Palatine) 
she  reminded  me  of  some  soft,  sylvan  landscape 
seen  on  a  day  when  winds  are  still,  and  skies  are 
clouded ;  she  was  now  lika  that  same  landscape, 
when  laughing  breezes  play  about  it;  and  all  its 
graoeful  features  are  drawn  forth,  and  live,  and 
glow,  and  sparkle  beneath  the  inspiring  influ- 
ence of  a  cloudless  sun. 

*^  Eugene  is  a  soldier,*^  said  I,  repeating  her 
words ;  ^'  are  all  manly  excellencies,  then, 
summed  up  in  the  word  ^  soldier  P^  ^* 

*<  You  mistake  me,^  she  replied ;  **  1  meant 
not  that— how  should  I,  when  I  bear  in  mind 
what  you  have  braved  in  my  behalf?  But 
Eugene  was  the  fiiend  of  my  childhood ;  we 
grew  up  together ;  and  my  heart  was  wholly 
his,  before  I  knew  I  had  one  to  bestow.^ 

^^  Well,  lady,  well,  I  meant  not  reproach ; 
though  feelings  that  I  oould  not--  .'but  no 
matter ;  you  are  my  sister.^ 

*^  I  am,  I  am,^  she  replied,  eagerly,  with  all 
the  charming  vivacity  of  her  nation ;  **  and  no 
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'?»--Ccc  c'«fr]»-wed  a  bro:her  dearer  than  I  will 


"  • . »— 


Bt  :ii>  uzie  the  sun  had  wheeled  towards 
:  :k  \^\'<^  Aijii  Ijvxc*  pensile  streaks  of  gold  and 
-V  :r  c\ij----»i  li.^  cl^x:d>,  which  lay  piled  up  in 
'i-i-ii'iis:  r\isc?es  c-c  each  other,  while  a  wami, 
T-Tvc  izlv^  h-r^  like  a  glory  over  the  land- 

*-  ^^  2^:  4  ii^irie  sur.^et !"  said  I,  addressing 
H-rrcc-^.  '•  O:  all  the  sources  of  enjoyment 
*  -V  ^  ij.,^:^'  ur roles  for  our  use,  I  know  few 
:•, -il  :.  t.'.j5*  wc  fc^l  when  gazing  on  a  scene 
vi  :  IS.  Trcf^  is  a  5oc:e:hing  in  this  hour,  so 
i.-Tjc-r — ?v  rely — so  fraught  with  simple,  yet 
>-  r.^-  ;.  jlxjc<:jl::ccs*  that  it  seems  to  partake 
:i:  «r  o:  .xj.vcr.  chii.  earth.  The  day,  with  all 
:>  j<lr>>.  OvV  nivxi-rlaoe  interests,  has  gone  by, 
c  >vj.:^c  »":  :r.:ell:g\:iice — of  imagination — 
.::..il:;\.  is  ddwiurij.  Yes;  twilicjht  does 
ixv:  ..iil.VN  the  Bl.iCv2usian  fountain  of  fancy  : 
:..vrt.  xs  in  a  niinvx,  ndecting  all  things  in 
iddcvi  Iv  vtliness,  the   heart  surveys  the  past ; 
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the  dead— the  absent— -the  estranged— come 
thronging  back  on  our  minds ;  and  thus,  lady, 
will  it  be  with  me,  when  you  are  no  longer  by 
my  side.  Never,  at  this  hour,  shall  I  recal  the 
past,  but  fancy  will  bring  you  to  my  mind.^ 

*^  Such  was  the  way,'**  replied  Hortense, 
<<  that  Eugene  used  to  speak,  when  it  was  no 
crime  in  me  to  listen  to  him ;  and  it  was  the 
remembrance  of  his  last  conversation  with  me, 
on  an  evening  like  this,  at  Tivoli,  that  pressed 
so  heavily  on  my  mind,  when  you  met  me  with 
my  uncle  and  my  mother  on  the  Palatine.'*' 

**  Happy  Eugene  I  to  be  able  to  call  forth 
such  fedings!     Would  to   God  that  his  lot 

were "^  then   suddenly  checking  myself,  I 

added,  in  a  more  equable  tcme,  *<see,  Hor- 
tense, how  the  cold  evening  is  saddening  over 
those  rocks,  that  but  a  few  minutes  since 
blushed  with  the  red  light  of  the  setting  sun. 
Just  such  a  change— so  sudden,  so  cheerlcos  ■ 
will  take  place  in  my  fortunes,  ere  another  day 
goes  down  on  the  Appenines.     You  now  shed 
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light  and  warmth  on  them ;  but  when  once  your 
enlivening  presence  is  withdrawn,  they  will  be 
as  dull  and  lonely  as  before."" 

**  Not  so,'"*  returned  Hortense,  kindly  ;  *'  it 
cannot  be  as  you  say.  But  you  talked  of 
quitting  us  ?"*** 

''  Even  so.'' 

*'  This  must  not  be.  You  must  stav  with 
US,  and  share  in  the  happiness  you  have  your- 
self created/" 

All  further  conversation  was  here  put  an  end 
to  bv  the  guide,  who  informed  us,  not  a  little 
to  our  surprise  and  dismay,  that  it  would  now 
Iv  whollv  impossible  to  reach  the  village  before 
darkness  overtook  us,  unless,  indeed,  we  were 
prefxired  to  lose  our  way  in  a  wild  district  in- 
fe>tevl  bv  brigands.  He  added,  however,  that 
there  was  a  little  ruined  chapel  hard  by,  within 
which,  as  the  nii^ht  was  warm,  and  drv.  and 
clear,  wo  might  perhaps  make  shift  to  rest  till 
J.ivbn.\ik. 

To  this,  Hortense  was  bv  no  means  willing  to 
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concede ;  but  seeing  that  I  pressed  it,  appre- 
hensive of  the  hazards  to  which  we  might  other- 
wise be  exposed-— for  our  little  party  was  wholly 
unarmed—- she  gave  up  the  point ;  and  in  a  few 
minutes  we  reached  the  chapel,  which  was 
erected  close  beside  the  road.  The  walls  alone 
were  standing  $  and  within,  right  under  what 
must  have  once  been  the  main  window,  was 
fixed  a  plain  crucifix,  which  no  sooner  caught 
Hortense*s  eyes,  than,  alighting  fh>m  her  mule, 
she  threw  herself  on  her  knees  before  it. 

How  touching  is  female  piety  1  How  sweetly 
fall  its  accents  from  the  lips  of  the  young  and 
the  beautiful !  I  had  heard  the  solemn  choirs 
beneath  the  majestic  roof  of  St.  Peter,  where 
religion  puts  on  her  most  imposing  form  ;  but 
never  was  my  heart  so  touched-— so  purified,  as 
when  I  saw  Hortense  kneeling  in  that  lone 
chapel,  among  the  dim,  silent  mountains, 
looking  the  very  incarnation  of  peace  and 
piety. 

When  she  bad  risen  from  her  knees,  we  pro- 
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ceeded  together  into  the  heart  of  the  ruins, 
^here,  after  a  dili fluent  scrutiny,  I  discovered  a 
small  nook,  which  had  apparently  once  formed 
the  onitor\*,  but  was  now  detached  from  the 
main  building.  As  this  win^  or  angle  was  the 
mo>t  sheltered  part  of  the  chapel,  being  sur- 
rounded on  all  sides  but  one  by  low  walls,  just 
outside  which  rose  a  thick  grove  of  firs,  I  pro- 
posed to  Hortense  to  make  it  her  resting-place ; 
and  having  collected  some  drv  moss  and  leaves, 
to  form  a  sort  of  couch,  and  spread  my  mantle 
over  ihcm  by  way  of  coverlid;  I  quitted  her  for 
a  short  time,  while  I  arranged  with  the  guide 
to  Slav  and  take  charge  of  the  mules  in  the 
wtxxl,  which  ran  sloping  down  a  small  mound 
into  a  meadow  below. 

I  was  absent  but  half  an  hour,  looking  about 
in  all  directions  to  see  that  no  one  was  obsei*ving 
us.  vet  when  I  came  back  I  found  Hortense 
biirieil  in  deep  sleep.  There  she  lay,  beneath 
the  li^ht  of  the  now  risen  moon,  which  never 
watchoii  over  the  slumbers  of  a  purer  being ; 
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with  one  snowy  arm  h$lf  hidden  beneath  her 
bead,  and  the  other  pressed  on  a  bosom  that  just 
lightly  heaved  with  a  serene  sweU,  like  ocean 
on  a  breezeless  summer  day.  How  lovely  she 
looked  !  A  warmer  flush  than  usual  glowed  on 
her  cheek ;  a  faint  smile,  that  might  have  be- 
come the  sleeping  Psyche,  played  round  her 
lips ;  her  long,  silken  lashes  drooped  over  her 
eyes,  which  were  shut  up,  like  sweet  flowers  at 
twilight ;  her  delicate,  swan-like  neck,  on  whose 
alabaster  surface  lay  one  or  two  straggling 
ringlets,  was  partially  revealed ;  and  beneath 
the  mantle  that  concealed  the  rest  of  her  figure, 
peeped  out  one  small,  slender  foot. 

I  was  dazzled — bewildered  by  this  image  of 
transcendent  beauty,  and  stooping  down,  I 
imprinted  one  kiss— the  first,  the  last— on  the 
peHch-like  down  of  the  young  sleeper^s  cheek. 
But  hark !  she  moves — she  smiles-^a  name 
escapes  her  lips.  Is  it  mine  ?  Am  I  the  sub- 
ject of  her  dream  ?  Have  I  called  forth  that 
smile?     Mad,  conceited   fool!    Tis  £ugenc*s 
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name  she  murmurs.  With  a  sickening  feeling 
of  despair,  I  started  from  the  ground  as  I 
heard  this  word ;  and,  stifling  a  groan  that 
struggled  to  my  throat,  I  rushed  from  the 
chapel,  into  the  thick,  dark  grove  that  frowned 
beside  it. 

It  was  now  ni<jht.  All  was  hushed  around — 
below — above — while  I,  restless  and  despond- 
irc*  moved  alone  amid  the  solitudes  of  earth. 
Alone  on  earth  !  What  a  dreary,  hopeless 
feelinir  do  these  few  words  convey  I  Yet  this, 
I  said,  must  be  my  destiny.  A  few  hours, 
arsd  the  form  that  now  gilds  my  path  will 
have  passed  away,  leaving  but  the  memory  of 
what  has  been.  Well,  better  it  should  be  so. 
To  walk  with  her— to  listen  to  her — ^to  ban- 
quet on  her  smiles — to  draw  in  love  from  the 
liquid  lustre  of  her  eyes — to  share  her  thoughts, 
yet  Iv  compelled  to  restrain  my  own — to  be 
devoted  to  her,  yet  dare  not  to  tell  her  that 
I  love — to  be  studiously  reserved,  when  my 
heart  is  at  my  lips. — Oh,  God  I  I  should  sink 
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beneath  the  struggle,  were  it  to  endure  but 
another  day. 

In  vain  I  strove  to  shake  off  the  gloom  with 
which  these  feelings  inspired  me.  The  very 
hour  served  to  enhance  it.  What—- 1  con- 
tinued, looking  up  to  the  blue,  quiet  sky— - 
what  is  there  in  the  holy  stillness  of  a  night 
like  this,  that  should  thus  cast  a  deeper  shade 
over  my  mind?  The  stars  that  send  down 
their  tranquil  radiance  on  earth ;  the  moon 
that  walks  the  steadfast  floor  of  heaven  in  the 
spirit  of  peace  and  benignity ;  the  breeze  that 
brings  the  various  harmonies  of  creation  to  my 
ear,  till  the  very  soul  of  sacred  melody  seems 
breathing  in  them — surely,  these  are  sights  and 
sounds  to  elevate,  not  depress  me.  Where 
then  lies  the  secret  of  the  dark  spell  which  night 
holds  over  my  feelings?  In  the  power  with 
which  it  enforces  meditation,  and  by  consequence 
melancholy — ^for  with  me,  at  least,  reflection  has 
become  but  another  word  for  sadness. 

Thus,  restless  and  moody,   I   was    slowly 
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making  my  way  back  into  the  chapel,  when  my 
attention  was  called  off  by  the  sound  of  foot- 
steps ;  and  presently  I  could  hear  voices  at  the 
bottom  of  the  slope.  I  listened,  the  strangers 
evidently  drew  nearer,  so  concealing  myself 
behind  one  of  the  thickest  of  the  trees,  I  watched 
their  movements,  and  could  see,  by  the  pistols 
in  their  belts,  and  the  relics  at  their  breasts,  that 
they  were  brigands  ;  a  discovery  that  was  con- 
firmed by  the  imperfect  fragments  of  their 
conversation  which  I  overheard ;  and  which 
related  to  some  enterprise  in  which  they  had 
lately  failed,  on  the  road  between  Muro  and 
Naples. 

What  a  state  of  intense  anxiety  was  mine 
at  this  moment !  What  should  1  do  ?  How 
protect  the  young  sleeper  in  the  chapel  ?  I 
was  unarmed.  My  guide  was  at  some  distance. 
He  might  wake.  The  mules  might  stir,  in 
whicli  case  inevitable  destruction  awaited  our 
whole  party. 

The  brigands  were  by  this  time  right  under- 
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Death  me;  but  as  the  nature  of  my  hidibg- 
phice  screened  me  from  observation,  I  endea- 
voured, with  extreme  caution,  to  steal  back 
into  the  chapel,  if  not  to  awaken  Hortense— - 
for  I  feared  the  effects  of  alarm  on  her  mind— 
at  least  to  keep  watch  beside  her. 

But  the  practised  ear  of  the  robbers  had 
caught  the  sound  of  my  tread.  *'  Hark  I*^ 
said  one,  **  some  one  is  stirring  here.  I  heard 
a  footstep." 

*'  Nonsense,^  replied  his  companion,  **  'tis 
only  the  wind  among  the  trees.'*' 

Both  then  halted  an  instant,  and  the  first 
speaker  unslinging  his  carbine,  and  bringing 
it  to  the  ground  with  a  heavy  clang,  stood 
leaning  on  it,  and  darting  his  eyes  right 
towards  that  part  of  the  grove  where  I  was 
stationed.  "^Twas  a  moment  of  unutterable 
agony,  for  from  the  keen,  suspicious  glance  of 
the  ruffian,  I  made  sure  we  were  discovered, 
and  in  an  instant  I  should  have  sunk  to  the 
ground,  bad  not  the  fellow,  apparently  satis- 
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Brightly  broke  the  morning^-^the  last  marn" 
ing  that  I  was  to  meet,  face  to  face,  on  the  Ap 
penines  with  Hortcose.  The  mists  were  fast 
rolling  off,  like  smoke,  from  the  mountains^ 
sides;  earth  was  steeped  in  dewy  freshness; 
and  my  young  fellow-trayeller,  refreshed  by 
sleep,  and  anticipating  ere  the  day  should  be 
many  hours  older,  her  reunion  with  Eugoie, 
partook  of  the  cheering  influence  of  the  season. 

How  different  were  my  sensations  !  Every 
mile  that  brought  her  nearer  to  happiness,  was 
bearing  me  further  from  it.  I  made  several 
efforts  to  rouse  myself,  or  at  least,  to  conceal 
my  depression ;  but  it  was  of  no  avail ;  and  I 
rode  for  miles  beside  Hortense,  scarce  able  to 
make  any  reply  to  her  apt  remarks  when  any 
bend  of  our  road  brought  out  some,  more  than 
ordinary,  picturesque  feature  in  the  scenery. 

Seeing  this,  she  prevailed  on  me  to  alight 
from  my  mule,  and  ramble  on  with  her  on  foot; 
and  on  one  particular  occasion,  when  I  had  made 
no  answer  to  some  sprightly  question  she  had 
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put,  she  began  bantering  me  with  that  arch,  yet 
delicate  familiarity,  which  is  so  irresistible  a 
weapon  in  the  hands  of  beauty. 

"  See,  what  it  is  to  be  a  philosopher  P  she 
said,  *'  I  have  asked  you  a  simple  question 
three  times,  but  your  thoughts  have  been  wander- 
ing with  the  sages  of  old,  iti  the  clouds,  and 
you  have  not  yet  made  me  a  reply." 

*•  Forgive  my  rudeness,  but  I  was  thinking 
at  the  time ^"^ 

*'  I  know  you  were,  you  looked  so  grave. 
But  why  are  you  so  ?  Are  you  not  well  ?^'  she 
asked,  in  a  more  softened  tone. 

''  No,  my  mind. is  weighed  down  with " 

''  Come,  come,  you  must  not  give  way  to 
dark  thoughts.  Remember,  you  are  still  bound 
to  adopt  whatever  regimen  I  shall  prescribe. 
So  let  me  see  you  smile.  Good.  Upon  my 
word,  you  do  wonders  for  an  invalid !  Oh,  if 
you  did  but  know  how  much  more  a  smile 
becomes  you  than  a  frown  !  Now  don't  shake 
your  head  so  gravely  at  me.     I  am  silly — I 
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know  it;  but  it  is  your  fault — you  have  made 
me  so — so  happy ,^  and  flinging  back  her 
sunny  tresses,  she  held  out  her  hand  to  me 
with  a  smile  that  went  to  my  heart  like  a  sun- 
burst. 

In  this  way  we  kept  chatting  on,  Hortense 
doing  all  she  could  to  raise  my  flagging  spirits, 
until  we  reached  the  village,  which  we  had 
missed  the  night  before.  Here  we  halted  to 
breakfast,  at  a  small  osteria ;  and  then  set  out 
again  on  our  journey ;  and,  in  less  than  two 
hours,  reached  the  last  chain  of  hills,  that  alone 
divided  us  from  Muro. 

^Twas  a  lovely  landscape  that  now  spread  it- 
self out  at  our  feet ;  but,  witnessed  by  me  with 
feelings  far  different  to  those  of  Hortense.  I 
saw  nothing  in  the  broad,  elevated  valley,  at 
one  end  of  which  the  town  is  situated  ;  in  the 
classic  ruins  that  adorn  it ;  and  in  the  clear, 
chattering  stream  that  winds  through  it,  but 
objects  calculated  to  impress  me  with  bitter  re- 
gret ;  she,  nought  but  what  was  enlivening  and 
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evident  haste  by  Eugene^  and  to  the  effect  that 
he  had  been  expecting  his  mistresses  arrival  for 
some  days ;  but  that,  having  been  discovered, 
he  dared  no  longer  remain  within  the  States  of 
the  Church  ;  and  had,  therefore,  set  out  for 
Cagliari,  where  some  friends  were  staying, 
through  whose  influence  at  the  Court  of  Turin, 
he  was  not  without  hopes  of  obtaining  employ-* 
ment  in  the  army.  The  letter  concluded  by 
imploring  her  to  lose  not  an  instant  in  rejoining 
him,  and  was  clearly  written  under  the  sanguine 
idea  that  Madame  Di  V— -^  might  have  re^ 
lented,  and  allowed  her  daughter's  departure. 

The  receipt  of  this  letter  was  a  sad  blow  to 
Hortense ;  all  the  enthusiasm  which  she  had 
evinced  during  the  morning,  was  at  once  put  an 
end  to ;  and  I  could  only  restore  her  to  compo- 
sure, by  acceding  to  her  request  that  I  would 
not  lose  a  moment  in  setting  out  for  Cagliari. 

In  fulfilment  accordingly  of  this  promise,  we 
hastened  on  to  Muro,  where  we  discharged  our 
guide— the  difSculties  of  our  journey  being  now 
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nearly  at  an  end— and,  travelling  at  the  ut- 
most speed  that  circumstances  would  admit  of, 
reached  Naples  at  the  end  of  the  third  day. 

Fain  would  I  have  detained  Hortense  at  this 
superb  city,  but  she  was  in  agony  to  depart ;  see- 
ing which  I  interposed  no  further  delay, but  find- 
ing on  enquiry  that  a  vessel  was  lying  in  the  har- 
bour, which  was  about  to  sail  for  the  Sardinian 
coast,  I  engaged  for  a  passage  in  it,  and  embarked 
the  very  morning  after  our  arrival  at  Naples. 

Had  either  of  us  been  in  the  mood,  we  might 
have  lingered  with  admiration  on  the  magnifi- 
cent scene  tliat  presented  itself,  as  we  floated 
over  the  waters  of  this  unrivalled  bay.  We 
might  have  marked  the  heights  of  Pausilippo — 

the  little  isle  of  Ischia — the  frowning  Vesuvius 
— and,  above  all,  the  splendid  appearance  that 
the  city  we  were  leaving  behind  us,  made  from 
the  sea ;  but  other  thoughts  engrossed  our  at- 
tention, and  we  cast  but  an  idle  look  at  this 
most  beautiful  of  landscapes,  in  a  region  teem- 
ing with  beauties. 
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Our  voyage  was  brisk  and  prosperous ;  and, 
DO  sooner  had  we  lost  eight  of  Naples,  and  were 
abroad  on  the  open  sea,  than  Hortense^s  usual 
cheerfulness  began  to  return  ;  and  she  would  sit 
for  hours  upon  deck,  listening  to  the  mysterious 
sounds  that  ever  and  anon  came  wafted  towards 
us ;  and  bending  a  lively,  inquisitive  glance  over 
the  waters,  in  the  hope,  as  she  laughingly  ob- 
served, that  she  might  be  the  first  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  Sardinian  shores. 

We  had  been  about  three  days  at  sea,  when, 
on  the  morning  of  the  fourth,  the  cry  of  **  Land '" 
was  raised  by  a  sailor  at  the  mast-head ;  and 
soon  afterwards  we  discovered  the  distant  island 
coast,  hanging  like  a  cloud  in  the  horizon.  Hor- 
tense,  of  course,  was  among  the  first  to  greet 
this  welcome  object ;  and,  after  gazing  on  it  for 
some  time  in  silence,  she  turned  to  me,  and  said, 
**  How  slowly  the  vessel  moves !  See,  the  land 
seems  to  recede  as  we  advance!*^ 

*•  Slow?*"  I  replied,  " I  was  only  just  won- 
dering at  the  rapid  progress  we  are  makiiig»*' 
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and  bade  her  mark  the  swelling  outline  of 
the  coast,  which  was  gradually  becoming  more 
broadly  and  distinctly  traced  on  the  horizon. 

Towards  evening  we  came  within  sight  of 
Cagliari,  and,  by  sunset,  had  approached  it  so 
closely,  that  we  could  hear  the  convent  bells 
ringing  for  vespers  ;  and  perceive  the  vessels  in 
the  offing,  and  even  the  palaces,  churches,  and 
streets,  rising  up,  like  the  work  of  enchantment, 
from  the  sea.  A  few  minutes  more,  and  we  had 
cast  anchor  within  a  bow-shot  of  the  town  ;  from 
which  several  boats  instantly  put  off,  for  the 
purpose  of  assisting  us  to  land. 

At  this  instant  Hortense  and  myself  were 
standing  alone  at  one  end  of  the  vessel.  I  seized 
the  favourable  opportunity,  and,  in  a  voice  half- 
choked  with  emotion,  which  I  strove  in  vain  to 
subdue,  thus,  for  the  last  time,  addressed  her  : 
*'  Lady,  De  Grey  has  kept  his  word,  and  the 
time  has  arrived  when  you  and  he  must  part.  I 
anticijxite  your  reply — I  respect  its  motive — 
but  mv  resolution  is  unalterable.''^ 
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She  looked  at  me  as  I  said  this,  with  un- 
feigned astonishinent.  ^^  Part  T  she  exdaimed, 
^*  surely  you  will  see  Eugene  ?  You  have  heen 
my  saviour-^you  must  become  his  friend.  Oh, 
if  you  did  but  know  him  r** 

*<  Too  well  I  know  him,  and  too  well,  but  too 
late,  I  know  myself.  You,  lady,  have  taught 
me  that  knowledge.  When  I  first  met  you,  I 
was  a  cold,  shy  recluse,  living  alone  in  a  world 
of  abstraction ;  but  you  breathed  warmth  into 
me ;  you  brought  all  my  better  thoughts  into 
leaf;  you  taught  me  that  I  Qould  love,  «id, 
perhaps,  even  that  I  was  worthy  to  be  loved- 
If  I  now  confess  thus  much,  it  is  only  because 
my  motives  can  no  longer  be  misinterpreted; 
and  because,  in  spite  of  myself,  my  feelings 
at  this  hour,  when  we  are  about  to  be  sepa- 
rated, will  find  a  voice.  I4ady -^  Hortenye, 
from  the  first  moment!  beheld  you,  your  image 
filled  the  void  which  I  had  so  long  felt  in  my 
heart.  Asleep  or  awake,  absent  oc  present,  it 
has  never  }^t  me  for  an  instant.    You  stmrt. 
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Surely  my  words  cannot  take  you  by  surprise  ! 
Twere  not  in  human  nature  to  feel  otherwise 
than  I  feel.  How  could  I  be  insensible  to  your 
beauty?  How  forget  the  forbearance— the  ten- 
derness— the  devotion — the  noble  disregard  of 
self,  you  shewed  me  at  the  convent — or,  that 
rare  magnanimity  of  soul,  which,  judging  of 
others  by  itself,  selected  me  as  the  object  of  its 
confidence  ?  If  these  are  things  to  be  forgotten, 
what  is  there  that  deserves  to  be  remembered  ?" 

"  My  kind — my  noble  benefactor ^ 

"  No  thanks,  lady.  I  deserve  none.  I  have 
but  done  my  duty,  and  it  is  the  consciousness 
of  this,  joined  with  the  respect — the  reverence  I 
entert<iin,  and  must  ever  entertain,  towards  vou, 
that  sustains  me  at  this  parting  hour,  and  has 
enabled  me  to  repress  my  feelings,  even  when 
mv  heart  was  bursting.  'Twas  not  when  I  was 
most  reserved >  that  I  was  least  sensible  of  the 
magic  of  your  presence.  Often,  during  this 
memorable  jouniey,  have  I  longed  to  tell  you 
of  the  deep— the  impassioned  feelings  with  which 
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you  inspired  me— that  my  existence  was  bound 
up  in  yours ;  that  I  had  no  other  use  of  being 
than  to  devote  it  to  you  ;  no  sense  of  suffering, 
but  when  you  suffered ;  of  enjoyment,  but 
when  you  were  happy ;  that  I  loved  you  with  a 
passion,  fervent,  exalted,  disinterested  as  ever 
yet  beat  within  mane's  bosom ;  —  often,  lady, 
have  I  longed  to  tell  you  this;  but  I  respected 
your  situation ;  I  felt,  too,  that  you  had  placed 
confidence  in  my  honour;  and  that  I  was  bound 
by  all  the  ties  that  can  bind  an  honourable 
man,  to  prove  myself  worthy  of  it."" 

How  shall  I  thank  you?  What  shall  I  say  ?^ 
Nothing,  lady;  yet  stay;  when  to-morrow'*s 
sun  sets,  look  at  it,  and  think  of  me.  I  shall 
be  gazing  at  it  too,  and  Hwill  be  some  little 
consolation  for  me  to  feel  that  both  of  us,  at 
that  moment,  are  dwelling  on  the  same  object. 
'Twill  be  no  treason  to  love,  that  you  should  be- 
stow a  passing  thought  on  friendship.^ 

"  I  will— I  will — but  you  must  not  give  way 
to  this  melancholy.     You  must  return  home«— 

VOL.  n.  Q 
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Not  a  word  transpired  on  either  side.  The 
thoughts  of  both  were  too  deep  for  utterance. 
When  we  reached  the  quay,  we  instantly  pro* 
ceeded  to  the  house,  whither  Eugene  had  di- 
rected us  in  his  letter.  It  was  easily  found, 
being  situated  within  a  few  yards  of  the  Castle. 
A  light  was  burning  in  the  passage.  Hortense 
rushed  in.  A  stranger  advanced  to  meet  her ; 
and  I  just  heard  the  words  *' dearest  Hortense,^ 
when,  before  she  could  turn  round  to  bid  me 
iarewell,  I  tore  myself  away,  and  quitted  her 
flight  for  ever. 

On  returning  to  the  vessd  I  sate  down,  like 
one  atupified,  on  deck.  <*  But  a  few  minutes 
ago,^  I  said,'  ^^  and  Hortense  was  here  beside 
me.  She  is  now  gone — ^gone,  with  her  angel 
smiles — her  voice  so  full  of  music — ^her  coun- 
tenance so  radiant  with  beauty-*gone,  never  to 
come  back  !*^  and,  fairly  overcome  by  my  feel- 
ings, for  I  knew  not  the  bitterness  of  my  bereave- 
ment till  now,  I  wept  and  sobbed  like  a  child. 
Still,  while  even  the  slightest  trace  of  day  re- 

a3 
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mained,  I  kept  my  eyes  fixed  on  the  shore, 
striving  through  the  mist  to  catch  the  last 
glimpse  of  Cagliari.  Suddenly,  I  saw  two 
figures  moving  along  the  quay.  ^^  ^Tis  Hortense 
and  Eugene,"  I  said,  "they  have  come  to  look 
for  their  benefactor, '^  and  watched  them  as  they 
proceeded  slowly  back  into  the  town,  till  the 
se&-fog  shut  them  out  from  my  sight. 

Within  a  few  days  I  again  reached  Naples ; 
and  thence  set  out  for  Rome,  by  way  of  Muro, 
and  the  Appenines ;  anxiously  retracing  every 
scene  over  which  I  had  so  lately  travelled  with 
Hortense.  'Twas  a  sickly  feeling  to  pamper, 
but  I  could  not  help  it.  The  chapel  where  I 
had  watched  her  sleeping ;  the  hill  from  which 
I  had  pointed  out  to  her  the  first  view  of  Muro; 
— but^  above  all,  the  little  mountain  convent, 
where  she  had  shewn  me  such  unwearied  kind- 
ness in  my  illness;— oh,  who  shall  say,  with 
what  emotion  I  again  beheld  these  objects.  Yet, 
forlorn  as  they  all  appeared,  they  were  still 
sacred,  for  they  were  indissolubly  linked  with 


TH£    MAGIC   OF    LOVE.  341 

the  memory  of  Hortense.  **  Here,*'  I  exclaimed, 
**  she  sang  her  evening  Ave  Maria ;  and  here, 
from  the  spot  where  I  now  standi  she  bade  me 
mark  the  distant  Mediterranean.  Perhaps,  she 
is  gazing  on  it  still ;  but  she  thinks  not  of  me ; 
oh,  no  !  far  happier  thoughts  engross  her  mind, 
and  De  Ghrey,  like  a  dream,  is  forgotten.**' 

This  bitter,  perhaps  ungenerous  reflection, 
continued  to  haunt  me  for  years ;  and  often,  in  the 
midst  of  crowds,  when  a  fairer  form  than  usual 
flitted  across  my  path,  I  turned,  with  a  sigh,  to 
the  recollecti<m  of  Hortense.  I  thought  of  that 
sweet,  pale  face,  which  had  so  often  bent  over 
me  in  sickness ;  of  those  rosy  lips  which  mine 
had  once  pressed ;  of  that  smile  which  used  to 
greet  me  in  the  morning ;  and  all  those  endear- 
ing graces  by  which,  unconsciously  as  it  were, 
a  beautiful  girl  winds  herself  into  the  affections 
of  man.  Even  to  this  day,  her  image  blooms 
green  in  memoiy.  Every  spot  that  I  visit  brings 
her  to  my  mind.  She  is  beside  roe  in  my  father's 
halls ;  she  walks  with  me  at  sunset  among  the 
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woods  of  Gwynnevay  ;  her  voice  speaks  in  the 
summer  wind ;  and  ever,  when  in  dreams  the 
Appenines  rise  before  me,  I  see  her  gliding,  like 
a  spirit,  among  their  solitudes. — ^But  years  have 
passed ;  and  they  are  gathered  to  their  kindred 
dust>  Eugene  and  his  devoted  Hortense ;  their 
very  names  have  long  since  perished ;  and  aU 
that  is  now  known  of  them  is,  that  they  once 
existed. 


THE  END. 
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